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*Chapter 1*: New and Old! Meet the Campers! 

Welcome friends to the third and definitely final installment of the Total Pokemon Series! There are going to be 
differences in this series that I think you'll all enjoy. 

Disclaimer: I don't own Pokemon, Total Drama, or anything like that. I own the character personalities and the 
story. That's it. 

Some things to look forward to: 

Mew and Mewtwo will still be hosts. Celebi will make appearances and such. 

No aftermaths, there's really no purpose for it in the direction I'm going. 

New elimination styles, new game mechanics. 

More of the alliance nonsense. New relationships. New stuff. 

FAIR WARNING: If I am unable to finish this season, it will be unfinished. Unlike Total Pokemon World Tour, I 
make no promises this time. 

Be prepared and get ready for this next season! 

000 

"Welcome, one and all!" shouted the normal pink host, a devious gleam in his eye as he floated in the air. "I am your 
host, Mew! Legendary Pokemon and a legendary host as well! And here we are bringing you Total Pokemon Redux! 
The return and newest season of a great series that has also been hosted by me! With help from my co-host, 

Mewtwo! Say hi to our fans, Mewtwo!" 

"I can't believe I'm still working for you," growled Mewtwo, pulling up on the dock besides Mew. Mew gave him a 
scowl before brightening up once more. 

"Before all of our lovely contestants arrive, we'll be giving you a tour of this season's location!" 

The camera panned out to a large and familiar Island that was looking as strange and terrifying as ever. "This is Total 
Pokemon Island! A place that has not been seen for a whole season! Luckily, we've been holding the whole place 
together, and filling it with even more insane creations to keep our victims-1 mean, PLAYERS guessing!" explained 
Mew. 

He held up a large briefcase. "And we also have a BRAND NEW prize of one million dollars! The contents of this 
case have only been won before by two top players!" 

Mew teleported to the center of the camp where there were two large stone statues. One of them resembled an 
elegant, beautiful dancer, and the other was a short, squat flower. 

"Vileplume and Gardevoir have both survived every challenge, trial, and curveball I've thrown at them to make it 
through the game! And they have the spoils of war to prove it! Take it from these guys- the challenge, while hard, is 
worth it in the end!" shouted Mew. 

"I thought you'd have a statue of yourself," said Mewtwo, arching a brow. 

Mew pointed up to one of the mountains, where a face had been carved. It resembled the manipulative little host 
immensely, especially the stone smirk carved into the rock. Mewtwo rolled his eyes. 

"We'll explain the rest of the new stuff later, but first, it's time for everyone's favorite part- MEETING THE CAMPERS!" 
shouted Mew. 

"Joy." 

"Mewtwo, come on, be a little more-!" 

"Get on with it. I have plans tonight." 



"ANYWAYS," grumbled Mew. He and Mewtwo teleported back to the dock. "Let's introduce our returning campers 
before we get started! Go on, Mewtwo, get the plane!" 

Mewtwo teleported away, before a loud noise was heard. He floated back to the dock with the S.S. Kyogre floating in 
the air behind him. He gently lowered it in the water, letting it float, almost resembling the certain legendary Pokemon 
it was designed after. It was confusing for a moment, before loud shouting was heard inside the plan. 

"Get me out of here!" shouted one voice. 

"Whoever's hand is on my ass better take it off before I remove it for you!" 

"That's my foot, and it's not my fault, I've got someone's butt in my face!" 

"Why is their smoke? Charmeleon, get your tail away from that!" 

"Crap." 

"Well this is awesome, thanks guys." 

Mew smiled, wiping a tear from his eye. "Ah yes...just as I remember them. It hasn't even been a full year yet, but I've 
missed these guys so much! So, without further ado, let's show everyone who's come back for anther round! Our first 
returning contestant is...Diglett!" 

Mewtwo opened one of the hatches to the plane, before pulling out a large red wheelbarrow and setting it down on 
the dock. Diglett whirled around wildly, panicking slightly to see that he was back where he didn't want to be- in Mew 
and Mewtwo's clutches once more. 

"Oh great, we're back here again!" moaned the mole, shaking his head. "No way, I want no part of it!" 

"You're free to walk away, but I mean, I don't know if you can without feet," said Mew, snickering. 

"But I have feet!" protested Diglett. 

A small blue body burst from the wheelbarrow. Pink antenna were popping out of this Pokemon's head, and his eyes 
were wide with amazement. 

"YOU have FEET?" 

"Wooper, our runner up from last season, is also back!" announced Mew, clapping his hands. 

"Yes, Wooper, I have feet, but you never let me explain how it-!" 

"Nevermind, dude, it's not important!" said Wooper, nodding sagely. "We're still best friends for life, even with your 
problems." 

"How has the dynamic duo been doing?" asked Mewtwo curiously. 

"We actually share an apartment now!" said Wooper, nodding happily. "Well, us and Trapinch anyway!" 

"Really, and what money do you have to pay for it?" asked Mew. 

"Diglett makes a bunch of money by digging." 

"It's not necessarily...difficult," said Diglett sheepishly. 

"And our next returning player is..." 

Mewtwo yanked another player out. This time, the Pokemon was big and made of stone. Large sickles adorned his 
hands, and his lean body was rippling with muscle. But that wasn't the only thing- this familiar face hadn't been seen 
since Season 1. 

"Kabutops!" shouted Diglett. 

Kabutops dusted himself off as best as he could. "That's right, kid, I'm back again!" 



"It's been forever dude!" said Wooper, grinning. Kabutops smirked. 

"Yeah, well, point is I'm back in town and this time, I've got a million to win!" 

"Not if I can help it!" shouted a loud voice. Kabutops turned to see a red and black Pokemon gliding towards him in 
the air. She had large claws, a spiked head, and dark eyes. Kabutops gave her a roguish grin. 

"Seizor, babe, you made it!" 

"Hi hon," said Seizor sweetly. Kabutops returned her kind smile. Wooper and Diglett exchanged a confused glance. 
Didn't they always compete with each other...? 

"READY FOR ME TO BEAT YOUR ASS ON NATIONAL TELEVISION AGAIN?" said Seizor, grinning maniacally. 
"AGAIN IMPLIES IT HAPPENED TO BEGIN WITH, RED." 

"Aren't you two dating?" asked Mew, creeped out. 

"Well yeah," said Kabutops. 

"It's healthy competition," explained Seizor. "Just because we want to beat each other doesn't mean we don't love 
each other- that'd be stupid." 

"Sorry, we're used to Charmeleon and Gabite," admitted Wooper. 

"Don't compare me to spitfire," grumbled Kabutops. Seizor shuddered. 

"Alright, alright, you'll have time to catch up with each other later!" snapped Mew. "Next returning player is..." 

Mewtwo yanked another player out, but he managed to snag two, as one was stuck to the other. One Pokemon fell in 
the water, while another hit the dock. As she got up, everyone could see a few sparkles as she moved. The Pokemon 
was icy white, with a pink bow adorning her figure, which resembled a kimono almost. 

"It's been quite some time everyone," said Froslass, bowing her head. Diglett gave her a happy nod. 

"Good to see you again Froslass!" said Diglett. 

Wooper was staring at her, drooling a little. 

"Wooper?" asked Froslass, concerned. 

"Uh, hi there!" said Wooper nervously. Diglett sighed under his breath. 

"Don't stare at her like that." 

"But she's so PRETTY!" 

"And our...uh...next player-" said Mew. 

"AHEM!" 

A sopping wet arm appeared from the water, long claws attached to it. They dug into the wood as a dark blue 
Pokemon pulled herself out of the water. She had red parts on top of her head and a nasty gleam in her eye as she 
shook out her fur. 

"Ah...our resident retired evil villainess- Weavile!" 

"Can we put that behind us already?" snapped Weavile. "There's more to me than just being a bitch!" 

"Enlighten us," said Kabutops, striking a mock thoughtful pose. 

"I bake! I skate! I actually do more than just plot!" growled Weavile, folding her arms. 

"Calm yourself, Weavile." 



Weavile turned at the familiar smooth, sophisticated voice. Floating from the airplane was a golden Pokemon with 
brown arm. He had long ears and a longer mustache, with two spoons twirling around him as he gracefully landed on 
the dock. He cocked a brow as he landed beside the rest. Seizor looked annoyed, and Kabutops swore. 

"Alakazam has also decided to come back!" said Mew, laughing. 

Alakazam folded his arms. "Yes, I have. And I can tell that everyone's happy to see me." 

"Yeah, I'd be happier if you weren't going to be such a tricky bastard," muttered Kabutops. 

"I'M happy to see you," said Weavile, smiling a bit shyly. Alakazam returned the smile. 

"I'm glad to see you're out of that pit of depression. It was very unfortunate." 

Mew let the campers chat before turning to the plane. "And our next returning camper is-" 

"GET ME OUT OF THIS PLACE!" roared a voice. Charmeleon crawled out of the plane, landing on one of the wings, 
legs wobbling. He looked down at the water frantically, his tail swishing back and forth, before he saw the dock. 
"Mewtwo! Come on, get me off this thing!" 

Mewtwo shrugged, before carelessly tossing Charmeleon on the dock. Charmeleon groaned and got to his feet. 
"Couldn't be a bit gentle, could ya?" snarled the fire lizard. "And I dropped my cigs on the plane." 

"You smoke now?" asked Alakazam, stunned. 

"I'm a Fire Pokemon- it's not too different," said Charmeleon, shrugging. 

"You COULD be a Fire/Flying Pokemon," said a powerful voice behind him. 

"Oh god, Gabite," moaned Diglett, terrified. 

"Not this again," muttered Charmeleon. 

"Ah...not exactly," said Mewtwo, smirking. 

A large fin appeared in the water, before a powerful dark blue body burst from it. However, it was not the body of 
Gabite they remembered. Instead, she was taller, more sleek, with longer finned arms and more powerful legs. Her 
head had changed from its original shark-like shape to resemble more of a hammerhead. A star was present on her 
snout. 

"Gabite? You mean GARCHOMP!" corrected the shark angrily. "And THIS LOSER could be a Charizard if-!" 

"I don't WANT to evolve!" snapped Charmeleon. "Charizard look all fat and stupid and with dumb wings and crap!" 
"Yeah, and I've got a shitty star on my forehead, we can't win them all!" hissed Garchomp. 

"And you compared US to them?" asked Seizor to Wooper in undertone. 

"I apologize," said the mudfish. 

The next one to show up was a purple ghost, a large hat on her head as she floated to the others. A red set of gems 
could be seen on her torso. She gave them all a confident nod. 

"Hey guys." 

"Mismagius makes her magical comeback!" shouted Mew. 

"I'll be making my million as well," said Mismagius. 

Two more ghosts emerged from the plane. The first one was also purple, with a wide grin and red eyes. Gengar's 
spiky, shadowy body was a familiar sight. He flashed everyone peace signs as he landed on the dock, letting out a 
loud cry. 

"Gengar is back again, baby!" he shouted. 



The grey puppet ghost landed beside him, and Banette gave a big grin. "Ghosts are back in town, dude!" 

"Gengar and Banette have also ret- holy cow, we have a lot of ghost competitors," said Mew, staring. 

"You're noticing that NOW?" asked Seizor. 

Gengar high fived Seizor and Kabutops before walking over and hugging Froslass, who giggled. Banette, on the other 
hand, grinned and waved at everyone before he saw Mismagius. He looked away awkwardly, which Mismagius did 
as well. Banette huffed and kept walking before he saw Weavile. 

"Uh...hi!" said Banette, looking uncomfortable. 

"Yeah uh...hey there...guy," said Weavile, giving a weak smile. 

Kabutops and Alakazam exchanged a look of confusion before Banette moved to stand next to him. 

"What's with you and-?" asked Kabutops. 

"Nothing," said Banette quickly. 

A loud, raucous squawk announced the arrival of the next contestant. A massive black bird that seemed to have a hat 
on its head flew over the waves and landed on the dock. A cigar was placed in her mouth, and her red eyes pierced 
everyone, sizing everyone up. Everyone took a step back. 

"Good ta see you all are still among the living," said Honchkrow, smirking at them. She blew a ring off of her cigar 
before turning over to the plane. 

"Crobat! How long you gonna nap back there?" 

A large purple bat flew out of the plane as well, even faster than Honchkrow. He moved and fluttered beside her, 
giving her a smirk. 

"Ladies first," he said. 

Honchkrow groaned. "You don't hafta treat me like I'm some flighty dame." 

"I know," admitted Crobat. "But you like when I do." 

Honchkrow tilted her hat down, hiding her flush as she stomped past the rest of the campers. Gengar stared, 
dumbfounded. 

"Dude...Crobat got...confident?" he whispered to Froslass. 

Froslass seemed to be in a trance. 

"Froslass?" 

"He's actually...kinda hot now," said Froslass, gaping. 

"WHAT?" asked Gengar. 

Froslass shook her head quickly. "I mean- he has a very attractive form, model wise!" 

Gengar folded his arms. "Just uh...remember my attractive qualities...okay?" 

"Will do." 

Wooper banged his head on Diglett's wheelbarrow. "She notices CROBAT but not me." 

"Wooper, you're denting my wheelbarrow, please stop-" 

There was a loud bark, and everyone turned to see two Pokemon arriving, one carrying the other. The first one was a 
massive creature that seemed to be a mix between a tiger and a dog, while the other looked like some weird mix of a 
bat and a scorpion. Gliscor dropped Arcanine onto the dock before landing on his tail, grinning at the other campers. 



"Guess who's back for another go!" said Arcanine, flexing his muscles. Everyone rolled their eyes. 

"So...you've been hitting the gym still," commented Charmeleon. 

"Of course! Gotta look good, right? Need to impress ladies," said Arcanine. His face shifted to a concerned look. 
"Uh...is Ninetales gonna be here?" 

"Nope," said Mew. "She and Houndoom aren't coming back." 

"Oh thank Arceus," said Arcanine in relief. 

"Wait, Houndoom isn't coming?" asked Gengar, looking upset. 

"Nope. He threatened to burn down the island if I forced him. He's a grumpy pup, so we let him go. Ninetales 
obviously opted out as well." 

"Who else isn't coming back?" asked Banette. "Out of curiosity." 

"We're only bringing twenty of you back, so we got rid of people with a low fan base like Lapras and Rhydon. While 
some others, who will not be named, got away because of loopholes." 

Kabutops leaned and whispered to Banette. "Cacturne, right?" 

"Yep." 

Weavile, on the other hand, nodded to Gliscor. "Good to see you're back on your wings. You gonna get sick again?" 

"Uh...no" said Gliscor, giving her a clever smirk. Unlike most contestants, he didn't have a real feud with Weavile 
except her being a colossal jerk. Most of her plans were never aimed at him. 

There was a loud shout from the plane. 

"Come on, honey, I'm stuck, help me out!" 

"MAYBE I WILL, MAYBE I WON'T! WHO CAN DECIDE? WE’LL LEAVE IT TO FATE, LIKE A TEDDIURSA LEAVING 
ITS HONEY IN ITS CAVE!" 

The plane shook and a massive, furry shape popped out, splashing into the water. A tidal wave rippled forward, 
nearing the contestants, but Alakazam stopped it with his mind and sent it away. Everyone stared as a massive 
brown Pokemon emerged from the water. It had a blue mask around its eyes, large feet, and a bright pink nose. 
Gargantuan tusks seemed to sprout from its furry face. 

"Is that...?" said Garchomp, looking almost impressed. 

"Dang," said Gliscor. 

"He turned into a Mamoswine," observed Seizor. 

Mamoswine let out a happy shout. "Hey guys! I'm back again! How're you all doing?" 

"I feel so much smaller than I used to," said Diglett. 

"Ditto." 

"Wooper, no." 

"How much did you eat to et that big?" asked Arcanine. 

"Uh...not too much, I think! I actually started jogging and lost weight...well...before I gained it all back!" said 
Mamoswine sheepishly. 

"YOU ABSORBED THE WEIGHT INTO YOU WITH YOUR ULTRAPOWERED GRAVIATION!" 


Everyone froze. 



"That's not...her...right?" asked Froslass. 

Luxray appeared behind Froslass. "Who?" 

"ACK!" Froslass floated over the water, while Luxray grinned. Her body was larger and far more muscular, but she 
still had her zany expression. 

"Shinx was hyperactive, Luxio was off kilter...," mused Alakazam. "By that logic, Luxray should be in an asylum." 

"I was! For a while! But I overloaded the machines so they had to let me go!" said Luxray proudly. "NO ONE WILL 
STOP MY REIGN!" 

Everyone stared at Luxray for a long time. Mew coughed. 

"And our last contestant is..." 

No one emerged from the plan. Mew growled under his breath and yanked hard with his telekinesis. A large turquoise 
bell was pulled from the plane, hitting the dock and clanging loudly. 

"Can you not?" asked Bronzong, sneering. 

"Tough luck, bell boy, you're back for another season!" 

"How many tricky, scheming jerks is he gonna bring back?" muttered Mismagius. Then she counted. 

"Wait...that's the last? You only brought back nineteen!" 

Mew frowned, He looked over every contestant again before cocking his head to one side. "That's strange-1 
thought...well, guess I counted wrong!" 

"That's really professional," drawled Bronzong. Mew growled at him. 

"Can we get started already? I have a prize to win," said Charmeleon, folding his arms. 

"Ha! You wish!" said Gliscor, smirking. 

"Just a minute-1 never said you were the ONLY ones competing," said Mew, giving a sinister smile. 

"What? More newbies I assume?" asked Gabite, rolling her eyes. "Probably gonna be easy. You only brought five last 
time, and the only one who was an issue was Hypno." 

"Even though Honchkrow and I outlasted you," pointed out Froslass quietly. 

"I'm not bringing five this time, though," said Mew, laughing. "I'm bringing thirteen!" 

"What!?" exclaimed Banette. "That's a ton!" 

"Well with all of the campers who managed NOT to return, I figured I'd get some new blood from some of the regions 
we haven't hit yet!" said Mew, chuckling. "So then...without further ado!" 

Mewtwo came along, piloting a boat. No one had noticed the co-host slipping away. The boat pulled up to the dock 
and a walkway extended from it, landing at the edge of the dock. The first Pokemon soon emerged. 

They were small and round, and resembled a mouse. With blue skin and a white belly, they had a very cute 
appearance. Lugging along a battered suitcase, they hopped on down. They waved hello to everyone. 

"Hi guys! The name's Marill!" shouted the small Pokemon. "Nice to meet you all!" 

"Marill here is our first new contestant! So, think you can compete with these veterans?" asked Mew. 

"I can walk the dock AND talk the talk!" shouted Marill. Then she snorted and started laughing hysterically. "Get it? 
Because I'm on a dock? Hahahaha!" 

Mew groaned, but most of the campers cracked amused smirks. Marill hopped over and stood next to Seizor. 



"Hi there!" 


Seizor gave a smile. "Hello." 

The next Pokemon was a large grey bird- well, minus its head, which was a vivid pink. Long tendrils were flowing 
from his head and he had a crafty smirk on his face. 

"Well look at all these losers! Couldn't get anymore people for me to wreck?" he asked arrogantly. 

"Unfezant is our second arrival!" said Mew, grinning. 

"And probably the first departure," whispered Alakazam to Weavile. 

"Well, all I can say is, good luck because you'll need it!" said Unfezant, strutting past them with his nose in the air. 
Honchkrow growled and started to stomp over, before Crobat held her back. 

The next Pokemon emerged from the boat soon after. It was also a male this time, but he looked nothing like the first 
two. He had red armor, with silver blades emerging from his body. He walked with grace, but also with purpose, while 
his eyes scanned over the contestants. 

"This is Bisharp," said Mew. 

"Charmed," said Bisharp, in a tone that showed he had no time for nonsense. "I'm not one for introductions, so let's 
just get to know each other during the game." 

He walked over to stand next to Kabutops, offering a handshake, which Kabutops hesitantly accepted. 

"What do you think of him?" asked Arcanine to Gliscor. 

"Seems like an okay dude, but way too serious." 

The fourth Pokemon was nothing like the one before him. He hopped off of the boat and slid down the railing. He 
landed on the dock with ease and grinned at his competitors. He resembled some strange sort of blue frog, with an 
orange throat and yellow eyes. 

"Name's Toxicroak! Cool to be here!" 

"Are you the kind of guy that "TOX" a lot?" asked Marill, smirking. Nearby, Charmeleon groaned. 

Toxicroak stared for a moment, before he leaned back and let out a loud, cackling laugh. 

"Oh man! Priceless. Oh Arceus, my sides!" 

"Which one's worse?" groaned Garchomp. 

Toxicroak high fived all of his competitors before standing beside Bisharp. Everyone was shocked by the next 
newcomer- not because of who they were, but because they had all seen her before. 

She looked as if she was in a large dress of gothic fashion, with bows adorning her figure. Her face was a deep 
purple, though her red lips glowed brightly. She walked with the balance and poise of a professional model. Everyone 
glanced from her, before their eyes turned to Alakazam. He seemed to be totally stunned as well. 

"Since we lost Gardevoir, and with Froslass as only one model...1 decided to bring in this lovely lady, Gothitelle!" said 
Mew, laughing. 

Alakazam walked forward, taking her hand and placing a kiss on it. "This is an unexpected pleasure. I didn't know you 
had entered!" 

"Oui, I wanted eet to be a surprise for you," said Gothitelle, in what seemed to be a Kalos accent. "Now we can both 
compete in zis show together." 

Alakazam smiled. "I'm sure it will be delightful." 

"It sure will," groaned Weavile. 



Everyone was so entranced with Gothitelle that they didn't see the next player show up. He was a large rock with 
what appeared to be an orange nose, under which was an enormous hairy mustache. Probopass silently floated 
down from the ship, settling down near Gabite. 

"This is Probopass!" said Mew. 

Probopass said nothing. 

"Not a very...talkative guy, is he?" asked Banette, eyeing the rock warily. Probopass turned to face him. Banette 
stepped back. 

"Not really," admitted Mew. "But hey, whatever, we decided to take him!" 

Banette stared, confused. There was something weird about some silent rock. Banette turned to Alakazam, 
wondering if he should ask the Psychic, but Alakazam was talking to Gothitelle. 

There was a loud screech as another Pokemon burst from the ship. This Pokemon was dark black, but with many 
different colored parts. She was a strange creature- she looked like some weird cross between a dragon and a bat. 
She flew in circles in the air before landing on the dock, all of her stuff clattering to the dock. 

"Wazzup guys!?" she asked, clapping her hands. "Name's Noivern! Here to rock out, party it up, and play the game! 
Let's all wreck this stuff, y'know?" 

"You're...very loud," said Diglett, quietly. 

"Hell yeah I'm loud!" said Noivern. She reached into her luggage. "Wait...wait...hold up, my guitar's in here 
somewhere-!" 

"Not again," growled a voice. A dark canine creature was shuffling down the dock. They had grey and black fur, with 
some black markings around the eye. Her expression was completely miserable. Noivern turned and pouted. 

"Mightyena, come on, just one more song-!" 

"You played over fifty songs on the ride here and none of them sounded like actual music," muttered Mightyena, 
slipping over to the edge of the dock and sitting. 

"She seems nice," whispered Kabutops to Seizor, snickering. She giggled in response. 

The door on the boat slammed open and another Pokemon strode out. This one was a glowing with a dark aura, and 
resembled a tree. But unlike a normal tree, this Pokemon had large wooden arms and a single glowing red eye. He 
strode down the pathway and folded his arms. The veterans noticed some carvings in the wood- perhaps they were 
his form of tattoos. 

"Trevenant. That's all you need to know," he growled. His single eye flickered from contestant to contestant, eyeing 
them and sizing them up. This guy looked mean. Really mean. 

He moved along past, with Mismagius peering at him curiously. Banette followed her gaze, and frowned. He didn't 
like that guy either. 

In his wake, emerged a tiny Pokemon. Roserade hopped down from the boat gracefully, before landing in front of 
everyone. Most campers smiled. This one seemed normal. 

Roserade grinned. "So, who wants to smoke a joint with me?" 

Everyone stared. 

"What," said Arcanine. 

Roserade laughed and pulled out a tiny little joint, putting it into her mouth. "Aw yeah, that's the good stuff. Anyways, 
the name is Roserade. Let's just...y'know...be mellow, you dig?" 

"She's stoned," whispered Diglett. "I’ve never met a stoner before." 

"Relax, stoners are people too," said Mamoswine. "There as much of people as actual stones are!" 



Diglett rolled his eyes. "Yeah, but rocks don't have brains or anything." 

Probopass turned to look at Diglett silently. Diglett gulped and burrowed into the dirt in his wheelbarrow. 

The next guy emerged from the boat, and he let out a loud shout. "Woo hoo! I am here and ready to play!" 

He was large and blue, resembling some sort of amphibious creature. He had dark fins on his head, with orange eyes 
and cheeks. A large gray fin was his tail. Puffing out his chest, he walked down to the other contestants and started 
doing push ups. 

"Swampert's my name, fitness is my game! Let's work together, work out, and work as hard as we can as a team!" 
"Look at this guy," muttered Charmeleon to Garchomp. "He's a total nut." 

"At least he evolved," scoffed Garchomp, causing Charmeleon to growl. 

As Swampert was doing his push ups, another Pokemon walked over and kicked him in the gut. He looked tall, lean, 
and mean. This Pokemon was a red crocodile with dark eyes that almost seemed to resemble sunglasses. His belly 
was white, and he had black spikes jutting out from his back. His tail lashed as he looked down at Swampert. 

"My mistake...didn't see you there," he said in a clever voice, lifting up Swampert and dusting him off. He looked to his 
competitors and cracked a smirk. "Krookodile. And may the best Pokemon win." 

He strode past, with Gengar and Arcanine eyeing him warily. They then both looked at each other and shrugged. 
Swampert on the other hand, moved and stood next to Roserade, flexing his muscles all the while. 

"And our final player is...," said Mew, smiling as she came out from the boat. Hopping down the dock, she landed in 
front of everyone in a battle pose. She had a thin, tan body, but her legs were very round. She resembled a mix 
between a fighter and a yoga artist. 

"My name is Medicham. It is an honor to make your acquaintance," she said, bowing before them. 

"You're...shiny," said Froslass, surprised. 

"Yes...I notice you are as well, though yours is a bit more subtle than mine," said Medicham, nodding to Froslass's 
bow. She turned to the rest of her competition. 

"I hope you all decide to play honorably. I would like to test my skills against those who play with integrity, rather than 
those who try to cheat or exploit loopholes." 

Charmeleon snorted, before being punched by Garchomp. 

"Integrity, eh? That's an idea," commented Krookodile quietly in the back. 

Kabutops glanced at him, but couldn't tell if he was sarcastic or not, before shrugging it off. 

"Alright! That's everyone!" said Mew. "If you will all follow me to a familiar location- the campfire pit!" 

000 

"Since you haven't been here in a while, and the rules of the game have changed a bit, I figure it's only fair that I go 
over the rules for both veterans and newcomers!" said Mew. "The rules are simple. Be the last camper on the island, 
and you win the prize of one million dollars AND a lifetime supply of Poffins! However, it's not going to be EASY." 

"First, we'll split you into two teams. The two teams will compete in challenges with one another. The team that wins 
is either automatically safe, or gets some sort of other advantage in the game. The team that loses must vote a 
camper out! The camper who leaves will be sent home and lose their chance for the prize. Eventually, the teams will 
become small, and so we'll merge them. After that point, it's every man and woman for themselves. As I said, last 
camper standing wins." 

"Yeah, yeah, we know- get to the new stuff," said Mismagius impatiently. 

Mew scowled. "For starters, singing is not required this season. We've dispelled that rule. On another note, there are 
a few changes regarding eliminations!" 



"Such...as?" asked Diglett, confused. 

"No more handing out free immunities for seemingly menial tasks. No more tricking people into automatic 
eliminations. And absolutely NO messing with the votes. If you mess with the official votes, you are 
AUTOMATICALLY ELIMINATED!" 

Charmeleon grinned at Weavile, who rolled her eyes. 

"Secondly, there's gonna be a new system during the elimination ceremony. Mewtwo and I have added something 
INSANE to this season!" 

Mew grabbed all of the contestants and teleported them to a beach on the far side of the island. Mew pointed out in 
the distance, and everyone stared. There was a small, lonely dark island in the distance. No one could tell what was 
on it, though. From the looks of it, it was filled with dense foliage, brambles, and large rocks. It looks like some night 
forest or something. 

"What is that?" asked Wooper, curious. 

"That, my friend, is a new addition called the Nightmare Isle!" said Mew, grinning. "The Winning Team and Losing 
Team both get an advantage from this, and it's a doozy! After each elimination, the winners and losers get to pick a 
member of each opposing team and send them to the Nightmare Isle! There is no shack, no food, no hospitality! It's a 
downright horrifying place!" 

"How bad could it be?" asked Gengar, rolling his eyes. 

"I got help designing it," said Mew, grinning. "As a permanent settlement in freeing him from my contract forever, 
Cacturne helped me design it." 

Gengar gulped. 

"However, the ones on the island shouldn't fear. Because on this Nightmare Isle is an advantage like no other. There 
is a small stone sculpture of me. I call it the Im-MEW-nity Statue. You get the Im-MEW-nity Statue, then at an 
elimination ceremony where you are the one being sent home, you will instead cash in the idol to stay in the game! 
But be warned- getting sent to the island isn't easy, and you may be a liability in challenges later on." 

"And what if the first person sent finds the idol?" asked Bronzong, eyes gleaming. 

"We keep doing it until the merge regardless. Even if the relic has been found and used, you can STILL pick a person 
on each team to send to the island. Think of the competition, and who you want to cripple- but remember, they have a 
chance to get an extra life if you send the right person." 

"Clever," growled Garchomp. "That's a clever little thing you put together. Jerk." 

"Thank you very much," said Mew, snickering. "Now, we have some other rules. This new rule applies to all of you 
that can Mega-Evolve." 

Garchomp looked surprised, while Banette and Gengar exchanged a glance. Seizor folded her arms, while Swampert 
clapped his hands. 

"If you can Mega Evolve, we do ALLOW Mega Evolutions...but only once. You can only Mega Evolve once during this 
competition." 

"Drat," growled Garchomp. 

"It's totally unfair to those who CAN'T Mega Evolve. So, if you want to turn the tables during a challenge, you can, but 
remember- don't do it again. Only once. For ratings. But, better not waste it and always remember- if you activate 
YOUR Mega Stone, someone on the enemy team can activate their own!" 

"Perfect," grumbled Charmeleon. 

"This is why YOU should evolve!" snapped Garchomp. 


"SHUT UP!" roared Charmeleon. 



"Any other new rules to watch out for?" queried Mismagius, folding her arms. 

"No, but any new rule that pops up will be explained in time!" said Mew. "Also, I have some more news- the 
challenges this time won't only be designed by me." 

"What does THAT mean?" asked Bisharp, cocking a brow. 

"A good portion of these challenges will be old ones, renovated by me, and made into completely new, crazier 
challenges," explained Mew. "But another good portion will be created by your very own ex-competitors!" 

"WHAT?" exclaimed Gliscor. "But half of them hate some of us!" 

"Yeah, Gliscor- be careful when Pidgeot hosts," said Mew, snickering. "So...let's divide these guys up into teams! 

So...on our first team, the Graceful Gardevoirs...we'll have...Banette, Gliscor, Wooper, Diglett, Luxray, Alakazam, 
Garchomp, Weavile, Bronzong, Unfezant, Noivern, Krookodile, Mightyena, Gohitelle, Marill, and Swampert." 

"Graceful Gardevoirs?" asked Weavile, looking sickened. "Gardevoir is fine. But Graceful?" 

"I agree- you belong on a Gruesome Garbador team," said Unfezant, snickering. 

Weavile sharpened her claws and stomped towards him, causing the bird to flap away nervously. 

Alakazam smiled at Gothitelle. "Same team. Perfect." 

"Remaining players...which would be Gengar, Froslass, Arcanine, Mamoswine, Mismagius, Seizor, Charmeleon, 
Kabutops, Crobat, Honchkrow, Bisharp, Toxicroak, Trevenant, Roserade, Probopass, and Medicham...you'll be the 
Victorious Vileplumes!" 

"Victorious, eh?" said Crobat, grinning. "Not bad at all!" 

"Tch. Stupid name," grumbled Trevenant, folding his arms. 

Roserade grinned, blowing a smoke ring. "Far out..." 

"Now get ready, because this season is gonna be the craziest one yet! So- hop into your confessionals and make 
your first speeches so that we can start- because the first challenge takes place in ONE HOUR!" 

"An hour?" asked Mamoswine, incredulous. "Holy Miltank, that's soon!" 

"All the more reason to get in the confessional! Now move!" 

000 

"Well, we're back again," said Diglett, sighing. "Not much to say I guess, but I think we should expect some 
crazy hell challenge like we always do. Hopefully the ex campers shouldn't be bad- how nasty could 
Vileplume and Lileep be when making a challenge? Then again...there is Rhydon...and Hitmonlee...and 
Primeape...oh gosh." 

000 

"Another season? Another chance," said Seizor. "Other than Kabutops, I don't really plan on allying with 
anyone. I'll just play like I did last time- be useful, don't make friends, and don't make any enemies I can't 
beat. Hopefully I don't get completely cheated last tie. No offense Banette, but you're not screwing me over 
this time." 

000 

"I can't wait!" said Mamoswine. "So much food to eat! So many things to see! This'll be great! Mewtwo better 
rev up those fryers, because I'm ready to chow down!" 

Mamoswine frowned. "But...I'm on a separate team from Luxray and the others. Ugh. What a bummer." 

000 

"I plan on playin' da same way I always do- my best," said Honchkrow. "And with a more confident bat at my 



side, I'd be pretty surprised if someone knocked me outta dis thing early. Get ready, boys and gals- 
Honchkrow is playin' hardball this season!" 

000 

"Smash apart the competition, win the million, and convince my idiot boyfriend to evolve," grumbled 
Garchomp. "That's what's gonna happen this season. Any losers on my team are gonna get cut." 

000 

Weavile sighed. "This time, I'll try and actually, y'know, ENJOY this game. No schemes, no alliances...no 
tricks. I brought my skateboard and some other stuff to do while I'm here. Keep my mind occupied- maybe I 
won't get a huge target on my back." 

Weavile gave a nervous look. "But Banette is here, and Alakazam and his girlfriend are here, and I don't...I 
don't know what I'm thinking...no! Don't let your heart distract your head! I won't forget what that yellow 
bastard did to me last season. Thank goodness he's not here." 

000 

Gliscor grinned. "I ain't getting sick this time! Gonna enjoy this competition to the fullest. And who knows? 
We've got some cuties that have come to the island. I might score a babe!" 

000 

"The doctors say the electricity in my head has made me unstable!" shouted Luxray, grinning. 
"AHAHAHAHAHA THAT'S CRAZY TALK! I'm not unstable at all! I'm perfectly normal for me!" 

Luxray felt a jolt go through her body. "One could say that my chronic condition affects my personality and 
mood. It seems to change periodically when I get zapped." 

Luxray was zapped again and grinned evilly. "MAYBE I'LL BLOW UP MEW'S PLANE AGAIN!" 

000 

Mismagius groaned. "Banette's here, again. I'm still really uncomfortable around him...and I still have 
feelings, and...ugh." 

She perked up. "But we've got new cute girls and guys on this island! Roserade and Medicham are both cute. 
Bisharp isn't bad. And TREVENANT. Holy cow, he's a looker. Bad boys really get me going. Maybe someone 
new will get Banette off my mind. Of course, don't let that fool you- that million is the top priority." 

000 

Alakazam gave a charismatic smile. "With my brilliant brain on one side and my lovely girlfriend on another, 
what is there to lose this season? An all new chance to test my brain against these new players. As much as 
it makes me seem nasty, I almost hope there's another player like Hypno this game. I doubt I'd enjoy 
trumping them as much, but ah, well it's the thought that counts, isn't it?" 

000 

Kabutops grinned, sharpening his scythes. "New season, new ass kickings! I was in juvie last time for 
causing some trouble on the streets, which is why I didn't return for World Tour- Seizor was a sweetheart, 
she didn't go in without me. Not like I enjoy causing trouble, it just happens! Either way, this show should be 
fun- though I AM gonna miss the old crew." 

000 

Charmeleon scoffed. "Garchomp needs to lay off. Anyways, this season looks interesting. A lot less girls are 
around, but that's probably because Mew's a creepy jerk who needs to lay off. Seriously- I'm surprised 
Gardevoir never sued him." 

He lit up a cigarette. "I don't need to evolve to win this season. No automatic elimination is gonna crush my 
ass this time. And if Garchomp wants me to evolve, she can suck it. I'm doing what I want this season." 



000 


Froslass looked a bit nervous. "The first season was rather intense- I'm wondering if Mew is going to be even 
more insane this time. But...well, at least I have Gengar with me again. For a whole season, no less! And I 
have so many good friends on this show now. Although...Wooper keeps staring at me." 

Froslass glanced left to right, before giggling. "And if all else fails...I brought some chocolate." 

000 

Wooper gave a grin. "Froslass is here! Diglett is here! Luxray is here! Mamoswine is here! And I'm here! Now 
all I need is the million and I can win! I was runner up last season, so who knows- maybe this time I'll actually 
WIN!" 

000 

"Ready to party, and ready to rock and roll!" shouted Gengar. "This season is MY season!" 

000 

Banette groaned. "Mismagius AND Weavile are here? Oh man, what're the odds. At least Gengar and some 
other old friends are around...maybe that'll distract me. I still care about Mismagius and ail, but then Weavile 
and I...well...ugh. Great, I've got myself in a pickle now. Either way, no crazy eliminations this time. That's a 
plus!" 

Banette frowned, before sighing. "Oh, who am I kidding? I'm gonna get to the final ten and then get screwed 
over by a Legendary. First it was Mewtwo, then Giratina, what now? Arceus descending from above just to 
flip me off and kick me into another world?" 

000 

Bronzong sneered. "I'm going to do what I always do. Play the game. Play it by my rules. Yeah, I may have 
gotten a bit better at, y'know, not caring about anything, but that doesn't mean I'm gonna toss a million 
bucks aside. I'm gonna scheme, I'm gonna manipulate, and I'm gonna knock anyone who's convenient 
enough for me to knock out of this competition." 

000 

Crobat smiled. "This season could be my lucky time to play! Honchkrow and I have learned some new tricks 
and moves together. One thing's for sure- Zubat couldn't do it, Golbat couldn't do it, but Crobat definitely has 
one hell of a shot!" 

000 

Arcanine grinned. "No ladies getting in my way this time...well, I hope! Whatever, anyway, the point is, I'm 
playing this season and I'm gonna go all the way. Be a great teammate, and then shine on my own post 
merge. That's gonna be the Arcanine strategy!" 

Arcanine cocked his head. "Still, I hope I can get along with the newbies. Who knows? Maybe they'll like us." 
000 

"I immediately hate everyone," growled Trevenant. He folded his wooden arms. "But still- some people look 
like they'll actually be good players, and some of the girls are cute. Mainly that ice ghost, the witch, and the 
stoner. But they're not worth my time until they prove it. Money first. That shit comes later." 

He cracked his knuckles. "My plan? Beat everyone out of my path. Maybe even literally." 

000 

Marill grinned. "First I went out of my house to come here, and now I'm in an OUTHOUSE! AHAHAHA!" 

She wiped a tear from her eye. "In all honesty, I'd like to meet some folks and make some friends! Spread the 
humor and laughter around. Money is money, but I really want to make this competition 



less...well...competition-y. Money's worth a bit, but a smile can be priceless!" 

000 

Unfezant snorted. "Losers, all of them. I'm the smartest, best looking, and you know what else? The future 
winner. I don't care what they think. You can't vote off your best player too soon, and when it's too 
late...well...it's too late!" 

000 

Toxicroak grinned at the camera. "This is looking to be one HELL of a shindig! I may be a punk, but I hope 
these guys enjoy me being here! A plan to win? Not needed, I'm just hoping to have one crazy bash! YOW!" 

000 

Roserade had a bowl with her, before she grinned lazily at the camera. "Man...this is gonna be...so radical. So 
many cute girls and boys...and like...everyone seems so chill. That's my plan...be chill...never lose my 
cool...and smoothly sail to the top. Well...is that even a plan?" 

000 

Probopass silently stared at the camera. 

000 

"Zis will be a pleasure!” said Gothitelle, smiling politely at the camera. "Zis will bring my magazine ze 
publicity eet deserves! And ze best part? My beloved at my side. Our relationship 'as been quite quiet for a 
long time, but I am not ashamed of ze man I love, even if his past is a bit questionable. Good luck, everyone. 
May ze contest be fun for us all!" 

000 

Bisharp folded his arms. "This entire game is chess. You need to know what moves to make. Your moves 
must be disguised- not too strong, not too weak. Not so bold to alert the enemy, but not so quiet so you miss 
your opportunity. You must know who is a king, who is a knight...and who is a pawn." 

Bisharp clapped his hands. "My plan is simple. Amass an alliance. Numbers are the key factor in controlling 
this game. Using my comrades, I will control the vote for my team, allowing me to pick off threats and 
weaknesses. Once we get to the merge, we'll continue to dominate until we make it to the finals. I'm here for 
the competition and money, not friendship." 

Bisharp gave a grim, determined smile. "And I WILL have it." 

000 

Swampert flexed his muscles, grinning. "Alight, it's time to pump it and it's time to show off my spirit as a 
player in this show! I'm gonna be strong, work hard, and help my team do that too! I hope they all like me and 
like fitness, because we're a package deal! Either way, this'll be fun, yeah?" 

000 

Mightyena sighed. "I shouldn't have come. What's the point? I'm not even a serious player in this show. They 
probably all think I'm some weirdo shut in goth." 

She sighed again. "Well, then again, I am." 

000 

Krookodile smirked, picking his tooth with his claws. "Seriously? THIS is my competition? This is just SAD. 
These guys are a bunch of idiots- well, they will be when I'm done with them anyway." 

Krookodile tapped his skull. "The key to being a winner is laying low, but still causing mischief. I plan on 
being a useful asset to my team, but not overly so. What I want to do is mess up my own teammates to take 
out the threats as quickly as I can. If the other team is losing, I'll just slip a target on their backs! Sabotage 



and blackmail are great!" 

Krookodile laughed. "After all, it's not cheating until you get caught! And I NEVER get caught!" 

000 

Noivern gave a loud shout. "AW YEAH! ROCK ON! I am so PUMPED for this thing! So many people, so many 
things to do, so many things to see, this is gonna be AWESOME! Plus, now that I'm on an island, I get to rock 
and jam out! Normally I get in trouble in my apartment because I'm so loud, but that's just because they don't 
appreciate the ROCK!" 

Noivern took a deep breath and let out a loud screech. Shouting was soon heard outside. 

"Oops." 

000 

Medicham rubbed her head. "Oh my. Anyways, the competition seems to be rather difficult. This is perfect. I 
have been waiting a long time to test my skills and apply all of my training to events in the real world. I will be 
very happy to try and climb to the top. And while I do not believe that everyone will play fair, I will reach the 
end through hard work alone!" 

Medicham folded her arms and nodded. "Good luck to all. May the best Pokemon win!" 

000 

And that's the first episode of the new season! 

The challenges will be devised by the past contestants. All of them. Although some of them, Mew will just rehash from 
old challenges. It'll be pretty great, I hope. 

19 old campers, 13 new comers, adds up to 32 campers to go through. Who will make it and who won't? We'll just 
have to wait and see. Anyways, the profiles for the new campers are below: 

Marill- The Punny Comedian 
Gothitelle- The Foreign Model 
Bisharp- The Chess Master 
Toxicroak- The Cackling Punk 
Roserade- The Lazy Stoner 
Trevenant- The Nasty Brute 
Krookodile- The Devious Saboteur 
Swampert- Mr. Fit 
Mightyena- The Depressed Goth 
Noivern- The Party Girl Rocker 
Unfezant- The Obnoxious Blabbermouth 
Probopass- The Silent Watcher 
Medicham- The Honorable Fighter 

Make your predictions! Pick your players! And get ready for a brand new season! 

Next Episode: The campers are given a challenge from high flying bug that hasn't been seen in a while. The 
challenge is a homage to the original challenges of long ago. Campers learn who the real players are, and who are 
the useless jerks. And as always, someone is sent packing! 


Mew: Get ready to review! 



*Chapter 2*: Venomoth's Vertical Target Drop! 

And here is Chapter 2! 


Note: For all errors in Chapter 1, they will be fixed after this is uploaded- in order to fix Chapter 1, I'd have to delete 
and reupload the whole story. 

The most jarring error is Roserade being on both teams- she's only on the Victorious Vileplumes, while Swampert is 
on the Graceful Gardevoirs. 

Anyways, first challenge is here! 

000 

The campers slowly made their way up a large cliff, with Mew in the lead. The air was full of awkwardness and 
anticipation. Some contestants, such as Luxray and Mamoswine, were chatting avidly, while others, like Charmeleon 
and Trevenant, glared at the competition fiercely. Seizor rolled her eyes and elbowed Gengar, who was talking to 
Froslass. 

"Drama's been started already," she muttered. "I feel like I never left this place." 

Gengar sighed. "I know, right? Total bummer- I'm wondering if any of the newcomers are going to be total jerks like 
Hypno. I mean...Alakazam and Weavile seem to be somewhat decent now." 

"Weavile, sure, but I'll never trust Alakazam," commented Seizor. 


"Really?" 


"Clever and cowardly. That's not a combo I get along with." 

Alakazam, who was nearby, rolled his eyes and didn't respond. He never clicked well with Seizor, but he wasn't here 
to please everyone anyway. 

Toxicroak glanced to Bisharp. "So...uh...you shocked you got picked?" 

Bisharp looked back, giving the frog a quizzical look. "Why should I be shocked?" 

"I dunno, I feel like a lotta newbies entered, and well...we're in the lucky thirteen. Or unlucky thirteen?" 

"It's only unlucky if you don't have a shot of winning," said Bisharp. "If you're here to be a player, then it's no waste. If 
you're not, you're just cannon fodder." 

Toxicroak cocked his head to one side. "Hm." 

000 

"Most of the newcomers are okay, but some are weird," stated Toxicroak. "Bisharp seems pretty chill to me, 
but the guy is WAY too serious. He should relax. Live a little." 

000 

"Another cliff challenge?" muttered Banette. "He's really chucking a throwback at us. I wonder what the hell we're 
gonna do." 

"He SAID it'd be old challenges with new twists, being designed by ex-competitors," said Kabutops, tapping his chin 
with a scythe. "I mean, it had to be someone who enjoyed being on the show and decided to go first, and make a 
callback to the first challenge. I mean, who would do that?" 

"...probably Vileplume or Venonat, or someone chipper like that," guessed Banette. "I would've guessed Wooper, but 
he's competing so..." 

"Still...that's gonna be weird- a challenge made by Dragonite...or Lapras...or Gardevoir," commented Kabutops. 



Charmeleon gave a groan. "That's nothing. Think of the shit Hypno or Primeape will come up with." 

"To be fair, at least those two aren't here," said Gliscor, floating above. 

"That's true," admitted Charmeleon. 

The campers slowly arrived at the top of the cliff, where Mew and Mewtwo were waiting with a third Pokemon. 
Everyone cocked a brow. The Pokemon was a Bug-type, with a lavender colored body. Powerful, yet delicate, wings 
kept them held in the air, as their bright blue eyes stared down the rest of the competitors. 

"Our first challenge will be made by...Venomoth, formerly Venonat!" announced Mew, smiling at the competitors. 

"Hi guys!" said Venomoth, beating her wings excitedly. 

Charmeleon made a retching noise, with Gliscor stifling a snort. 

000 

"I remember the first challenge, all right," said Gliscor, grinning at the camera. "Venonat was the first to 
arrive on the island, but you know what she didn't do? Jump in the first challenge. And now, I'm betting we're 
jumping off a cliff again. Kind of ironic, that she's hosting this one." 

000 

"What's the worse SHE could come up with?" asked Weavile, shaking her head. "Venomoth or Venonat, she 
wasn't a star competitor. The most damage she did was turning everyone against Houndoom in the first 
season, and she STILL got eliminated before him." 

Weavile grimaced. "Of course, I did too but...damnit." 

000 

Gengar stroked his chin. "She was never the strongest of the pack. I don't think this challenge will be so 
hard. We're obviously jumping, but it's the OTHER gimmick that worries me." 

000 

"So, I'm gonna explain the first challenge for you!" announced Venomoth, fluttering over to the edge of the cliff. "Take 
a look over the edge!" 

All of the campers gathered on the other side, looking over and down below. At the bottom of the cliff was a massive 
pool, filled to the brim with water. It was the size of a small lake. But there wasn't just water in the pool. There were 
floating rings in the water, which grew smaller and smaller the closer they were to the center of the pool. The pool 
was also color coded, and in each ring of color was a number. 

"It's a target," stated Alakazam, clapping his hands. 

"That's right!" said Venomoth. "As you can see, each section represents points. The outer one is worth one, the 
second is worth two...keep adding a number until you get to the center, which is worth five points! You all have to 
jump into the water, but rather than simply jumping..." 

"We have to land in the sections to win our team points," finished Bisharp. "And the team with the most points wins." 
"That's it!" agreed Venomoth. 

"That seems easy," commented Froslass. 

"Too bad that I hate things that are easy!" said Mew, smirking. "See, I thought the same thing at first, so let me 
explain more. If you decide NOT to jump, or you don't land in the pool, then you don't give your team ANY points- not 
a good contribution, considering that you could eliminated if your team loses. But there's more- rather than jumping 
one at a time, each team will have a member jump at the same time. One Vileplume and one Gardevoir will take the 
plunge!" 

"What's the point of that?" snapped Trevenant. 



"Well...consider this...you might jump and be content to land in the pool," said Mew, smiling. "But...what about your 
competitor? They might want to...hit you in mid air to to knock you off course. Wouldn't THAT be unfortunate?" 

"You're having two Pokemon jump, and you're leaving the option of sabotage open to make things interesting," said 
Alakazam. 

"Well, yeah. If you can push someone out of the way to prevent points, why not do it?" asked Mew. 

Venomoth piped up. "By the way, no flying allowed. Or telekinesis." 

"What if we glide on our own?" asked Gliscor, cocking his head to one side. 

"I mean, moving slower is something we can't really stop," admitted Venomoth. 

"But moving slow makes you an easy target," said Mew, grinning. 

Venomoth looked everyone over. "And before we start, remember the strengths and weaknesses of each team! You 
might want to send certain Pokemon against certain others!" 

000 

"Easy enough challenge," grumbled Trevenant. "I jump, and if anyone gets two close, I'll hit them hard 
enough to send them THROUGH the pool." 

000 

"Water, water, why the damn WATER!" groaned Charmeleon. 

000 

"So, who's jumping first?" 

Each team glanced to each other, before each team sent someone forward- Wooper from the Gardevoirs, and Seizor 
from the Vileplumes. They both exchanged a glance. 

"He'll probably be fair," muttered Seizor to herself. 

Alakazam nudged Gothitelle. "No Fire type wants to go first. Seizor has a free reign. That's a free 5 points for the 
Vileplumes." 

Both Pokemon ran forward and leaped from the edge. Wooper let out a happy whoop of excitement, while Seizor 
flared her wings, floating down. Wooper hurtled downwards, spinning wildly and landed on 4, while Seizor's slower 
speed allowed her to hit the bull's eye, scoring 5 points. 

"And our first two jumpers don't disappoint!" said Mew, laughing. "Wooper scores a solid 4, but Seizor has the edge 
with a 5! Who's next?" 

Marill ran forward, while Trevenant crawled forward for the Vileplumes. They both got close to the edge, with Marill 
diving first. But the small mouse was very light and did not fall fast. Trevenant’s red eye focused on her as he jumped, 
his greater weight allowing him to pick up speed. As the distance closed, he raise a wooden fist. 

"What is he...?" muttered Gengar, eyes widening. 

BAM! Trevenant's fist slammed into Marill, sending the Pokemon shooting off course. Trevenant landed down in the 
pool, scoring 3 points, while Marill barely made it in, only scoring 1 point for her team. 

"That was dirty!" snarled Garchomp. 

"No rule against it, though," pointed out Charmeleon, smirking. 

"With a harsh punch from Trevenant, Marill only scores a single point, while Trevenant manages to hold the lead with 
3 points! It's 8 to 5 with the Vileplumes winning!" 


Marill crawled out of the pool, dazed. "I guess you could say I got the PUNCHLINE..." 



She slumped over on the ground, moaning. 

"I'll even the score," growled Garchomp, stepping forward. On the other team, they paused. 

Bisharp glanced at Charmeleon. "You're not going to jump, correct?" 

Charmeleon looked over. "Huh?" 

"If you're not going to jump, let's send you forward now so Garchomp can't attack anyone on our team when they 
jump. Basically, if you're not going to jump, make them waste a powerful player." 

"HEY, YOU CAN'T DO THAT!" roared Garchomp. 

Charmeleon glanced over at her and smirked. "Mew, I'll take my turn now. But I'm not jumping." 

"Fine!" said Mew cheerfully. "Alright Garchomp, you're free to go!" 

Garchomp snarled in fury, lashing her tail before she jumped. Her rage made her a bit reckless, so she only landed 3 
points. But she kept to her word- the scores were now even at 8. 

"And with a clever move by Charmeleon, Garchomp doesn't get to mess anyone up. However, the score is now tied!" 
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"Who need to evolve now?" laughed Charmeleon, lighting up a cigarette. "Not me, that's who!" 
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"YOU HAVE GOT TO BE KIDDING ME!" screamed Garchomp. 
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"Alright, campers...just WHO is going next?" asked Mew. 

Luxray bounded forward, cackling madly. Everyone eyed her nervously. 

"...who wants to risk it?" muttered Gengar quietly. 

Mismagius floated back, while Kabutops coughed loudly. 

"Send Mamoswine," said Bisharp. "No electricity will hurt him, and I doubt she'd try to mess him up. 

"Good thinking," agreed Arcanine. 
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"We have to play this carefully," said Bisharp. "We have two Fire types, who are terrified of jumping in the 
water. The worst that'll happen to a rock is that they'll sink, which is no worry in a pool. We need to ensure 
that we don't let our Fire-types lose the game for us." 
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Mamoswine tottered forward next to Luxray. They shared a smile. 

"I'm gonna blow up the moon!" shouted Luxray, backflipping off the edge. 

Mamoswine stared at his girlfriend for a short time compared to everyone else before he bounded off the edge. 
Luxray shot down and landed in the third zone. She popped out of the water, laughing wildly. 

"That was so fun, can we go again?" 

Mamoswine plunged into the water next to her. Everyone stared as an enormous splash flew into the air. Gothitelle 
and Gengar both looked down at the water to see that Mamoswine had landed in the 4th section, making the 
Vileplumes ahead again at 12, with the Gardevoirs at 11. 



Luxray's hindquarters were visible from a tree. Froslass called down. 

"Luxray, are you alright?" 

"THE PSYDUCK FLIES AT MIDNIGHT!" 

"She's fine, moving on!" said Mew. "A quarter of your team has gone. The score is 12 to 11, Vileplumes. Next 
jumpers?" 

Alakazam frowned, looking over at the other team. Bisharp was calling out their moves, but it was getting difficult to 
play the game. 

"We need to wait for zem to make ze first move," said Gothitelle quietly. 

Alakazam smiled at her. "Exactly what I was thinking. This is enjoyable. Far more than a simple challenge." 

Crobat fluttered forward, smiling confidently. 

Alakazam smirked, nodding to Gothitelle. "You should go." 

Gothitelle stepped up, giving Crobat a determined smile. Crobat looked a bit surprised that such a prissy looking girl 
was ready to jump. They both leaped at the same time, with Crobat using his wings to slow himself down. But 
Gothitelle was ready for him. As she floated past him, she pushed him hard with her Psychic powers, sending Crobat 
hurtling through the air, far away from the massive pool. But due to her focus on removing Crobat, Gothitelle only 
managed to get 2 points. 

"Gardevoirs are in the lead thanks to a clever play by Gothitelle!" 

"Not bad," admitted Bisharp, staring at their team. "But I won't let THAT happen again." 

Honchkrow stepped forward, angrily muttering about what happened to Crobat. "No one gets away with smackin' my 
man around like a volleyball!" 

"She used her psychic powers, no one smacked him, idiot," said Unfezant with a sneer. 

Honchkrow gave him a nasty look. "You tryin' to start somethin' with me?" 

Unfezant stepped forward, grinning meanly. "Why don't we prove it in the challenge. Which bird is best?" 

They both stepped up to the edge and dove off, each one spreading their wings and fluttering down in the breeze 
gently. They were neck and neck, before Unfezant grinned, a nasty gleam in his eye. He lashed out with a talon, 
trying to kick Honchkrow. 

But the gangster, who had been around plenty of sneaky people before, was ready for him. She easily avoid the kick 
before flashing her wing out, smacking Unfezant right in the beak. He squawked loudly as Honchkrow followed up 
with a kick to his chest, sending the other bird flying back into the cliff wall. Unfezant slammed into the cold rock 
before tumbling out of the sky and hitting the ground with a loud yelp. Honckrow gracefully pulled out of her attack 
and managed to score four points. 

"And the lead is taken back by Honchkrow. The Vileplumes have 16, the Gardevoirs have 13. So...just WHO is next?" 
Diglett was pushed forward by Wooper, while Bisharp eyed them carefully. He tapped Medicham on the shoulder. 
"You should jump and kick Diglett aside. It'll be easy and we'll extend the lead." 

Medicham frowned, folding her arms. "I do not wish to do that. It’s not right to kick someone who cannot kick back." 
Bisharp narrowed his eyes. "It's a challenge. There are no rules against it. It's not dishonorable in anyway." 

"He can't fight back. I won't do it." 

"Then we'll have someone else jump," growled Bisharp. 

Medicham stepped forward. "I'm jumping. It isn't honorable to do this to him." 



"Well, I'll give you some honor," said Bisharp quietly. "If we lose, you'll definitely have to worry about being sent 
packing. I'll DEFINITELY honor that threat." 


Medicham gave him a cool look before diving down into the water. Luxio and Wooper put a large cover over Diglett's 
wheelbarrow. 

"What...is THAT?" asked Mew, gaping. 

"It's to keep his dirt in the wheelbarrow!" explained Luxray. "Or else you'll have a pool of mud! And only a Rapidash 
would want that!" 

"Besides, have you SEEN him out of the wheelbarrow?" asked Mamoswine. 

Wooper stopped and got a look on his face. "No one can see what I saw." 

Mew gave them all an odd look, before shrugging. "Mmkay. It'll take less time to clean the pool. Go for it." 

Diglett was shoved off of the cliff, but he couldn't control himself in the air, and only scored a single point. Medicham, 
on the other hand, scored a perfect 5. 

"21 to 14, things are NOT looking good for the Gardevoirs!" said Venomoth. 

"Yeah, but I wouldn't count them out yet," said Mewtwo, eyeing Banette, Alakazam, and Bronzong with interest. 
"They've got some skilled veterans." 

"Round 8!" said Mew. "Who's going next?" 

Mismagius floated forward, while Krookodile stepped up, lashing his tail. Mismagius gave him a mean glare, while 
Krookodile grinned. They both jumped, with Mismagius going first. Krookodile soon followed her, smirking. As his 
greater weight brought him closer, he clenched his fists together. He slammed his arms down and smacked 
Mismagius square in the back, sending her hurtling down. 

But his hit was miscalculated. Mismagius instead flew into the 4 zone, while Krookodile himself landed in the 3 zone. 
The score was now 25 to 17. 

"Unlucky hit," said Alakazam, tutting impatiently. 

"At least he got close," pointed out Banette. 

"True," said Alakazam, stroking his mustache. 
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"Me? I'm just happy I didn't have to jump next to Mismagius," admitted Banette, sighing in relief. 
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"I totally hit her into a higher number on purpose!" said Krookodile. "My goal? Try and knock out one of the 
big time players on my team, like Alakazam or Garchomp, early! We lose, but I think my effort looked real 
enough to keep me safe! And besides, did you see that hit? Never saw it coming! BAMMO!" 

He punched the side of the confessional, before swearing loudly and shaking his hand. "GAH!" 
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"That jerk," grumbled Mismagius, rubbing her back. "Still, I should thank him, he hit me into a good spot. Still 
a jerk, though." 

000 

"Round Number 9!" said Mew, smiling brightly. "We're halfway done! Who's gonna take the plunge?" 

Noivern dashed forward, while Toxicroak followed. They both leaped at the same time, but Noivern went far faster. 
She zipped past Toxicroak, who moved backwards in the air to avoid her, and she landed right near the center, 
scoring 4 points. Toxicroak, on the other hand, only managed 2. 



"27 to 21, but now the Gardevoirs are catching up!" said Mew. 

Bisharp folded his arms. Arcanine was athletic, but a waste. He glanced over. The canine was looking down at the 
water with a terrified expression. Great. Dead weight right there. Bisharp looked over. Alakazam still hadn't jumped. 
Bisharp was waiting to go against him. 

Round 9. Banette stepped forward from the Gardevoirs, and Gengar from the Vileplumes. High fiving each other, they 
both leaped down- Banette landing in the 5 section, and Gengar in the 4." 

"31 to 26!" said Mew, smiling. "Now we're in the double digits. Who's jumping in Round 11?" 

Alakazam stepped forward, a clever smile on his face. Bisharp took a step forward to meet him, giving the Psychic a 
firm nod. Alakazam sighed in annoyance. He couldn't use any Psychic tricks on this fool. 

They both jumped regardless. Bisharp almost immediately turned and tried to slash Alakazam, but Alakazam pushed 
himself backwards out of the way. Alakazam dodged another swipe. Bisharp cursed- the clever Psi Pokemon had 
seen it coming. But Alakazam had achieved his goal. Bisharp was so busy focusing on swiping, that he didn't see 
Alakazam land in section 4, while he himself landed in 3." 

"34 for Vileplumes, 30 for the Gardevoirs!" 
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"A good strategy," admitted Alakazam. "Send a Dark type to jump against a Psychic. Unfortunately, I saw it 
coming. And for that reason, Bronzong can have a free jump with no Dark interference, while I still managed 
to get a solid amount of points." 
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Only six campers from eat side remained. Gliscor, Swampert, Bronzong, Weavile, and Mightyena were the only 
Gardevoirs that remained. The Vileplumes that still had to take the jump were Froslass, Probopass, Arcanine, 
Kabutops, and Roserade. 

Bronzong floated forward, sighing. "Let's just get this over with." 

Roserade stepped, still using her bong. Bisharp rolled his eyes. Might as well send her now- like Arcanine, she was 
basically a waste. 

They both jumped, although Roserade seemed toe tumble over the edge. Bronzong gave a sly smirk and used his 
Psychic powers to send her slapping against the cliff wall, slamming her twice before letting the stunned stoner fall 
down. Bronzong hit the 4 point section with a splash, while Roserade landed in section 1." 

"34 for the Gardevoirs, and 35 for the Vileplumes! Looks like the Gardevoirs are coming back! Vileplumes are in 
trouble now!" 

Gliscor crawled forward on his claws, grinning as he looked over the edge. Bisharp sighed. Who would be a good 
person to send forward? 

"I'll go," said Kabutops, sharpening his scythes. He and Gliscor shared a grin before they went over the edge. They 
both netted 5 points. 

"40 for the Vileplumes, 39 for the Gardevoirs!" 

"Good job, Gliscor!" shouted Weavile. Gliscor pumped his claw in the air before crawling out of the pool. 

Froslass floated forward next, while Weavile stepped up. Weavile glared at her, while Froslass floated over the edge 
and fell. Weavile jumped after her, and tried to hit Froslass with a wicked slash. Froslass managed to dodge it, but 
she had drifted into the 2 zone, while Weavile landed in the 4 zone." 

"43 for the Gardevoirs, while the Vileplumes have fallen to 2nd place with 42 points! Is it a comeback?" shouted 
Venomoth. 

"With only 2 players left, it won't be easy," observed Mewtwo, watching with interest. 



Swampert marched forward, flexing his muscles, while Probopass silently drifted forward. Swampert did a beautiful 
swan dive over the edge, while Probopass just seemed to fall off the cliff. They both travelled downward, with 
Probopass landing in the 5 section perfectly, and Swampert in the 4 section. The Vileplumes and the Gardevoirs were 
both at 47 points. 

Mew peered down below. Probopass had sunk so fast he made a dent in the pool. "Uh...can someone get him out of 
there?" 

But Probopass lifted himself out and slowly drifted away, not a word to be said. 
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"Something creeps me out about that guy," said Gliscor, shuddering. "Can't put my claw on it, though." 
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"He's pretty strong for a rock," said Seizor, looking vaguely interested. "It's weird how he doesn't talk, 
though." 
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"Final round- Mightyena vs. Arcanine!" shouted Mew. Arcanine gulped, while Mightyena sighed and bounded over the 
edge. Despite her efforts, her jump was rather weak, and she only netted 2 points. 

"And the Gardevoirs have 49 points total! In order for them to win, our friend Arcanine here has to score at least 3 
points!" said Mew, looking at the terrified fire dog. Arcanine let out a low moan. "But I don't know if he can do it." 

Bisharp grit his teeth, while Trevenant cracked his knuckles. 

"You HAVE to jump, Arcanine!" pleaded Froslass. "Or else we lose!" 

"Ch-charmeleon didn't have to, and that jump...that...that water...that could KILL me!" screeched Arcanine. 

"I knew I shouldn't have let him go last," muttered Bisharp. 

"What a way to lose," growled Trevenant. "Oh well. This WON'T happen again." 

Arcanine peered over at them, glancing from them, to the pool. What could he do? Not jump and get eliminated? Or 
jump and drown? This was the ultimate lose lose situation. Lose the chance at the money or your life? What the hell 
kind of show was this? 
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"I was looking at this dude, and I thought that it WASN'T happening," said Toxicroak, shrugging his 
shoulders. "Yeah- we lose. No questions asked." 
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"Poor guy is terrified of water and he has to jump to win," commented Weavile. "Lucky break for us, huh? 
Sorry Arcanine, you handed us the victory." 
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Noivern and Swampert were about to bump fists, when they heard a noise. 

"YAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!" screamed Arcanine, rushing past the Gardevoirs, his teammates, and the hosts of the 
challenge. He ran close to the edge, and to everyone's shock, he jumped. 

He screamed all the way down, flailing his legs in the air before he hit the water with a loud splash. Everyone looked 
down, waiting for him to surface- but the water was rippling in the 3rd ring- he had managed to score 3 points, putting 
the Vileplumes one point ahead. 

"And in a stunning turn of events, Arcanine actually takes the jump and wins his team enough points!" shouted Mew. 
"Which means...the Victorious Vileplumes win the challenge!" 



The Vileplumes cheered loudly, with Toxicroak punching the air, Seizor and Kabutops smacking their claws and 
scythes together, and Bisharp nodding in approval. However, Gengar was peering over the edge, looking a bit 
worried. 

"Guys? He uh...he hasn't come up yet." 

Weavile looked down, before immediately diving off the edge, swift as an arrow. She landed in the pool with a loud 
splash. Everyone watched as nothing seemed to happen, but soon, Weavile emerged with Arcanine in her clutches. 
The dog was splashing and panting for air wildly, his head darting around. 

"GET ME OUT, GET ME OUT!" 

"I am!" hissed Weavile. Eventually, they made their way to the edge of the pool, and when they both got out, they 
slumped to the ground. 

"LAND...SWEET...LAND!" choked out Arcanine. "Ugh...thanks Weavile." 

"I owed you one...from last season," gasped Weavile. 

Arcanine frowned. "Why are you so tired?" 

"You're...freaking... HEAVY." 

Mew made sure they were okay, before moving to stand by Venomoth. "Well, that's our first challenge! Thank you 
Venomoth for coming up with such an entertaining and fun first idea for a game! The Victorious Vileplumes are safe 
and they win, in a nod to the first season- a HOT TUB!" 

The Vileplumes shouted again, although Charmeleon just groaned. 

"Gardevoirs- close but no cigar. You're going to have to vote someone off. Think carefully about who you want to cut 
loose and send home. I'll see you at the campfire later tonight." 
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"Well, now we've gotta do the voting nonsense," muttered Banette. 
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While the Vileplumes enjoyed their hot tub party, the Gardevoirs were eating in the mess hall. Thankfully, Mewtwo 
was providing far better eating conditions than he had before in the first season. Gliscor grabbed a tray and a bunch 
of food, before moving back towards the rest of the campers, who were sitting at one of the tables. 

"So...now what do we do?" asked Marill, nervous. 

"We've gotta pick SOMEONE to vote off...of course, it's pretty hard to get a unanimous vote," said Banette, sighing. 
"Well, it should be the team members who dropped the ball," growled Garchomp. 

"And your opinion on those would be...?" asked Alakazam. 

"Unfezant got beaten by Honchkrow, while Diglett and Marill both only got one point." 

"Uh, HELLO? Are you an idiot?" snapped Unfezant. "Point or not, I'm way more useful than some comedian or a guy 
who can't even move outside of a wagon." 

"It's a wheelbarrow!" protested Diglett. 

"Whatever, point is, I'm a far better choice for staying on the team," said Unfezant. 

"So your only argument is that you're better than Diglett and Marill?" asked Swampert, returning to the table with his 
third plate of food piled on high. 

"You got enough to eat there?" asked Weavile. She and Mightyena were both staring with awe. 

"I need to eat to keep up my strength for working out!" 



"Yeah, that's my argument," said Unfezant smoothly. "After all, I'm better than a lot of you here. Only reason I lost is 
because that stupid broad caught me off guard. Didn't think she'd have the strength to hit me that hard." 

"So, you say we should keep you on the team because of your overpowering strength?" queried Alakazam. He gave 
Unfezant a small smile. "Would you say that you are our strongest player?" 

"Uh? Hello. Damn right I would-!" 

"Wanna bet?" snarled Garchomp. Alakazam raised a hand. 

"Very well. I've received my answer. Quite interesting." 

The Psi Pokemon stood up, humming to himself as he headed for the door. "Well, I'll see you all at the ceremony. I 
have my vote prepared." 

"Already?" asked Weavile, gaping. 

"Indeed. See you there." 

000 

"I'm voting Diglett, of course!" said Unfezant. 
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"That birdbrain has GOT to go, Unfezant's my pick," snapped Garchomp. 
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"First elimination ceremony!" announced Mew, tossing a box of Pokeblocks in his hand. "So...let me give a brief 
explanation on how this thing is going to work. I call off names- if your name is called, you get a block. You get a 
block, you're safe for the night. The last camper, AKA, the one who does NOT have a block, loses and is eliminated 
from the game." 

Mew smiled at the Gardevoirs sitting in front of him, before pointing. "How do you like the new decoration?" 

Banette glanced back to where a large seating area was now resting. The Victorious Vileplumes were currently 
occupying it, looking down on the team they had defeated. Banette sighed. These ceremonies were stressful enough, 
but now the other team got to watch? Unbelievable. 

"After we do the elimination, we'll take care of the Nightmare Isle! You have to come to a decision on who you want to 
send to the Nightmare Isle. Remember, Gardevoirs get to pick a Vileplume, and vice versa. You can't offer to go 
yourself. So mull that one over while I get this elimination done." 

"So...let's start calling out those names! Banette, you're safe!" 

Banette grinned, striding forward to take the first Pokeblock. However, since he couldn't eat it, he instead flicked it 
back at Mew. 

"Hey!" said Mew. 

"What? I can't eat it anyway," complained Banette. 

"I'm sorry, would you rather me NOT give you a Pokeblock?" 

"I'd rather you not give me a headache," said Banette slyly. 
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Banette grinned. "I cut a deal with Mewtwo and Giratina- move on from Mewtwo, but make MEW suffer!" 
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Bronzong frowned. "Picking on our unqualified quantum jerk of a host is MY thing. Not that I care. But I did it 
first." 
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"Bronzong, Alakazam, Gothitelle, and Wooper are also safe!" 

Bronzong drifted forward lazily, Wooper scampering behind him, while Alakazam and Gothitelle moved forward to 
take their blocks together. Weavile watched them jealously, but looked up when Mew called her name. 

"Weavile, Gliscor, Noivern, Krookodile, and Swampert! You're all safe too!" 

Weavile and Gliscor both took their blocks, while Noivern ate hers on the spot. Krookodile gave her an annoyed 
glance as he sat down with his block, while Swampert poked his with a finger. 

"Uh...is this...healthy?" 

"No one cares, Swampert," said Mew impatiently. "Anyways, ten people have been marked as safe. That leaves six 
players without Pokeblocks!" 

Mightyena frowned, while Garchomp huffed angrily. Diglett and Marill exchanged a nervous glance. 

"Luxray and Mightyena, you can come on up." 

Mightyena shrugged and stepped forward, helping herself to a block, while Luxray grinned and opened her mouth. 
Mew was confused, but the block zipped into Luxray's mouth from his hand. 

"...how?" asked Charmeleon in the stands, looking to Kabutops, who shook his head. 

"Which leaves us with four! Unfezant, Marill, and Diglett all tanked on the diving, only scoring a few or no points. As 
for Garchomp, I suppose your anger gets the better of you!" 

Garchomp spat in fury. "SHUT IT AND GIVE ME MY BLOCK!" 

Mew smiled for a moment, before sighing. "Fine." 

He tossed Garchomp her block, which she munched down quickly. 

"Marill, you're safe too." 

Marill clapped her hands and ran up. Diglett looked scared, while Unfezant smirked and leaned back. Him or Diglett? 
"Hope you didn't unpack your bags," said Unfezant with a sneer. Diglett scowled. 

"And the final Pokeblock of the first elimination ceremony goes to..." 

Wooper was shaking. Honchkrow and Crobat were staring daggers into Unfezant's back. Bronzong let out a loud 
yawn. 

"...Diglett," said Mew, smiling. He tossed the block into Diglett’s wheelbarrow. 

Unfezant's eyes shot open as he let out a squawk. "You picked HIM over ME? Are you all idiots?" 

"Of course we did," said Alakazam, smiling faintly. "You kept going on about how you were such a strong player. I 
was so frightened of facing you later, I decided to vote for you now. I think the rest of us followed suit." 

"1-1 WAS KIDDING!" shouted Unfezant desperately. "I'M ACTUALLY WEAK- REALLY WEAK. HA HA.." 

"Oh...well, then I suppose that works too," said Alakazam shrugging. 

"Ugh," growled Unfezant stomping his feet. "Where's the Wailord and dock?" 

"About that!" said Mew, grinning. "We sort of ditched the whole Wailord thing, since the Wailords got angry when we 
didn't bring them back for Total Pokemon World Tour. So, instead, I decided to improvise!" 
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"Improvise?" asked Unfezant. "Well, whatever! None of these losers deserve to win! I was the best!" 
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"Easy pickings," said Weavile, smirking. 
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"Well, Unfezant? Do you like your accommodations?" ask Mew, smirking at the bird. 

Unfezant was in a cannon, with a forcefield in front of it so he couldn't escape. He let out a loud squawk of horror. 
"YOU CANT DO THIS, THIS CANT BE LEGAL!" 

"Sorry pal, it is!" said Mew. "Anyways- the elimination ceremony is going to be a lot more interesting! Each time I do 
an elimination, I'll use a different method to send you all off the island!" 

"...eh...this is actually pretty cool," admitted Kabutops, snickering. 

"And without further ado...goodbye, Unfezant!" yelled Mew. He lit the cannon. 

Unfezant was fired after a moment and soared through the sky, screeching all the way. His loud screams drowned 
out the campers’ laughter. 

"I won't miss him," said Weavile. 

"Agreed," said Gothitelle, nodding to Weavile. Weavile gave a low grunt in response. 

"Well...now that THAT business has been taken care of...let's reveal who's being sent to the Nightmare Isle!" said 
Mew, holding up two pieces of paper. 

"For the Graceful Gardevoirs, the one going to the island is...Swampert!" 

Swampert blanched. "But...what do I do for food? I need my protein shakes and-" 

"Too bad!" said Mew, talking over him. "And the one who's going for the Vileplumes is...Crobat!" 

Honchkrow looked up. "WHAT?" 

"Easy, babe, it's fine," said Crobat. "I've handled worse than an island with a bad temper." 

"Mewtwo will take you over in a boat!" said Mew, smiling. "Enjoy your stay! As for the rest of you, take a break! We'll 
have another challenge in a day or two, so you guys can rest...for now. Anyways, we'll have start having some real 
fun in the next challenges. Better get ready!" 
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"Swampert was the one to send," stated Bisharp, eyeing his Pokeblock. "He seems to be lacking in the 
intelligent department. I'll use him to test the Nightmare Isle's dangers before I decide to set foot there 
myself." 
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"I sent Crobat because he'll probably let us know about what kind of terrors he's suffered there," admitted 
Alakazam. "After all, he's a resilient fellow- he should be fine. Of course, the one thing I do NOT want to do is 
send someone smart there so soon. While it weakens a competitor, they DO get a chance to find that idol." 
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"Looks like this game is just getting started," said Krookodile with a smirk. "This is gonna be fun." 
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First episode is done! Hope you enjoyed it! 

A callback to the original first episode, so you could probably expect not much to be going on. Venomoth appears and 
seems to have evolved. 



And, as many predicted, Unfezant went first. Not surprising- he has that sort of vibe, doesn't he? 

Fun Fact: Unfezant was going to be a Talonflame originally, but I decided that Unfezant was a perfect pun for the 
character. 

A lot of things. Bisharp's strategies. Arcanine braving the water. Krookodile's sneaky sabotage. Yeah, this season is 
gonna be really fun! 

Anyways, hope you enjoyed it. Next episode should be out soon! 

Next Episode: Things are only getting started! Two competitors are still fighting over an issue, while another starts 
trying to gather allies. One contestant breaks out a secret weapon, but it turns out not to work as expected. In the 
end, a surprising choice is made for elimination. 

Unfezant: Review for me! I'm the BEST! 



*Chapter 3*: Mawile's Wild Hunt for Keys! 

It's time for Episode 3! This'll be a fun time! Hope you enjoy! 

And in case you were worried about a season with no Cacturne or Gardevoir, they'll be in the new section hosted by 
Celebi, known as Nightmare Isle Nightly! 

On with the show! 
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A green Pokemon appeared on the screen, smiling politely towards the viewers. Her body was small and graceful in 
appearance, and it almost looked as if she was made out of plants. Her eyes were large and blue with black around 
them, and she had two antennas coming out of her head. 

"Greetings, viewers! My name is Celebi and I will be your host of this brief little segment- Nightmare Isle Nightly!" 
announced Celebi. "Here, we watch and analyze the camper's progress when they are placed on the Nightmare Isle! 
Joining me is my crew of Gardevoir and Cacturne!" 

Gardevoir gave a smile and wave while Cacturne tilted his hat. 

"So...this is our first episode!" said Celebi. "Since requires explanation, it'll be longer than most of our segments! 

So...Gardevoir, Cacturne, how are you two doing?" 

"We're doing fabulously!" said Gardevoir, smiling sweetly. "Aren't we Cacturne?" 

"Perfectly well," agreed Cacturne quietly. "We've been still riding on the success of our first album World', so we've 
been able to relax for a while. Of course, my work with Mew has given us more funds to work with." 

"Any new music albums on the horizon from you two?" asked Celebi with interest. 

"Well, we based 'World' off our experiences from World Tour, and just life experience in general," explained 
Gardevoir. "But we're going to be looking to do music of all kinds...well, minus country because Cacturne hates it. Our 
next plan is a far more elemental theme." 

"Fire, Water, Ice, you name it," said Cacturne. "Title in the works is 'Super Effective'." 

"We're going for a more pop-techno feel with this one," said Gardevoir, nodding. 

"Excellent, I'll be sure to purchase it. But unfortunately, we have to talk about the Nightmare Isle on this show, so we'll 
save that talk for after show. So, Cacturne...you helped Mew design the Nightmare Isle. Why do you think he asked 
you?" 

Cacturne shrugged. "Probably because he's on bad terms with many Legendaries. Most of the ghosts from the show 
are competitors, so he couldn't ask them. But I didn't do it alone. I collaborated with Darkrai- he took things that were 
generally frightening, while I used things that would scare the campers, who I know specifically." 

"And for the new competitors? You aren't aware of their fears, correct?" asked Celebi. 

Cacturne gave a calm smile. "The beauty of it is that it can always be remodeled. I'm guessing Mew will hurl some 
sort of fear challenge early in the competition. He enjoys knowing what makes us squirm." 

"Well...that's enough of that...it's time to see what's happening on Nightmare Isle!" shouted Celebi. 
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Swampert was running through the forest, panting for breath. The gnarled trees were spooky enough, but he could've 
sworn he had seen eyes staring at him. But no matter how strong and fit the Pokemon was, he wasn't tough enough 
to beat things he couldn't hit with his fists. 

"Man...I can't even THINK about the statue right now, this place is nuts!" yelled Swampert. 

He burst off into a run, but tripped on a tree root. "OW!" 



Crobat, on the other hand, was high in a tree, looking down. It was hard to see in the gloomy blackness below. Crobat 
shuddered. He had decided to check for the statue from above in the sky, but there was no sign of it- Mew must've 
not hidden it up high. 

"That'd be way too easy for a flying guy like me," admitted Crobat. "At least I avoid the creepiness up here." 

Crobat's branch snapped and he plummeted down below, screeching loudly. He hit the ground, groaning. He rolled 
around before flapping back into the air, looking around in a dazed state. 

He saw a stone fist in front of him. Crobat let out a wild shout and took off in the air. The Primeape statue, while 
utterly motionless, had served to terrify the bat. 

"I CANT TAKE THIS!" screamed Swampert. "GET ME OUT OF THIS PLACE!" 
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"Swampert gets his workout, but he doesn't seem to be enjoying it too much," said Celebi, eyeing the cameras with 
interest. "Muscles can save you from a lot of things, but an island of nightmares just doesn't seem to be one of them! 
Such a shame!" 

"Crobat, doesn't seem to be fair much better," observed Gardevoir. "Although, he's avoided far more trouble than 
Swampert by staying up high. Unfortunately, I don't think Mew placed the statue high up because that would be too 
easy for any Flying-types." 

"You're correct," admitted Cacturne. "He hid it down lower. It could be in the dense foliage, the bottom of a lake, 
anywhere. But putting it high would be much less fun for Mew." 

"Well...we'll have more to discuss next time!" said Celebi. "Let's get back to Total Pokemon Redux!" 
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"Look, all I'm asking is that they DON'T stick us with another water challenge!" protested Arcanine. 

He, Banette, Gliscor, Noivern, and Kabutops were all hanging around together. Mightyena was slouching over 
nearby, while Honchkrow was perched above them, preening her feathers. 

"You seemed to handle the last one fine...for a Fire type," said Kabutops, smirking. 

"It shouldn't be another water challenge so quickly," crowed Honchkrow from above. 

"He did two in a row in Season One- don't count on it," warned Banette. 

"So like, you guys are all these rockin' veterans, you know?" said Noivern. "Was wondering if you could give this new 
girl some tips!" 

"...you're acknowledging we're better than you, and asking us for advice," said Banette, confused. 

"Well, yeah, duh! If I wanna win, I need all the help I can get, you dig?" 

"...we're not really used to the newbies asking for help," admitted Gliscor, shrugging. 

Noivern flew up to him, grinning. "Well, I watched Season Two, and you're not really used to being asked- you got 
told to do by your ex!" 

Gliscor blushed horribly, while Banette and Kabutops roared with laughter. 

Gliscor glanced down. "SHUT UP!" 

"She's got a point- you might not be the best candidate for advice!" laughed Banette, slapping a knee. 

"You should just...not screw up too much...don't mess up in challenges...don't EVER get sick," mumbled Gliscor 
awkwardly. 

"And don't kiss another girl," said Kabutops with a snicker. Gliscor shot him a look. 



"In all seriousness, romance DOES screw you over," admitted Arcanine. "Try and avoid it." 

"Isn't that the truth?" muttered Mightyena from afar. Arcanine looked over. 

"You say something?" 

"No." 

"Mightyena, c'mon, hang out with us!" yelled Noivern. 

"I'm fine over here by myself." 

Gliscor frowned in her direction, but turned to Noivern again. "In all seriousness, romance can be tough- it could be 
the nail in your coffin if your'e not careful. Hell, I don't want shit to do with it now." 

"Oh...you're not looking for anyone?" asked Noivern. She shrugged. "That's a pity." 

She flapped over to talk to Mightyena, with Gliscor staring at her. 

"...she was FLIRTING with you," said Banette, stunned. 

"I don't think I have the best reputation for that," muttered Gliscor crossly. 
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"Noivern is a loud rocker chick, and well, I mean...okay, yeah, she's cute," admitted Gliscor. "Okay, more 
than cute- hot as HELL." 
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"I wonder why Mightyena was just moping near us," said Arcanine, cocking his head to one side. "I mean, we 
don't bite." 
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Later on, the campers were gathered in the mess hall. Roserade was smoking and chatting with Charmeleon, who 
was next to her, while Toxicroak was glancing at the motionless Probopass beside him nervously. Mamoswine was 
devouring his plate of food, with Mismagius using her plate as a shield. Trevenant, on the other hand, was not so 
lucky, and got hit with some mash in his eye. 

"Watch it, pal," he warned, growling. 

"Sorry," apologized Mamoswine. "It's so good though!" 

Trevenant scoffed and went back to eating his food. Mismagius glanced at him. 

"So...what do you think of the competition so far?" asked Mismagius. 

Trevenant shrugged. "Decent. I hate most Pokemon here already. You're not included- other ghosts are always 
comforting." 

Mismagus smiled. "I'd be happy to give you comfort anytime." 

Trevenant snorted but she thought she caught a small smile on his face. Roserade glanced up from her current joint 
and grinned at Trevenant. 

"Hey...tree guy...y'know...you're...super hot...y'know?" 

Trevenant smirked at the high Pokemon, while Mismagius glowered at her. "Can't you go hit on someone else?" 
Roserade looked over. "Like you?" 

Mismagius, who hadn't been prepared for that, had no response. Trevenant just chuckled, before another bit of mash 
landed on his cheek. 
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"Hey, boys or girls, hot is hot," said Roserade. "And high is high. Man, I am so blazed right now!" 
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"Girls like bad boys, and girls are fine by me- but the moment they get in my way, I'm not dealing with it," 
grumbled Trevenant, scowling. 
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Gothitelle picked at her plate with a fork, before glancing to Weavile, who was beside her. "So...you are a veteran, 
correct? What do you zink ze next challenge will be?" 

Weavile glowered at her plate when Gothitelle talked to her, before turning. "I have no idea. It's either gonna be 
another past competitor or some crazy concoction that Mew came up with." 

"I believe he said zat each challenge will be based on old challenges of ze past," remarked Gothitelle, tapping her 
chin lightly. "In zat case, will he try to find zings that make it more difficult for us?" 

"That is probably what Mew is going to try and do," admitted Wooper, who was drinking a cup of milk at the table. 

"But, in all honesty, it's not so bad!" 

"Try as you might to find it, Mew DOES have a strategy for things," explained Gliscor, tapping a claw on the table. 
"He's not gonna send crazy difficult challenges our way- that jump challenge wasn't that bad, right?" 

"Correct," agreed Gothitelle. 

"Well, that's on purpose- Mew wants the challenges to get harder and harder for us- my guess is he's going to come 
up with something that's easy in theory, but difficult in practice," said Gliscor, shrugging. 

"Such as?" asked Diglett. 

"Remember the eating challenge?" asked Gliscor. "Easy idea- eat as much as you can. But that gets hard the 
moment you start." 

"But Mamoswine is competing, and who else would make us do something that simple?" pointed out Weavile. "Maybe 
Lopunny to try and make us fat, but Rhydon and Primeape would rather make us feel real pain. Whereas Cacturne 
and Lapras would like testing our wits." 

"My personal guess is that he'll do more luck stuff," said Diglett. "Remember the Rock, Paper, Scissors from last 
season? And the randomized King of the Hill? Bellsprout had to face RHYDON by chance. And Garchomp had to 
face Gengar-" 

"We don't talk about that," hissed Garchomp. 

"Point is, he'll do something like that, just to start weeding out anyone- no one in particular," argued Diglett. 

"I personally believe he'll do a blend of both," said Alakazam, sitting beside Gothitelle. 

"Both?" asked Banette. 

"Mew wants ratings- skill is good for ratings, but luck is what causes drama. He needs challenges that let us show our 
skills, but with enough luck to give an unpredictable twist. All it takes is one bit of a bad luck, and a frontrunner can be 
sent packing." 

"Like Hypno fighting Banette last season," said Weavile. 

"Exactly- someone who none of his skills would work against," agreed Alakazam. "But, alas, only time will tell." 

"And that time is now, Alakazam!" said Mew, floating into the mess hall. "Morning, campers! Did you enjoy your time 
off?" 


"It was like a day or two," complained Charmeleon. "Not even WORTH it." 



"Well, that's too bad, Charmeleon, because our next challenge will be starting soon!" said Mew happily. "But first, we 
need to bring back our poor friends from the Nightmare Isle! So...Swampert and Crobat, come on in!" 

Swampert crawled in, panting hard, while Crobat tiredly fluttered over to the rest of his teammates, flopping on a 
chair. Honchkrow glided over, sitting beside him. 

"As you can see, the Nightmare Isle is NOT fun!" said Mew, grinning. 

"HORRIBLE!" gasped Swampert. "I...I saw creepy stuff...in the water...in caves...1 didn't even know what was real or 
fake...it was...TOO REAL!" 

"Crobat! Crobat, count to five!" barked Honchkrow. 

"I'm fine, babe, just tired," grunted Crobat. He sat up, wobbling on his stool. "But...l didn't find the statue." 

"And from the looks of it, neither did Swampert," said Bisharp, eyeing the exhausted Water-type. 

Crobat leaned on Honchkrow, before whispering. "It's not up high-1 checked the top of nearly every tree, and I'll bet 
you anything Mew didn't put it at the top because he knew we'd just be able to snatch it." 

"Da statue ain't high up, eh?" muttered Honchkrow. "Good work, Crobat. Get some rest." 
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"Dat's my man, alright!" boasted Honchkrow proudly. "He didn't find no statue, but we got valuable intel on 
the island. I'll ask him for more details later, but we're a step ahead of da game!" 
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"So the Nightmare Isle is truly monstrous," said Bisharp, quietly. "In that case, I'm not too interested in the 
idol. I don't plan on going there myself. The risk is too great." 
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"Fortunately, even though they got destroyed and YOU didn't, I have a challenge to fix that!" said Mew. "And to help 
me out, we have our next host...Mawile!" 

Wooper looked up immediately, before slumping down. Diglett patted him on the back. 

Mawile stepped inside, waving to everyone. "Hey guys. I'm hosting the challenge today, so get up and follow me." 
Everyone glanced to each other before getting up and following the Deceiver Pokemon outside. 
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"Mawile was always low-key," said Seizor. "She never really made friends or enemies- no one really bothered 
trying to take her out. The challenge probably won't be too bad- simple and not too flashy, just like her." 
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Mawile and Mew led the way, but the challenge was clearly visible the moment the teams stepped outside. Awaiting 
the teams were two massive chests that were almost larger than the cabins. Mawile leaned against one lazily before 
turning to the campers, who were all staring at the chests in apprehension. 

"So, as you can see, there's some big chests right here," said Mawile, rolling her eyes at how obvious she was being. 

"I like a big chest," muttered Banette, causing Gengar, Gliscor, and Noivern to all crack grins. 

"Naturally, a chest needs a key. The key is located somewhere on the island, and you have to find it to unlock the 
chest." 

"...it can't be that simple," said Weavile. 

"Well, of course it isn't- inside the chest is another chest. And you’ll need another key to get that one. There are 
fifteen chests for each team- one for each member of the Graceful Gardevoirs." 



"So? This doesn't seem that bad," said Kabutops, cocking a brow. "We find a key, we open a chest, take out another 
one." 


"That WOULD be simple, but who says you find the right key first?" queried Mew. 

Kabutops gave him a dumbfounded look. "What?" 

"You mean each lock and key is DIFFERENT? What if we don't find the right key for the first chest until LAST!" 
demanded Garchomp. 

"Sounds like a case of bad luck!" said Mew cheerfully. "Hope that doesn't happen to you! You have to find the right 
key for the right lock FIFTEEN TIMES! The keys are all over the island, so you guys will get to explore the whole 
place! Gardevoir keys are white, Vileplume keys are green! Isn't that fun?" 

Everyone glared at him. 

"Once you unlock the last chest, you'll find a ball inside," said Mawile. "First one to bring the ball to Mew is the winner. 
Losing team loses a player. Do you all understand?" 

Everyone nodded. 

"Then let's get this challenge started!" shouted Mew. "GO!" 

Everyone got together in a huddle. Alakazam motioned everyone over in a circle on his team, while Bisharp did the 
same for the Vileplumes. 

"We need a simple and sweet plan- we have fifteen keys to get. I recommend one of the Psychics stay behind," said 
Alakazam. 

"Why one of you?" snapped Garchomp. 

"Because we can levitate the keys into the locks, and then pull the chests out," explained Alakazam. "I highly doubt 
any of us can lift that physically. They're made of iron. Also, we can't just leave the keys that don't work on the first 
chest lying around- the enemy team could snatch them up and toss them in the lake." 

"...fine...so who do you want to stay behind?" snapped Garchomp. "Yourself?" 

"Hardly. I'm fairly fast on my feet." 

"What about Bronzong?" asked Banette. "He's not necessarily the fastest one around." 

Bronzong glanced up. "What? Are you offering me a chance to sit down and sort keys rather than roam around the 
island?" 


"Do you WANT to go hunting instead?" asked Gliscor, smirking. 

Bronzong sighed. "Fine. I'll stay. But one of you has to get two keys." 

"No problem," said Arcanine. "I'll be super fast! It'll be awesome!" 

"Alright then," said Banette. "BREAK!" 
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"Rather than messing up my team, I'm gonna try and get the other team's attention," said Krookodile. "That 
way, they'll send ME to the Nightmare Isle! That idol is gonna be MINE!" 
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"We need someone to stay here and guard our keys, as well as sort through them," said Bisharp. "Any volunteers?" 
Everyone glanced from side to side. Bisharp groaned, before pointing to Crobat. "Crobat, you stay." 

"Who made you leader?" asked Mismagius. 



"It's a good plan, relax," said Trevenant, folding his arms. Bisharp gave him an appreciative smile. 

"Crobat’s tired from the Nightmare Isle, I assume," explained the dark knight. "Therefore, he can fly up and unlock the 
locks with his keys. He can sort through them and stay out of trouble." 

"That...would work, but how am I supposed to pull out the massive chests?" asked Crobat. "It's gonna be hard 
opening every chest INSIDE of the other one." 

Bisharp paused, touching his chin. "I hadn't thought of that. We need someone who can lift them, then." 

There was a silence. Then, everyone stared as Probopass moved forward, setting himself down in front of the chest. 
"...er...Probopass is doing it, then?" asked Toxicroak. 

"How about both?" suggested Arcanine. "The Gardevoirs only have fourteen people out there. We can have Crobat 
and Probopass stay here." 

"That's squandering our advantage," argued Charmeleon. "Have them both say, and Crobat can search around 
nearby so he doesn't have to fly far." 

"THAT works for me," agreed Bisharp. "Now let's find those keys." 
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"It's a good plan, but that rock creeps me out," said Crobat, shuddering. 
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Froslass looked from side to side. "We need to be fast. It's time." 

She pulled a small piece of a chocolate from behind her bow. 
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Probopass sat silently in the confessional. 
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Everyone ran and flew in different directions, while Bronzong and Probopass remained. Bronzong glanced over at 
Probopass, but Probopass didn't even seem to acknowledge the bell. Bronzong frowned to himself. That rock was a 
strange fellow. Maybe attempting to poke at his mind would reveal some answers... 

But when he tried, he got nothing. No read- it was as if a wall had been put up. Bronzong was confused. Sheesh- that 
guy had one hell of a poker face. 

Meanwhile, Team Vent was traveling together, looking for keys. 

"Where the heck are they supposed to be?" asked Diglett, groaning. Luxray tried to respond before she shocked 
herself. 

"YAR, LADDY, THE TREASURE WON'T BE EASY TO FIND! A TRUE BUCCANEER HAS TO SAIL THE SEVEN 
SEAS AND BE HUNTED LIKE A DOG BEFORE HE CAN CLAIM THE BOOTY!" 

"...why are you a pirate?" asked Diglett, gaping. 

"AVAST, YA SCURVY LANDLUBBERS! WE'VE GOT TO GO HUNTING FOR TREASURE! YAR HAR HAR!" 

"She's nuts, Wooper," said Diglett, hitting his head against the pile of dirt. "Absolutely NUTS!" 

"Eh...I like it!" exclaimed Wooper. "It makes me feel better about my own personality quirks." 

Diglett sighed. "I hate being the straight man." 
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Crobat fluttered back, a key in his fangs, flying up to try and test it. It didn't work. Letting out a groan of exasperation, 
he dropped they key by Probopass. Bronzong eyed it, but Probopass slowly turned to face him. Bronzong scoffed 
and turned away. 

A few more minutes passed, before a soaked Toxicroak and lumbering Mamoswine made their appearance, with 
Mamoswine covered in ice cream. He held a key in his mouth proudly. Toxicroak tossed his key to Probopass, who 
rose up in the air and tested the key. It didn't open. 

"How about mine?" asked Mamoswine. 

A loud click was heard when they key entered the lock, and the chest opened right up. Toxicroak grinned, while 
Mamoswine stomped his feet in celebration. Bronzong glared. 

"The first key for the Vileplumes has been used! Fourteen left! Come on, Gardevoirs, do you think you can handle 
losing again?" 
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"I couldn't care less if we win or lose," scoffed Bronzong. "I'm safe- they put me on key sorting duty." 
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Bronzong was staring at the forest, cursing under his breath, before doing a double take. Gothitelle was moving 
forward with not one, but TWO keys in her hand. 

"Alakazam and I stumbled upon zese keys- per'aps they are ze ones we need!" panted the gothic model. Bronzong 
shrugged. The first one didn't work, and neither did the second. 

"Tough break, but at least we have two keys," muttered Bronzong. 

"YOOOOOOOOO!" shrieked a loud voice from above. Bronzong and Gothitelle looked up to see Noivern shooting 
down, a key grasped firmly in her claws. 

"Yo, bells, test this one out!" 

"Bells?" remarked Bronzong scathingly, before testing Noivern's key. A soft click and the chest opened. Bronzong 
lifted a smaller chest out of the larger one, nodding. 

"Well I'll be...we got one...now let me test Gothitelle's again." 

The first key tested opened another chest. Bronzong smirked. Two chests down- they were in the lead now. The 
remaining key didn't work, but that wasn't important. All that mattered was winning the challenge. 

"Nice work," said Bronzong. "Now go find more." 
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Krookodile moved along in the swamp, looking in the hole of every tree. He muttered and cursed under his breath as 
he peered in a hole. He took a step forward and then tripped, falling over a root. Snarling, he got to his feet. 

"Stupid, freaking- oh, HELLO!" Krookodile's anger turned to glee as he picked up a key, snickering. Then he frowned. 

"Wait...green? DRAT, it's a Vileplume key," growled Krookodile. Then he smirked. "Hrmmmm. Maybe I ought to...hold 
onto this." 

Nearby, on the outskirts of the swamp, Froslass glanced around. No one was in sight. It was time. 

She unwrapped the chocolate and took a huge bite. 
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"Mew never SAID that we couldn't hang onto the enemy's keys," said Krookodile, shrugging his shoulders. 
"What's integrity?" 


000 



Charmeleon growled as he tried to climb a tree in a forest area, carefully angling his tail away from the branches. One 
false move and the entire trunk would light up. He needed that small key dangling from a branch near the top. He 
continued his struggle until he heard a voice beneath him. 

"What the hell are you doing up there?" asked Garchomp, folding her arms. 

"Getting a key- don't you have your own challenge to perform in?" snapped Charmeleon. 

"I just dropped one off- found it tied to a rock on the beach," said Garchomp. She cocked a brow. "Couldn't you let 
Honchkrow or Crobat handle that one?" 

"They're not nearby," grumbled Charmeleon. "This would be ten times easier for them." 

"Ten times easier if you evolved." 

Charmeleon snarled, glancing down at her. "Can you note? Can I get ONE DAMN DAY without you bringing that up?" 

"Fine...I'll go...by the way, I know you like smoking, but that's a bit excessive," said Garchomp, pointing. 

Charmeleon swore as he looked down, where his tail had ignited a long branch. The fire was spreading rapidly. "You 
distracted me!" 

"Just playing the game! Good luck, Charmeleon! Hope you don't burn down the whole forest!" 

Charmeleon growled as he jumped down. He was about to walk away before he stopped. What the hell? He could've 
just burned the tree down in the first place. Once it burned, they key HAD to fall down. He growled and sat down. 

Evolution? HA. As long as he had a brain, Garchomp could eat it. 

Garchomp grumbled to herself as she walked back away from the forest. She headed towards the center of the island 
to see the progress. Gliscor had found a key to the third chest in a mountain cave that had been hanging from a 
stalactite, while Gothitelle's second key had unlocked the fourth. Bronzong also had two keys with him, though neither 
of them unlocked Chest #5. 

The Vileplumes, on the other hand, had hit Chest #4- Arcanine had found a key by sniffing around a new area with 
rocky, hard terrain at the base of the mountain, while Medicham had scaled an icy mountain to locate another key. 
Garchomp frowned. Maybe she should check up there. 

But there was no need- Weavile soon made her appearance, a new key in her hand. "Found it on the snowy peaks. 
Does it work?" 

Bronzong tested it and frowned. "Nope. Keep hunting." 
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Arcanine was bounding through a jungle area, eyes darting as he passed various strange bushes, flowers, and other 
mysterious fauna. According to Banette, who had split off and headed towards the desert nearby, this was a new 
area, so Mew HAD to have hidden something here. Arcanine kept up the speed, but skidded to a halt when he found 
a small pond ahead. It was beautiful, despite his fear of water- gorgeous flowers and smooth rocks littered the area. 
Arcanine let out a sigh of amazement. 

"I'll give the pink jerk some credit- this island is pretty amazing," admitted the tiger-dog. 

He sniffed around, before catching a noise. Ears perking up, he listened. That was...crying? What? Who was crying? 
Quietly making his way through the undergrowth, Arcanine padded through some bushes, before seeing the source 
for himself. 

Mightyena was curled up in the shadows of a large trunk, sniffling to herself. Arcanine stared in confusion, as the 
intimidating looking canine before him lay on the ground, tears sprinkling the earth. He tried to see if she was injured, 
looking at her legs and- wait, what was that? She had a key! Too bad she was on the opposite team. 

Arcanine tried to back away before hitting a bush. It rustled loudly, with Arcanine swearing afterwards. Mightyena shot 
to her feet in moments. 



"Who's there?" she demanded. 


Arcanine stood frozen, before sighing. He stood up, pushing through the grass in front of him. Mightyena narrowed 
her eyes. 

"Yeah...uh...l heard you...crying," said Arcanine awkwardly. "Uh...are you uh...okay?" 

Mightyena's hackles rose and she stepped forward, her fangs. "Listen to me. You breathe a word about this to 
anyone and I'll drown you in that pool from challenge one. I'm fine, and I don't need help from stupid jock like you!" 

She pushed past him, grabbing her key before she did so, with Arcanine looking confused. 
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"Stupid jock?" asked Arcanine. "I'm not stupid! And hey, at least I'm not some dreary goth chick! What was 
her deal?" 
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Bronzong groaned as the Vileplumes unlocked their seventh chest. Trevenant and Bisharp, who had brought in the 
last two keys, high fived. The Vileplumes were on Chest #8, and they had a pile of 3 keys to spare. Bronzong huffed 
in annoyance. 

"They're ahead," he growled. He glanced down at his meager pile. He had 3 keys, and none of them worked. He was 
still on Chest #6. 

"We need a plan," snapped Bronzong to himself. "Fast. This is taking too long!" 
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Diglett sighed, glancing down at his wheelbarrow. They were in the middle of a large meadow, and Diglett had a total 
of three keys in his wheelbarrow. "Guys, we need to go back to camp- Mew said the Vileplumes are on Chest #8, and 
we're only on #5." 

"Actually, that's changed!" announced Mew over an intercom. "Mismagius just got Chest #8 unlocked, and one of the 
keys in Probopass's collection unlocked #9. They're on Chest #10! Better get moving!" 

"We're probably the ones holding up our team!" protested Diglett. "We need to get back." 

"We're really far out though," protested Wooper. "How will we get back that quick?" 

"Help me think of something!" 

"Luxray, any ideas?" asked Wooper, turning to their leader. 

"RAISE THE MAINSAIL!" 

"Nevermind." 

Diglett perked up. "Wait...I know how I can get there in time!" shouted Diglett. His eyes narrowed in determination. 
"Wooper- unload the wheelbarrow." 

"Magic word?" 

"Please?" 


"Nope." 

"Wooper, be serious." 

"FIIIIIINE." Wooper dumped the wheelbarrow's dirt onto the ground, with Diglett popping out a moment later. 
"Refill that up for me!" asked Diglett. He took the keys and balanced them on his head. "I've got a tunnel to dig." 
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Gengar jogged forward to the chest area, with Crobat and Roserade glancing at him as he arrived. 

"You don't have anything?" asked Crobat. 

"Great, first Roserade and now you," growled Bisharp, arriving on the scene. "We have a pile of two keys- that means 
three are left out there." 

"Yeah, and Froslass has two," explained Gengar. 

"WHAT?" asked Bisharp. "Then get her over here." 

"It's uh...not that simple...she's on a sugar rush," said Gengar, gulping. 

"Sugar...rush?" asked Bisharp. "So she's slightly hyper- surely she can't be-" 

There was distant noise- a yell that was rapidly growing louder. "What the-" 

Froslass burst from some trees, keys in her hand. Her eyes were wide open and she was grinning happily. 

"THEEEE KEEEEEY TO HAPPINESS IS SUUUUUUUGAR AND SWEEEEEETS!" she sang. "SOOOO HAPPY I'LL 
LAY DOWN SOME SICK BEATS!" 

"What in Giratina's name?" asked Trevenant, dashing onto the scene. Froslass was swing her keys around as if they 
were swords. 

"SURRENDER ALL OF YOUR CHOCOLATE!" 

"Someone grab her!" ordered Bisharp. Trevenant leaped in the air, but Froslass dashed out of his way. 

"CAN'T CATCH ME!" said Froslass happily, blowing a raspberry before dashing off. 

Bisharp sighed, glancing to Roserade, who was humming to herself against the chest. "Can't you even help?" 

"What...but...why? Don't harsh...the mellow," moaned Roserade. 

"Harsh your mellow? You haven't gotten a key! You just wandered around the island sniffing the flowers and getting 
high!" snapped Trevenant as he made to scamper after Froslass. 

Bisharp smacked his forehead. Great. This strategy was not working well. But one thing was certain- the candidates 
for going home were extremely obvious. 

Bronzong was absolutely livid when Banette showed up with another key that didn't work. 

"Oh come ON!" complained Banette. "This challenge is so rigged." 

"How is this possible?" asked Bronzong. "Out of the four keys I've got here, NONE of them work." 

Banette smacked his forehead and turned away. "I'll go look for more- eh?" 

In the distance, there was a small brown pile of dirt steadily moving closer. Dust flew out behind them. Bronzong 
floated forward to get a better look. 

"What the hell is that?" 

Banette's eyes narrowed. "Is that...Diglett?" 

Bronzong stared. "Yeah and uh...he's not slowing down...we should...PROBABLY MOVE." 

Bronzong and Banette dove out of the way as the high speed Diglett crashed into the chest underground. He soon 
emerged, a bit dazed and confused, but with three keys on his head. Bronzong immediately started testing them, and 
grinned with the chest was unlocked. "Yes! Finally!" 

He continued testing the keys, unlocking Chests #7-12 with the keys he had. They were ahead now on Chest #13! 
"We have on key left in the pile," commented Bronzong. "So we're looking for two more. Hurry!" 



Bisharp looked over in horror, before looking up to see Froslass twirling around in the air. "Can ANYBODY get her?" 

"On it!" shouted Mismagius, floating forward. Froslass turned and smiled before Mismagius tackled her to the ground. 
The keys clattered to soft dirt, while Crobat picked them up. They managed to unlock Chest #11 and Chest #12, but 
Chest #13 was still locked. They only had one key missing. 

"We need the 13th key- if we get it, we win!" said Medicham. 

"Where da hell could it be, I search all over dis island!" complained Honchkrow. 

Alakazam emerged from the forest nearby, a smile on his face as he floated forward, handing Bronzong a key. 
Bronzong smirked as he unlocked the thirteenth chest, and the fourteenth after. He pulled a small chest out- they 
were on the last one! 

"They've managed to pass us!" shouted Charmeleon. 

"Find the last key!" ordered Bisharp. "It has to be around here somewhere!" 
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Krookodile whistled innocently, twirling the Vileplumes' last key around his claw. 
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Marill soon appeared on the horizon, rolling forward before running towards the remaining campers. She looked as if 
she was chilled to bone and soaked by water, but she had a happy smile on her face. She held up a little paw, 
revealing a key. Bisharp swore, while Banette grinned and punched the air. Marill scampered up and tossed the key 
to Bronzong, who plugged it in the final lock, pulling out the ball. He floated over to Mew, who took the ball and 
smiled. 

"And in a stunning turnaround, the Gardevoirs come back and win the challenge! As a reward, you guys are safe from 
elimination AND I'll throw in a hot tub for you. Now both teams can have them!" shouted Mew. 

Banette and Gliscor high fived, while Noivern did a back flip and let out a loud rock and roll screech. Alakazam folded 
his arms with a clever smile, nodding to himself. That was a comeback. He was proud of his team. 

Marill grinned. "I guess you can say I held the KEY to our victory! Although we all did our CHEST to win!" 

Almost all of the Gardevoirs groaned, although Wooper and Luxray cracked up, cackling loudly at the joke. 

"And now the bad news- unfortunately, Victorious Vileplumes, you lost and so you have to pick a person to go home!" 
announced Mew. "Meet me at the campfire ceremony in two hours! And don't forget about the Nightmare Isle!" 

Far away in the island... 

A kiss covered Kabutops left one of the caves, peering out. "Oh right...we were doing a challenge...shit." 

Seizor blanched. "Uh...our team lost. Should we be worried?" 

"...we'll be fine. I gave Froslass my key." 
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"Step one- scout players," explained Bisharp. "Step two- alliance." 
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Bisharp walked into the cabin to find Toxicroak lazily lying on his bed. "Toxicroak." 

The frog turned, looking a bit surprised to see the knight there. "Oh...hey Bisharp...what're you up to?" 

"I have something to discuss with you," explained Bisharp. "Follow me." 

Toxicroak followed behind, looking a bit confused when Bisharp led him into the woods. What was the guy planning? 
To try and eliminate him...no, he had done good in the challenge, there was no need for that. But Toxicroak's 



optimistic thoughts soon changed when he found Trevenant leaning on a tree, waiting for them. The phantom tree 
gave a snort, shaking his head. 

"Toxicroak? I expected Charmeleon or Mismagius, but TOXICROAK?" 

"Quiet," said Bisharp. "Toxicroak, I'm forming an alliance for us to advance further. Trevenant has already agreed to 
it. Do you?" 

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, an ALLIANCE?" asked Toxicroak, cocking his head to one side. "Why?" 

"They have a bad rap, but it's really the most efficient way for us to reach the top," explained Bisharp. "Think about it- 
practically everyone on this island is in an alliance in some way- Kabutops and Seizor won't vote each other off, for 
example. Crobat and Honchkrow as well. Banette wouldn't target Gengar because they're close friends. We, on the 
other hand, have the disadvantage. We're new- we haven't befriended too many people yet. The veterans will hardly 
feel bad about eliminating us." 

"...so the goal of this alliance is what, exactly?" asked Toxicroak. 

"To change the vote if necessary," explained Bisharp. "We all have methods- I'm a diplomat, you're friends with 
everyone, and Trevenant provides intimidation when necessary. We change the votes, we can control the 
eliminations of our team. And if we control THAT, we control the game." 

Trevenant smiled cruelly. "I'd love to beat down some people into voting for who I want." 

"I said intimidation, not violence," corrected Bisharp. "If we do anything overboard, the whole game is ruined for us. 
We have to play this smart." 

Trevenant frowned. "Fine. So if this is our first alliance meeting, who do we vote for?" 

Bisharp hummed. "Several possibilities. Roserade did absolutely nothing in the challenge, so I feel that's awful. I 
didn't catch Kabutops or Seizor once helping, so we COULD vote off a power player." 

"I saw them," said Trevenant. "Kabutops gave Froslass a key before she was wigged out on sugar. We can't get him." 
"We COULD get Seizor," pointed out Toxicroak. 

"Too risky," admitted Bisharp. "They, as far as we know, did nothing wrong. That leaves Froslass and Crobat." 
"Froslass went sugar nuts, but we still got two keys from her," claimed Toxicroak. 

"You're thinking too literally. This may be the only chance we get to eliminated Froslass early. She's a dangerous 
player. The trick is not to eliminate who did worst. You eliminate who gives you the best chance of winning later." 

"So you're saying that while Roserade stunk this challenge, eliminating Seizor, Froslass, or Crobat would be better for 
us in the long run," said Trevenant. 

"Exactly," said Bisharp. "Unfortunately, I don't think Crobat's going to be easy- he was in the Nightmare Isle, and 
everyone will sympathize with the fact that he was the first one to go. He also was very helpful in the challenge. 
Moreso than Swampert- if only we had won...I'd kill to know where that last key was." 

Toxicroak shrugged. "It's over now. Let's just pick someone and control the vote." 

"So...you're in?" quered Bisharp. 

"Uh? Yeah? This alliance is my best bet of winning. I'm in." 

"Same," growled Trevenant. 

"Our name will be Team Night," said Bisharp. "Simply because each night, WE'LL decide who's going home." 

Bisharp smiled as Trevenant let out a nasty laugh, unaware that nearby, a pair of eyes was fixed on them. In the 
bushes, someone watched a dangerous alliance being formed. But rather than doing something about it, they instead 
chose to do nothing. 


Probopass stared a moment longer, before silently floating away. 
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Probopass was motionless, but a quiet laugh could be heard. Probopass didn't move, so it was unknown 
where the laugh was coming from. 
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Krookodile walked over to the beach, glancing back and forth. With a sneer, he flicked the key into the water, turning 
around and walking away, whistling. Unknown to him, Medicham had witnessed the event. 

"Krookodile!" 

Krookodile cursed and glanced over at Medicham. "Whatever do you want?" 

"Don't play the fool with me, I saw you- you had our key the whole time during the challenge!" accused Medicham, 
pointing at the water. 

Krookodile folded his arms. "Uh...no I didn't? Can you PROVE I had the key the whole time?" 

Medicham clenched her fists. "What is that supposed to mean?" 

"Allow me to explain oh so clearly, Miss Medicham," snapped Krookodile. "I was walking along the beach, watching 
the water and- well wouldn't you know it? I found the key in the sand, half buried. I picked it up and looked at it and- 
well, would you look at that, it was a key from the challenge." 

"The one we needed!" said Medicham. 

"But you don't need it now, so I chucked it in the water," said Krookodile. "Satisfied? Now if you don't mind, I have to 
go get some food, and YOU have to go and elimination ceremony." 
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"I discussed my vote with Toxicroak earlier," explained Medicham. "But I wish I could vote for that crocodile. 
He may be telling the truth, but I don't trust him. One thing's for certain-1 want him on the Nightmare Isle 
tonight." 
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"And away I go!" said Krookodile, cackling loudly. 
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"Trevenant told me me to vote someone off to save myself, and I'm just gonna do what he says!" said 
Roserade, looking a bit worried. "I don't wanna get sent home just for enjoying my life, man." 

000 

"My head aches," groaned Froslass. "Too much sugar." 
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"Well, Vileplumes, you managed to fight but you still lost the challenge...a certain key managed to evade all of you for 
the most vital point in the game. I just wonder what happened to it," said Mew, grinning. 

Krookodile's eyes darted from side to side, while Medicham turned and gave him a hard look. 

"Medicham!" shouted Mew. The fighter turned, startled. "You're safe. Take your block." 

She got to her feet, smiling, and stepped forward, taking the Pokeblock in her hands. 

"Bisharp... Gengar...Trevenant... Honchkrow...Toxicroak." 

The five campers called moved forward, Bisharp with a confident smile on his face. Trevenant and Toxicroak 
pounded fists, while Gengar gave a grin and flashed a thumb's up at Kabutops. 



"Kabutops and Arcanine, you're both in the clear as well. And uh...Probopass is too." 

The three respective Pokemon moved forward to take their blocks. Nine names had been called so far. 

"Mamoswine!" 

Mamoswine pounded forward and ate his block right out of Mew's hand. Mew stared at the drool on his hand with 
disgust, wiping it off his podium before continuing. By this time, the six remaining campers were eyeing each other 
nervously. Charmeleon scratched his head, while Seizor and Froslass exchanged a worried look between each other. 

"...Charmeleon, you're fine. Seizor, you're in the clear as well. Mismagius, you're also safe." 

Charmeleon grinned and grabbed his block, roasting it with his throat before he popped it in his mouth. Seizor and 
Mismagius simply took their blocks and left to stand with the other safe campers. The three remaining campers all 
looked scared. Crobat beat his wings frantically in the air, glancing from side to side. Froslass rubbed her head, 
confused. Roserade gulped loudly. 

"So we're down to three- Crobat, you weren't the most useful member of the team due to a night on the Nightmare 
Isle!" 

"Oy, he was tired!" snapped Honchkrow. 

"ROSERADE!" shouted Mew over Honchkrow's protests. "You didn't do anything, but that could be better than 
Froslass, who actually made her team restrain her before she gave them the keys. That chocolate power- what a 
double edged sword, eh?" 

Froslass threw up her hands. "I was trying to be useful!" 

"Well, one thing's for sure-1 sympathize with Crobat, and so does the rest of the team. Alright, batty, come get your 
block." 

Crobat sighed in relief, flapping forward and grabbing his poke block. Roserade and Froslass exchanged a look, with 
Roserade lighting up a joint to try and relax. 

"And the final Pokeblock of the evening goes to...," said Mew, smirking. 

Froslass trembled, while Roserade frantically smoked for a moment. 

"...Roserade." 

"What?" exclaimed Froslass, eyes widening. Roserade grinned and slouched to Mew. 

"Yeah, sorry Froslass, but you're not getting to the merge this time!" said Mew cheerfully. 

"What!?" asked Gengar. "But...wait...why? Why'd you vote for her?" 

"Yeah, I don't think she's the one that should be leaving!" protested Mismagius. 

Bisharp glanced to Trevenant and gave a nod. 
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"My vote, Bisharp's, and Toxicroak's were easy," explained Trevenant. "I intimidated Roserade into voting for 
Froslass too. Medicham went along with it after Toxicroak spoke to her. We also managed to get Crobat and 
Honchkrow on our side, Bisharp mentioned that Crobat was in danger due to his shoddy performance- 
Honchkrow took the bait perfectly. Charmeleon got on our side as well- he sort of owed Bisharp one. I don't 
know who else voted for her though." 
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"I had no issue voting for Froslass- she's a threat," said Seizor, shrugging. "I feel bad for Gengar, but I'm not 
putting his relationship over winning." 
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"Froslass was just unlucky- that sugar wasn't helping her so much as hurting us," said Charmeleon, 
smirking. "I also know that Probopass voted her as well- saw his vote. That's one major threat down the 
drain." 
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Froslass gaped at the screen. "Second one eliminated? Are you kidding me? I was a frontrunner last season, 
but thanks to my addiction, I was voted out this early!" 

She sighed. "Maybe I should be careful with that sugary power I have. Regardless, Mismagius and Gengar 
should be the ones to win the competition- and Banette...sorry we didn't get to spend much time together. I'll 
be cheering for you three from the sidelines!" 
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Froslass sighed and gave Mismagius and Gengar a hug. She turned to Mew. "So, I assume the cannon is ready?" 

Mew smirked. "Not quite- remember when I said we'd have a new elimination style for each contestant?" 

Mew led Froslass to the dock where a boat was waiting for her. Froslass floated on the boat in confusion and sat 
down on a seat. Ropes immediately came out to bind her. 

"What the-!?" 

"Relax!" said Mew. "It's just to ensure you don't try and sneak back on the island!" 

"True...and it is just a boat ride." 

"Not quite," corrected Mew. "See, since you like going so fast during your sugar highs, I had Mewtwo make some 
adjustments. Mewtwo?" 

Mewtwo grinned and turned on the boat. It started up for a moment before it sped away at well over a hundred miles 
an hour. Froslass screamed loudly as the boat jetted across the water and out of sight. Mew sighed, wiping a tear 
from his eye. 

"Breathtaking! Now then, we still have business to settle- who is going to the Nightmare Isle tonight?" 

Medicham and Seizor exchanged a glance, nodding. 

"Well, for the Graceful Gardevoirs...the chosen player is...Krookodile!" 

"What!?" snapped Krookodile. Swampert let out a sigh of relief. 

"Oh thank you! I get my protein shakes again! No more nightmares!" 

"That's a load of shit!" seethed Krookodile. "The hell did I do?" 

000 

"I just secured myself a grand victory, that's what I did!" yelled Krookodile, cackling happily. "Statue, here I 
come!" 
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"And the Vileplumes have decided to vote for...Crobat!" 

Crobat's jaw dropped. "Are you kidding me?" 

"Yes. I am. Nah, the real one they sent over is Arcanine." 

"Aw, man...," muttered Arcanine. "Why?" 

Mightyena scowled at him. 
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"He better not squeal- the shorter his stay on this island the better," spat Mightyena. 
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Arcanine and Krookodile were escorted away by Mewtwo, with the remaining campers leaving the dock shortly after. 
Bisharp called together his alliance, smiling. 

"Good work...we've already taken out a strong contender over a weaker one thanks to our array of skills," said 
Bisharp. "Now we wait for the next challenge and see what we can do from there." 

"I'm liking this already," commented Trevenant with a grin. 

"I can't complain either!" agreed Toxicroak. 

"Team Night will be a name that goes down in this competition's history," said Bisharp. "So...let's break for the night- 
we'll discuss more when the challenges roll back around. 
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Banette was out for a walk when he bumped into someone. "Ouch!" 

"Watch it!" snapped Mismagius, before stopping. "Oh...it's you." 

"Uh...yeah," said Banette awkwardly. "Uh...how are the Vileplumes?" 

"They're alright...," said Mismagius, thinking of Trevenant. "Some more than others. Are you happy on the team 
of...Gardevoirs?" 

Banette shrugged, though he felt a brief stab at his conscience- that Gardevoir comment was loaded with hidden 
meaning. "Team is a team. Not really my concern as long as we're winning and I'm not getting kicked off. 
Uh...well...uh..." 

"...I should go," muttered Mismagius. 

"Uh...yeah...me too," said Banette. "Uh...good luck...next challenge." 

"You too," returned Mismagius, floating off. Banette looked after her and sighed. 

Mewtwo walked up, having just returned from taking Arcanine and Krookodile to the island. "Girl trouble, eh?" 

Banette sighed. "Yeah. I can't tell if she wants to be friends or...well...you know." 

"Want some advice?" 

"Relationship advice? From you?" asked Banette, smirking. "If I wanted to commit suicide, I'd open my zipper." 

"Yeah, but considering I'm the one in a relationship right now and you're not, you don't have much to be saying," said 
Mewtwo, grinning back at him. 

"Yeah, well, pity always works well for you, doesn't it?" 

"Better than your jackass self." 

"It's good seeing you again, you big purple jerk." 

"You too, puppet boy." 
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"It's weird being friends with Mewtwo- it's like if Arcanine just suddenly decided to be an Olympic swimmer," 
explained Banette. "But he is right about one thing-1 am having some girl problems. On one hand, 
Mismagius, but on the other..." 
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Weavile was watching the stars on the beach, relaxing to herself. Despite being more accepted by her former 
enemies, she still preferred solitude. 

"May I join you?" 

Weavile turned to see one of the last people she wanted to see right now- Gothitelle. "Depends. What do you want?" 

"To talk...zat eez all," responded Gothitelle, moving to sit beside her. She gave Weavile a knowing look, while 
Weavile scowled at her. 

"Talk? About what?" 

"Alakazam." 

"What about him?" muttered Weavile, skipping a rock. "We're good friends- you don't have to be worried." 

"I know-1 do not zink you would attempt to steal 'im from me, despite your feelings, and 'e would not go along wiz it- 
'e is a good man." 

"You don't need to throw it in my face and- wait, feelings for him? I don't have anything for him!" growled Weavile in a 
tone that was far too obvious. 

"I am no fool, Weavile- neither eez Alakazam, but he eez not very knowledgable in matters of ze 'eart," said Gothitelle 
sympathetically. "I made most of ze first moves on 'im. He eez unaware you have any fondness for 'im." 

"Because I don't!" spat Weavile. "It wouldn't even matter if I did, because he has you, and you're right-1 wouldn't 
break you up with him, and he wouldn't break up with you to get with me! So that's that! Be happy with him!" 

"...Weavile, I am very 'appy wiz 'im, but I would also like to be your friend," said Gothitelle, eyeing the stars quietly. "If 
not zat, at least we can be civil wiz one another, no?" 

"...I just...after what Hypno did to me," said Weavile quietly. "I don't know...l felt like there could've been something 
between Alakazam and L.but there was you and him, not me...and then Banette and I...well...that's ancient history. I 
don't know." 

"Banette?" asked Gothitelle, surprised. 

"Don't ever spread that anywhere!" growled Weavile angrily. 

"Your secret eez safe wiz me," promised Gothitelle. "But do you know what I am zinking, Weavile?" 

"What," growled the Sharp Claw Pokemon. 

"On 'ow much you and Alakazam 'ave changed. Two seasons ago, on zis very island, you two strategized by 
breaking apart ze couples on zis island. And now, both of you 'ave changed for ze better." 

Weavile stared at the ground. "Maybe, but I still feel awful." 

"I know, but zat will come to pass. Now, would you like to be friends and teammates, and try to continue our winning 
streak?" 

Weavile pondered for a moment, before holding out her hand. "Acquaintances right now, but...I'd like to try and be 
friends later." 

Gothitelle smiled. "Oh, and also- even if Alakazam was not ze right choice for you, if Banette 'as an interest, you 
might be a bit better zan you zink you are, no?" 

Weavile gave a small smile in her hands. "True...very true." 

"I am going to retire for ze night. Would you care to get lunch tomorrow wiz Alakazam and moi?" 

"...sure. Sounds good." 


000 



The End of Chapter Two! 


Mawile returns and delivers a chest and key challenge, similar to the one from the first season, and also the Hoenn 
Ocean challenge from World Tour. And in a shocking turn of events, Diglett wrecks the Vileplumes, while Krookodile 
screws them over. And so, Froslass is eliminated from the competition, much earlier than I think the fans hoped. 
Froslass has been developed enough, in my opinion, and besides, she doesn't really need the money- she's a rich 
girl anyway. 

Fun Fact: Froslass never joined the competition for the money. Her mother entered her in World Tour, and she came 
back with Gengar to compete for fun this season. 

And we have some interesting developments. Roserade flirting with Mismagius and Trevenant? Krookodile being 
watched by Medicham. Mightyena crying? Noivern arguably flirting with Gliscor? Interesting stuff. 

Team Night has formed, and Bisharp with Trevenant and Toxicroak is proving to be quite a strategist. 

And then Banette and Mismagius are still awkward. Gothitelle, on the other hand, becomes good with Weavile. Let's 
hope it lasts-1 hope this shows everyone that Gothitelle is not just "Alakazam's gorgeous love interest"- she's an 
actual kind, genuine person. And a model. Woo. 

Anyways, next episode will be up when it's up. Hope you liked the chapter. 

Next Episode: A much disliked player is hosting the challenge this time, and Mew is especially peeved. One 
competitor finally breaks after another pushes them over the edge. The challenge is absolutely ridiculous, courtesy of 
the returning contestant. And when a secret behind a mysterious player is revealed, almost everyone is in shock over 
a scheme so crafty, even the hosts are caught off guard. 

Froslass: Kindly review. Reviews help me overcome my chocolate addiction. 



*Chapter 4*: Hitmonlee's Ridiculous Relay! 

And here we have Chapter 4 of Total Pokemon Redux. Let's get rolling! 
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"Hey everyone, it's Celebi, with Nightmare Isle Nightly!" said Celebi, smiling. "Once again, I have a special guest. Say 
hello to Darkrai!" 

The Pitch Black Pokemon gave a wave and nodded to the camera. "Pleased to be here." 

"So, last week, we spoke with Cacturne, who helped you build the Nightmare Isle, correct?" asked Celebi. "How was 
it? Was it fun working with Cacturne?" 

"I don't know if fun was the word I'd use...well...certainly enjoyable...Cacturne and I have many things in common with 
one another, so getting the job done was easy," explained Darkrai. "Mew and Cacturne both have intel on the 
campers, and with my nightmarish powers, we were able to craft a horrifying island from their worst fears." 

"Any hints on what's on there?" 

Darkrai smiled. "Well, I can give some secrets- there are things lurking in the water, some grim statues...and plenty of 
areas where I set illusions and mirages to confuse and frighten the campers." 

"Shall we take a look at your work and see how Krookodile and Arcanine are holding up?" queried Celebi, holding up 
a remote. 

"Be my guest- I'd love to see my work in action." 
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Arcanine was crouching on a branch, quivering in fear, eyeing the ground warily. He had seen eyes peering at him 
through the dirt. Anytime he passed water, it bubbled ominously. And when he rounded a corner and almost walked 
into a Rhydon statue, Arcanine was thoroughly spooked. This place was fresh out of his nightmares, alright. Mew had 
outdone himself this time. 

Fortunately, the tree wasn't too bad. It hadn't tried to kill him, which was comforting. 

Unfortunately, Arcanine hadn't caught any sign of the immunity idol, and he hunted for Mew's scent with his nose, but 
the clever host must've wiped the idol clean of it. Arcanine had checked a few bushes, but he was nowhere near 
enough to go in a cave or look in the water. He was scared. He felt utterly alone. It was as if Krookodile wasn't on the 
island with him. 

"I wonder if he's okay," muttered Arcanine. 

On a different section of the island, Krookodile panted, wandering through the underground, a sharp rock gripped 
tight in his hand. He hacked another weed out of his way, panting with effort. 

"No sign of the statue...how the heck am I supposed to secure invincibility without the damn thing?" grunted 
Krookodile. He looked under a rock. Nothing was there. Or was it? A white smoke emerged and slowly formed in the 
shape of a Ninetales. Krookodile gulped. The ghost shrieked and Krookodile bolted, screaming loudly. 

"This is madness!" spat Krookodile, running for his life. "How am I supposed to get the statue? Someone else could 
find it! And then what do I do?" 

Krookodile looked over his shoulder. Nothing was chasing him. He slowed his steps down, breathing heavily. 

"I need to find the statue...and find a way to buy enough time until I find it...but how do I get them to not find it?" 
Krookodile thought for a moment, before grinning. "Oh...I've got an idea." 

000 

"Arcanine doesn't seem to be doing so well," commented Celebi sympathetically. 



"He's a Fire-type who already had to leap in some water this season- he's not gonna get near water again if he 
doesn't have to," pointed out Darkrai. 

"True...what set him off?" 

"The ominous bubbles in the water- nothing too hardcore. Now if he had stayed to watch, THEN he would've gotten a 
REAL TASTE of the action." 

"Krookodile seemed to handle himself too well, although that ghost spooked him." 

"According to Mew, he freaked out quite a few times, but nowhere near as many times as Arcanine- he's got 
guts...and a mean streak," said Darkrai. "But at least he went in a cave to check it out. He wants that statue." 

"I see. And what did he get when he went in the cave?" 

"A horde of Zubats." 

Celebi smiled. "You devil." 

"I try." 

"Well, that wraps up Nightmare Isle Nightly! We'll get back to you next week!" 

000 

"I wonder if Arcanine is surviving right now," said Gengar. He drooped over. "I'm lonely without 
Froslass...but...wait, what am I saying? I need to get an alliance! Banette and I aren't on the same team, 
but...well...actually, Banette's not on really ANY Team Storm member's team...I guess he's in trouble." 

000 

Banette gave the camera a tired look. "Cacturne and Gardevoir are gone, Froslass has been eliminated, and 
the rest of the Team Storm members are on the other team- and I doubt Mismagius is ready to ally with me. 
On top of that, I've had good results each time I played this damn game. I probably have a huge target on my 
back." 

"I need a plan. Fast." 

000 

Gliscor was out a morning flight around the island. As he passed the beach, he glanced over at the Nightmare Isle. 
Normally, Arcanine would be here with him, jogging alongside him, but the dog was still on the Nightmare Isle. Gliscor 
sighed. 

"Hope the dude is okay," he muttered. "But...then again...better him than me." 

He continued floating along until he heard music. He paused. "Music? In the middle of the wilderness...weird." 

He floated along before landing on the ground, moving carefully before he looked in a clearing. And there was 
Noivern, playing her guitar, humming quietly. She looked up when she heard a rustling, and smiled at Gliscor. 

"Yo, wings, what's up?" 

"Uh...you're...playing guitar, I see," said Gliscor, not sure what to say. "I was just flying around and I heard you." 

"Yeah, dude! I can't play in the dorms, because Garchomp and Mightyena get annoyed, so I came out here, right? 

But I can't plug in my amp out here so I had to go acoustic." 

"Oh...that's cool," said Gliscor. 

"Wanna sit down? Take a break from your flight thing?" 

"...okay, sure." 

The Fang Scorp moved over and sat beside Noivern, listening her to play, the soft music being the only thing that 



filled the air. Noivern looked at him, grinning. 

"You play an instrument?" 

"Only back when I was a Gligar. I tried saxophone and drums, after that I gave up." 

"Aw, bummer. I've been playing since I was way young...used to only do acoustic, but then I leveled up to full time 
extreme rock, catch my drift?" 

"I can tell, you play really well," said Gliscor, smiling. 

"Hell yeah I do!" agreed Noivern. "Everyone says I should start a band, but I don't know, that feels like a lot of 
work...and I don't wanna make my favorite thing to do into something not fun! You know? Like I joined this 
competition to just party out and have fun, if I start caring about the money, this whole things gonna be a rained out 
parade, y'know what I'm saying?" 

Gliscor paused, thinking for a moment, before nodding. "Yeah. I kind of get it." 

"Why do we have to care about the money so much? We don't have a high chance of winning. So, if we probably 
aren't gonna win, let's just have fun while we're here. That's my policy." 

"It's a good policy," agreed Gliscor. He glanced up. "I should get back to my flying." 

"Wanna hang again later, after the challenge maybe? Or tomorrow morning?" asked Noivern, looking almost hopeful. 

Gliscor thought again, wondering if he knew what he was doing. On one hand, this girl was sweet and could be a 
great friend. On the other, competition. Finally deciding to take a leaf out of Noivern's book, he nodded. 

"Sure." 
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Garchomp yawned and stepped outside. It was still fairly early, but some campers were awake. Swampert was 
already working out and doing push ups outside, while Bisharp was sipping a coffee on the steps of his dorm. 
Charmeleon was talking with Roserade, smoking with her nearby. Garchomp growled and stomped over. 

"The hell are you doing here?" 

"Having a smoke, princess, relax," said Charmeleon. 

"Y'want one?" asked Roserade, kindly holding up a joint the wrong way. 

"No," spat Garchomp. She glared at Charmeleon. "You don't have better things to do? When are you going to realize 
that evolving is going to save your ass in this competition." 

"When are YOU going to realize that I don't WANT to evolve!" snarled Charmeleon. 

"Fine! But don't say I didn't warn you," growled Garchomp, walking away angrily. 

"Tch, stupid shark," muttered Charmeleon. 
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"I don't want to be a Charizard!" groaned Charmeleon. He slapped his face with his hand. "Why can't she 
stop pressuring me?" 

000 

Crobat, Honchkrow, Kabutops, Gengar, and Seizor all sat at the table, eating breakfast. 

"Who do you think's gonna come back to host this time?" asked Seizor curiously. 

"I wish it was Froslass," muttered Gengar sadly. 

"Cheer up, dude- win for her," said Kabutops kindly. 



"Yeah...I guess...uh...I don't know...who HASN'T hosted yet?" asked Gengar. 

"Maybe Electrode," theorized Crobat. 

"I’m placing bets on Primeape or Rhydon ta mix tings up," countered Honchkrow. 

"Well, whoever it is, let's try and win the challenge again," said Seizor. "I don't like the chopping block. It's a bad place 
to be." 

"What's da worst that could happen?" asked Honchkrow. "Electrode or Lopunny are nimrods who couldn't make a 
hard challenge ta save their skins." 

"Eating challenges- sound easy, suck like hell," reminded Seizor, folding her arms. 

"Yeah, yeah, they ain't that bad!" crowed Honchkrow. 

"Until your stomach gets weak," commented Crobat, smirking. Honchkrow gave him a look. 

Gengar stared in shock. "Wow, Honchkrow, I feel like if anyone else said that you'd clobber them." 

Honchkrow lit a cigar and looked away, blushing. "He's...he's a special exception...and I can't get mad at a fellow 
member of my-" 

"Group of friends," interjected Crobat quickly. 

"Nice save," whispered Honchkrow. 

"No problem." 

"...I'm gonna ignore that," said Gengar quietly. 
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"Yeah, yeah, Crobat's in my gan- group! I'm actually da leader of it now!" said Honchkrow proudly, preening 
her feathers. "How do ya like that? Crobat may be my man, but I'm his BOSS!" 

Honchkrow then flushed again. "Well...only when we're at work...why'd he have ta get so confident, anyway?" 
000 

Crobat shrugged. "Evolving, getting a girlfriend, it's all made me look up in life. Oh, my curse is still present, 
but it's only minor stuff now. Like losing a bet or missing a good movie on TV. Not too much to worry about. 
So Honchkrow and I just work together- she's an amazing boss, and an even more amazing woman." 

Crobat grinned. "She's cute when she blushes, too." 

000 

Weavile rode her skateboard back into the clearing and hopped off, kicking it into her hands. Kabutops noticed from 
nearby, and gave her a nod. 

"Smooth dismount." 

"I try," admitted Weavile, walking up to the cafeteria. Kabutops leaned on the railing, peeling an apple meticulously 
with his scythes. Weavile frowned. This was a bit awkward- she had been directly responsible for his elimination in 
Season One." 

"So...uh..." 

"Yeah?" asked Kabutops, frowning. 

"...are...uh...Gothitelle and Alakazam in there? I'm meeting them for lunch again today." 

"Relax, I don't hold grudges too long," said Kabutops gruffly. "You and I can be civil. They're inside the cafeteria." 



Weavile gave a small smile. "Thanks." 

But as she stepped inside, a loud horn blew off. Kabutops put far too much pressure on his apple and busted it into 
pieces. "Ah! DAMNIT!" 

"CAMPERS!" shouted the loud voice of Mewtwo. "WE HAVE A CHALLENGE READY! YOU MAGGOTS NEED TO 
GET DOWN TO THE BEACH!" 

Roserade burst out of the bathroom, a bunch of airy smoke following her. "Nothing beats a nice bit of smoke in the 
morning." 

The contestants made their way to the beach slowly, and one by one, everyone appeared. Mewtwo was waiting for 
them, but there was something wrong with their normally energetic host. Mew was quiet, looking down at the water, 
sighing deeply. 

"...what’s wrong with him?" queried Medicham. 

"It is a sad day on Total Pokemon Island," whispered Mew. "For this challenge...for on this day...he returns. The 
moron. The tool." 

"...Palkia?" asked Banette, shrugging. Everyone gasped. Mewtwo flinched. Mew whirled around. 

"Palkia?" whispered Wooper. 

"Palkia," agreed Diglett. 

"PALKIA!?" roared Mewtwo. 

"Palkia?" asked Roserade. 

"Palkia," responded Medicham shrugging. 

Probopass wriggled violently. 

"WE DO NOT TALK ABOUT PALKIA! I SAID IT WAS A SAD DAY, NOT THE END OF THE WORLD!" screamed 
Mew. 

"Sorry...just...made a guess?"replied Banette, snickering under his breath. 

"Whatever...can we...just get this over with? Bring back Arcanine and Krookodile," muttered Mew. 

From out of the sky, two screams were heard. Arcanine landed in a soft pillow of sand, while Krookodile splashed into 
the water. Arcanine groaned and padded towards his team, who were all eyeing him up. 

"You look as if you've seen better days," said Bisharp. 

"That island...is no picnic," panted Arcanine. 

Krookodile stomped out of the water, pulling a shell off of his tail and chucking it back in the water, growling loudly. "I 
do NOT want to be sent there again. No way. Not a chance, got it?" 

"Understood," said Diglett, eyeing him warily. Krookodile just folded his arms, but when no one was looking, he 
smirked. 

"Anyways...the host of our...challenge of...yeah...it’s-," mumbled Mew quietly. 

"ME!" shrieked a loud, and somewhat familiar, voice. Plummeting out of the sky was a tan Pokemon with bendy legs, 
who had black marks around his eyes. He landed on his feet and struck a powerful pose with one leg in the air. 

"Hitmonlee...," groaned Mew, shaking his head. Mewtwo patted him on the back. 

Weavile cursed under her breath. 

"All yours," muttered Gliscor, backing away from her. 



Hitmonlee sauntered over, batting his eyes at the Sharp Claw Pokemon. "Ah, my lovely Weavile, it's been soooooo 
long!" 

"Yeah...it has been," grunted Weavile, trying not to scream in aggravation. 
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"It's official- first thing I buy when I win? A restraining order on this sweaty, kicking stalker," growled 
Weavile. 

000 

"The guy's a nut job," said Toxicroak, slapping his face and cackling loudly. "Oh man, I have GOT to see 
what challenge this guy comes up with! AH AH AH AH A!" 

000 

"Alas, love must be put on hold for one moment," said Hitmonlee, walking over to Mew. Mew hissed under his breath. 

"Today's challenge is a classic team building exercise- a relay!" shouted Hitmonlee. Everyone glanced from side to 
side. "Similar to the crazy race from the original season, we're going to do something that's almost the same- the 
catch? Instead of all racing alone, each person will do a different part of the race! Fortunately, we've already got them 
preselected!" 

Hitmonlee walked over to where Mewtwo was painting a starting line. "You start here! The first two campers from 
each team have to race across the beach to touch their team members on the other side. Diglett will start here for the 
Gardevoirs, and Honchkrow for the Vileplumes." 

"Dat's such a waste for me!" complained Honchkrow. "I can just fly over any obstacle!" 

"Too bad! Your spots in the race were chosen at random. For the second part, you have to swim along a path of 
buoys. The one for that part will be Wooper and Kabutops." 

"They can both swim- this was chosen at random?" asked Banette suspiciously. "Either you suck at lying or Mew is 
being stupid." 

"Don't put me on his level," snarled Mew. 

"ANYWAYS! The swimming campers will swim from the buoys to a river. Along the river's edge, they'll tag Gothitelle 
and Crobat, who have to navigate through the woods. They'll have a compass to guide them out. Once they get out, 
they'll be near the swamp. We've put fog in the swamp, so Krookodile and Roserade will have trouble seeing through 
it. Once they're through the swamp, it's a sprint through the desert section! Garchomp for the Gardevoirs, and 
Arcanine for the Vileplumes. You still following along?" 

Everyone nodded. Garchomp glared over at Arcanine, who gulped. 

"After the desert, there's a large lake. We've put some rocky platforms on it, similar to the Water Race from Season 
One! Luxray and Medicham have to do that part. The seventh obstacle is a long line of monkey bars over a large 
goopy pit of mud. That part will be Banette vs. Seizor! After the bars will be a section filled with dodgeball cannons 
that Noivern and Mismagius will have to fly through. Once they get through the cannon field, there's a maze! Marill 
and Mamoswine will have to get through that part, and at the end of the maze will be a cave. Bronzong and Bisharp 
have to get through there." 

Bronzong rolled his eyes, while Bisharp nodded. Simple enough. 

"Get through the cave, and you get to a mountain. Swampert and Charmeleon have to go up the side. At the top, 
Gliscor and Probopass will be waiting with sleds. They have to sled down the mountain, avoiding rocks and traps that 
we've set up to keep things interesting! The next portion of the challenge is a river with rafts on it, which Alakazam 
and Trevenant will have to ride down the river. They'll tag off Mightyena and Toxicroak, who will need to go through 
a...surprise underground tunnel?" 

"Surprise underground tunnel?" asked Mightyena. "That sounds suspicious." 

"You'll find out exactly what it is!" said Hitmonlee eagerly. 



"Tch. Who even cares?" muttered the Dark-type. 

"After getting out of the underground tunnel, the last members of each team, Weavile and Gengar, will sprint back 
down to the beach and cross the starting line, which will become the finish line!" finished Hitmonlee, putting his hands 
on his hips. "Any questions?" 

"Is THAT really it?" asked Marill. "That seems pretty easy breezy, and while the challenge is long, we only have to do 
one part." 

"Well, yes and no," admitted Hitmonlee. He held up a baton. It was white and green, like a Gardevoir. In his other 
hand was a blue and red one. "You have to hand this off to each other!" 

Some contestants looked as if they weren't worried, while others frowned. 

000 

"Oh yeah, that doesn't SEEM hard, but hello? I have no hands," grumbled Kabutops. "And I have to SWIM. I 
have to grip a baton and swim fast enough to beat Wooper. Why couldn't I have gotten the final sprint?" 

He paused. "Granted, the guy has no arms." 

000 

"The baton isn't so much a problem as a nuisance," admitted Alakazam. "Of course, if a teammate loses the 
baton, they've borderline death sentenced their team." 

000 

Marill smiled. "This challenge is easy, at least for me! We're gonna win! Bet on it...or should I say...BATON 
it?" 


She snorted and started laughing loudly. 

000 

Toxicroak cackled loudly, having been told MariN's joke. 

000 

"Any more questions?" asked Hitmonlee, smiling. 

"For specifically the forest and swamp parts- how do you expect us to know the right way to go with just a 
COMPASS?" asked Crobat. 

"Well...we did put in some signs that will point you the right way," said Hitmonlee. "That way, you guys can get 
through by using the signs and the compass, just in case your compass breaks." 

"Zat eez fair enough, I suppose," said Gothitelle. "One hand for ze compass, and one for ze baton. It eez facile." 
Everyone stared at her. Alakazam sighed. 

"Easy. She said it's easy." 

"Merci," said Gothitelle, giggling. 

"Anymore questions or can we get this over with?" grumbled Mew. 

"Attacks allowed?" asked Trevenant, cracking his wooden knuckles. 

"Nope, no attacking the competition this time!" said Hitmonlee, wagging a finger. "We're playing this sportsmanlike- 
fair, understood?" 

Everyone shook their heads. Medicham was pleased with the rules, although Bisharp seemed less approving. 

"You have a half hour to get to the points. Each spot will be marked with a large screen where you can see the 



process of your competitors! Good luck!" shouted Hitmonlee. 
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Bisharp touched his chin. "The only hard parts will be the Pokemon who got unlucky- Roserade has to 
navigate a swamp full of fog-1 may have to knock her off the team if she makes us lose. Charmeleon has to 
climb a wall against that fitness maniac- it'd be so much easier if he were evolved. And then we have the raft 
part, and that secret underground tunnel. Trevenant and Toxicroak may be in trouble." 

000 

Honchkrow flapped her wings a few times, while Diglett drilled himself in a circle to warm up. They were both waiting 
for the race to begin. Diglett stretched, while Honchkrow gave him a nasty glare. Eventually, Hitmonlee came over 
with a checkered flag. The two starters moved to the starting line, ready to get moving. Diglett put the baton in front of 
him, while Honchkrow kept it clutched in her talon. 

"On your mark...get set...GO!" shouted Hitmonlee, waving the flag past them. 

Diglett immediately shot off the starting line, burrowing through the sand at an extremely high speed, while 
Honchkrow ran for a moment before taking to the air. She glided after the mole, but she already knew that she was in 
trouble. Diglett had the baton and he wasn't slowing down, while Honchkrow was moving very fast, but wasn't 
catching up. She just had to hope that Kabutops would pick up the slack. 

Wooper hopped up in down as Diglett approached quickly, while Kabutops tapped his foot, using his scythe to block 
the sun from his eyes. He saw a large shadow in the air far away. Honchkrow was lagging behind Diglett. Diglett 
pushed up to Wooper almost immediately and passed off the baton, which Wooper caught in his mouth. Wooper 
leaped backwards and into the water, pushing off quickly. The Gardevoirs cheered as they got in the lead. Kabutops 
grumbled to himself. 

Eventually, Honchkrow pulled up and dropped the baton, which Kabutops managed to snag in his scythes. Growling, 
he leaped into the water in a perfect dive and shot forward, pulling up behind Wooper quickly. 

"That's how we do it, Kabutops!" shouted Seizor, watching the screen. 

"Move Wooper, move!" screamed Luxray. 

Wooper bounced in and out of the water, baton clutched tightly in his mouth, but Kabutops was trailing right behind 
him. Despite not being able to use his powerful arms, the Shellfish Pokemon had managed to use a weaving motion 
to keep up with the other Water type. Wooper spun his tail like a propeller to rocket forward, but Kabutops slipped 
behind him, smirking. 

"He's in Wooper's slipstream," deduced Alakazam, eyes narrowed. "He'll be able to keep up with him for sure now." 

Wooper continued to try and move, but he couldn't shake Kabutops off of his tail. They eventually found the mouth of 
the river, with Gothitelle and Crobat waiting nearby. Wooper made it first and tried to hand Gothitelle the baton, but he 
crashed into the bridge. Kabutops, on the other hand, tossed it up to Crobat, who snatched it with his fangs. Wooper 
burst out of the river again, but with no baton. Gasping, he dove back in, took the baton in his mouth, and gave it to 
Gothitelle, who looked on ahead- Crobat had already disappeared from view into the forest. Gothitelle cursed in 
French under her breath and started to run, moving quickly to try and catch up. 
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"Zis challenge was not as simple as I originally anticipated," admitted Gothitelle. "But I made a valiant effort.” 
000 

Crobat fluttered through the trees, gripping the tiny compass in his hand. He was tempted to fly up through the dark 
green canopy and just find the way from there, but most likely, Hitmonlee would bust him for cheating and set them 
back. Fair would have to be fair. Flying and dashing through trees, the bat looked for the signs to helping lead him. 

Gothitelle, on the other hand, had found the first sign, and was moving on ahead. Her teammates watched her 
carefully. 

"She's not doing bad...we may keep the lead yet," admitted Bronzong. 



"You go, Gothitelle!" cheered Swampert. 
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"This is a pretty good way to gauge my teammates," admitted Bronzong. "The newcomers are the ones I 
watching- is Gothitelle gonna be a problem? Is Krookodile expendable? Swampert should be interesting, for 
a fitness nut he hasn't done much. All I know is that we have to keep those who are useful." 

"And we can't forget the Mega-Evolution rule. I feel as if I'm the only one who remembered." 

000 

After about ten minutes, Crobat emerged from the dense pack of trees, looking around before flapping over and 
handing his baton to Roserade. Roserade gave a peaceful smile and wandered away into the foggy swamp, while 
Krookodile snapped his jaws impatiently. 

"I'm worried about Roserade," muttered Bisharp. "She's by far our weakest teammate- if she loses the baton or gets 
lost, it's over." 

Gothitelle burst from the trees not a minute later, rushing forward to give Krookodile the baton. 

"About damn time!" snapped Krookodile, running off in the direction of the masked plant. Krookodile grinned to 
himself. Sabotage wasn't allowed, but this was still easy! Roserade was a moron! Catching up to her would be a 
piece of cake. 

"This isn't good," hissed Trevenant. "That stoner is going to screw us!" 

Krookodile grinned and wandered into the mist. Some may have found it spooky, but the crocodile didn't mind, his 
dark eyes protecting his vision from being obscured TOO badly. Granted, the mist was a bit annoying, but not 
threatening. Krookodile grinned and took a step forward, before he slammed into a tree, wincing. 

"GAH! How the hell didn't I see that?" Krookodile asked, rubbing his snout. He kicked the tree in annoyance before he 
clutched his foot, which was now throbbing. The baton clattered to the ground. Groaning, he picked it up. 

"Whatever- if I'M doing this bad, Roserade's screwed." 

But unknown to Krookodile, Roserade had already reached the edge of the boggy swamp, smiling dazedly. She 
dragged the baton behind her, thinking about how cute some of the players were. Banette was definitely a 
looker...Mismagius was hot too...and that Trevenant! She was a sucker for the bad boys. Sighing quietly, Roserade 
moved along before she emerged from the trees. Everyone looked stunned to see her, with Garchomp's jaw dropping 
and Arcanine looking confused. 

"What the hell?" asked Trevenant. "How did that stoned little rose find her way through so quickly?" 
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Roserade grinned. "Looking through smoke isn't easy- it's hard to see through it...y'know man? But after all 
these years, I've like...honed my sense, and I can see through it. Some foggy little clouds aren't hard at all, 
dude." 
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Roserade passed the baton to Arcanine before sitting down. Arcanine let out a happy bark and grabbed it in his teeth, 
sprinting across the desert sands. 

"The Vileplumes maintain their solid lead!" announced Mew. "Roserade surprised us all by being a professional at 
navigating through smoke!" 

"That was blind luck!" snapped Garchomp. "Are we really going to let that slide? That's so unbelievable!" 

"Uh...hello?" asked Mew, rolling his eyes in his announcing studio. "I love blind luck. It keeps stuff interesting! Do you 
know how boring this game would get without villains and luck and random chance?" 

"He...has a point," admitted Gengar. 



Krookodile burst out of the trees, covered in bumps and bruises. He was also soaking wet. He slouched over to 
Garchomp and handed her the baton, which she snatched out of his hand. Krookodile growled and flopped down onto 
the sand next to Roserade, gasping. 

"What like...happened to you?" asked the plant. 

"Hit like five trees and I sank in a puddle," groaned Krookodile. 

"Ouch." 

Arcanine was bounding across the sand, grinning despite the energy he was using to maintain his lead. This felt 
great! Finally, a physical challenge that wouldn't completely screw him up because of water. He had gotten placed in 
the DESERT- the land of no water. Arcanine grinned and lowered his body to the ground, sprinting all the faster. He 
checked over his shoulder- Garchomp couldn't possibly catch up. 

Well...that was wrong. On the horizon, and fast approaching, was the landshark. Arcanine's eyes bugged out. 
Garchomp's eyes were seeing red and she snarled loud enough for Arcanine to here. Arcanine let out a yelp of fright 
and sped up, trying to keep the lead. He eventually crossed out of the sand and arrived at the lake section, where 
Medicham and Luxray were waiting. He skidded to a halt and almost fell in the lake, before bolting away from it. 

"Arcanine, I need that baton!" yelled Medicham. 

Arcanine screeched to another stop before turning back around and handing her the baton. Moments later, 

Garchomp arrived and chucked it at Luxray, who caught it with her tail. Medicham started making acrobatic leaps 
across the platforms, while Luxray began to walk...on the water. 

"What the...hell?" growled Garchomp. "This whole GAME doesn't even make sense anymore. I give up." 

Arcanine smirked at her. "Should've given up sooner-1 knew you wouldn't catch up to me." 

Garchomp scowled before kicking him into the lake, causing Arcanine to yell loudly. 

Meanwhile, Medicham was continuing her jumps and leaps on the platforms, only to stop and stare for a moment as 
Luxray casually strolled past her, singing merrily. Medicham stopped to stare at her for a long time. 

"MEDICHAM!" snapped Bisharp. "Don't let her faze you!" 

"Right!" shouted Medicham, heading forward to leap over the last few remaining platforms. Luxray had already tossed 
her baton to Banette, who was studying the monkey bars carefully. Seizor caught the baton when Medicham passed 
it to her, but then she too wondered how to get across the monkey bars. 

Seizor growled, before tucking the baton between her legs, jumping up to grab the monkey bars. She started to move 
at an extremely quick pace, traversing them quickly. Banette frowned as he fell behind. 

"That's my girl!" shouted Kabutops. "Keep up the good work, Seizor!" 

Seizor smirked back at Banette, before her eyes widened- Banette had crawled on TOP of the monkey bars to run 
across them. 

"Hey!" shouted Hitmonlee. "You're doing it wrong!" 

"You never made a rule against it!" interrupted Mew. "And as the host with the most, I declare Banette's play to be 
perfectly legal! Continue the competition!" 

Banette grinned as he jumped over Seizor's claws, while she seethed at him. Banette hopped off of the monkey bars 
and tossed his baton to Noivern, who flew forward into the field and immediately got hit down by a dodgeball cannon. 

"Ooooh!" Banette winced, while Mismagius gulped. 

"That's...gotta hurt," said Mismagius. 

"Reminds us of the good old days, eh?" asked Banette, grinning. 

Mismagius smiled back, before she frowned. "I...uh...yeah." 



000 


Banette sighed. "So close." 

000 

Noivern rubbed her head. "Ouch...killer headache..." 

000 

Seizor arrived on the scene, handing the baton to Mismagius, who floated off in a hurry. Seizor then frowned and 
punched Banette. Banette gasped and rubbed his shoulder, shooting her a scowl. 

"What'd I do?" 

"You know EXACTLY what you did." 

Noivern was flying ahead of Mismagius, dodging another ball and grinning. "Nice try, Mew, you need to be a lot faster 
to catch me off guard!" 

The ball she just dodged bounced off of the ground, then a tree, and flew back towards her. Noivern was hit in the 
back, and with a grunt of pain, she tumbled to the ground, skidding in the dirt. Mismagius floated overhead, dodging 
two balls before taking the lead. Noivern groaned and got to her feet before she flew after her. Mismagius arrived at 
the front of the maze and shoved the baton into Mamoswine's mouth. Mamoswine moved along and began to go 
through the maze. Marill opened her arms to catch Noivern's baton. Grabbing it, she padded after Mamoswine. 

The maze section was definitely the slowest section. The cameras weren't placed in the section to prevent the 
campers from helping each other. But eventually, Mamoswine emerged first, and about twenty seconds afterwards, 
Marill followed. Mamoswine dropped his baton in Bisharp's hand, who made a face at the saliva on the object. 
Bronzong, on the other hand, snatched the baton from Marill via telekinesis and entered the cave, moving at a far 
slower pace than Bisharp. 

The cave was dark, but there was occasional lights in the wall. Bisharp stopped to examine one of the sections, 
before he backed away as steam rushed in his face. He moved backwards, before he stopped and looked over his 
shoulder- there, right behind him, was a pool of... 

"Molten lava," gasped Bisharp. 

Bronzong entered the room, a noise of annoyance escaping him. "It's magma." 
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"How many times do I have to SAY IT?" snapped Bronzong. 

000 

Bisharp successfully navigated the cave with little to no trouble, dodging past stalactites and geysers. He emerged 
into the sunny day, blocking his eyes from the sun's rays for a moment, before he moved over to the snowy 
mountainside. He handed his baton to Charmeleon, who began to climb the rocky wall. Charmeleon's heat, however, 
melted some ice and snow at his touch and he slipped to the bottom. Bisharp sighed, while Swampert looked a bit 
sympathetic. 

Bronzong finally emerged from the cave when Charmeleon was only about a quarter of the way up. He tossed the 
baton to Swampert. 

"Alright, buff boy, let's see what you can do," growled Bronzong. Swampert grinned and flexed, before he clenched a 
fist. 

Bisharp rolled his eyes. What a show off. 

Swampert punched the rock wall so hard that he left a dent in the mountainside. He did it with his other hand, before 
he started to alternate his fists- punching holes in the wall that he eventually started using as handholds. Swampert 
didn't even use his feet to hold his grip- he just climbed with his two arms, catching up to Charmeleon in less than a 
minute. 



"Go Swampert!" yelled Weavile. 

"Way to make a comeback!" said Diglett. 

Charmeleon, on the other hand, slumped on a low cliff, watching the amphibian go higher and higher. 

"Charmeleon, you're dropping our lead!" snapped Bisharp. 

"What do you want me to do?" gasped Charmeleon. "I melt the snow and it falls on me, it's hard!" 

"Not if you could fly!" shouted Garchomp, laughing meanly. 

"As rude as she is, she has a point!" agreed Bisharp. "If your lack of evolution is going to be a liability for us, then I 
know what's going to happen after this challenge." 

Medicham, who had wandered to the stone wall, along with Luxray, Mamoswine, and Marill, gaped at Bisharp. 
"Bisharp, you shouldn't let his personal choices interfere with your strategy." 

"If his personal choice makes us lose, he can live without evolution and the money," growled Bisharp. "I don't need 
dead weight on this team." 

Charmeleon glared downwards below before he let out a powerful jet of fire. "FOR THE LOVE OF ARCEUS...I 
JUST...I JUST...!" 

He began to glow with a harsh light. Everyone stared in shock- Medicham in sorrow, Bisharp in triumph, and 
Garchomp in utter amazement. Charmeleon's neck grew longer, his tail extending further and his entire form 
becoming larger. His single horn became two, and two powerful wings spurted out from his back. The light died, and 
his skin was a far more orange color. Letting out a roar, Charizard emerged. 

"He evolved!" gasped Mismagius. 

"FINALLY!" snarled Garchomp. 

"Now fly on up and win!" shouted Bisharp. 

Charizard snarled and leaped into the air, flapping his wings, before he started to fall. He grasped onto the 
mountainside, skidding down it. Swampert looked down, somewhat worried. 

"Oh man...he evolved?" said Swampert. Then he squinted. "But...what's wrong with him?" 

Charizard tried again, before the same thing happened. Clinging to the wall tightly, he looked down in fear. He slowly 
began to climb again, a lot more carefully. 

"What...why isn't he flying?" asked Bisharp, shaking his head in disgust. 

Medicham folded her arms. "He's never flown before- he only just evolved- you've never flown a day in your life 
either, Bisharp. Did you believe that he'd evolve just knowing how to fly immediately? He's not used to it yet- he has 
greater weight and he doesn't know how to use his wings! The only thing you made him do was sacrifice everything 
he believed in!" 

Garchomp watched him climb, before she frowned to herself. Medicham looked over her shoulder to see the 
landshark looking extremely solemn. Medicham marched over and glared her down. 

"Are you satisfied? You just made your boyfriend evolve not for his sake, but for the sake of what YOU wanted and 
for his team. You just changed his entire life to better suit YOUR desires." 

Garchomp looked away. "I thought...it was best for him..." 

"Best for YOU doesn't mean best for HIM!" shouted Medicham. 

"I...I...I have to go!" shouted Garchomp, walking away. She didn't think he'd actually do it. And now that she was 
watching him, fresh out of evolution without a clue how his new body worked, she felt that it wasn't important 
anyway...she had made him do it. Something he didn't want to do. 


Swampert reached the top first and tagged Gliscor, who hopped on his sled and glided down. Five minutes later, 



Charizard got the top. Gasping for air, he chucked the baton at Probopass, who started rolling down the mountain 
hard, leaving the sled behind. Everyone switched their gazes from the exhausted Charizard to Probopass. 

Probopass slid down the mountain after Gliscor, but while the flying scorpion was on a sled and able to avoid the 
rocks, Probopass was not so lucky. The Compass Pokemon hit a rock and was sent soaring into the air. Everyone 
winced, but then Kabutops saw something confusing. 

"Wait...he got dented! shouted Kabutops, pointing to the screen. Wooper and Honchkrow pushed forward and, sure 
enough, there was a dent in the Pokemon's stone body. 

"Isn't he a rock...how da hell did he get dented?" asked Honchkrow, confused. 

Probopass continued crashing into the mountainside, getting more and more damaged in appearance, eventually 
falling past Gliscor. Gliscor stared in confusion, while far below, Alakazam and Trevenant were just as perplexed. 

"He shouldn't be that easily pained...what's going on here?" asked Alakazam. 

Probopass tumbled down the mountain, but he soon landed on an extremely solid, bumpy rock. The silent Pokemon's 
body shuddered and jerked as if he was having an allergic reaction. And yet, the Pokemon still did not make a sound. 
His body began to emit steam and smoke before it shined brightly. Everyone watching shielded their eyes as the rock 
exploded- a large shadow flew into the air. 

High in the sky, the smoke billowed, but it didn't last long in the windy air. Soon the smoke was dissipated, and 
remaining was a Pokemon's body...a very familiar one at that. He was a pink-purple color, with a humanoid shape. 

His head had two pointed ears and a long nose. There was a white collar of fur around his neck and his eyes 
gleamed as he emerged. 

Hypno smirked at the screen before he gave a wink. 

Mew stared in astonishment, before exchanging a glance with Mewtwo. "What? Hypno? He slipped back through?" 
"THAT'S the twentieth original contestant!" pointed out Mewtwo. 

But their reactions were nothing compared to the others. Gliscor stared in shock as Hypno descended from the sky. 
Charizard let out a flaming breath of disbelief. 

"WHAT!?" screeched Weavile. 

Alakazam was stunned. "I don't believe it." 

000 

Hypno smiled, preening his fur. "I had a clever disguise so I could make it past the first few challenges. After 
all, if any of those twits saw me arriving, I'd be guaranteed to be sent home first. So...hypnotize a guy that 
applied for the show, replace him with myself to confuse Mew as well as the campers, and then show up." 

"Thankfully, I'm not on a team with Alakazam or Weavile- if I can appeal to the newcomers, I can easily make 
it to the merge." 

000 

"This. Is. Not. HAPPENING!" screamed Weavile. "HE CANT BE BACK! HE CANT BE!" 

000 

Alakazam looked a bit shaken, but a smile was on his face. "I'm disgusted, enraged, and absolutely ecstatic. 
That piece of scum has crawled out of the cracks he's hidden in for a chance to beat me again. This is 
absolutely wonderful! Finally- I'll be able to defeat that cretin without resorting to revealing his secrets. Now 
we can do battle once again, my team versus his...I'm going to have a lot more fun this game than I 
imagined." 

000 


Hypno landed near the bottom of the mountain, a pile of snow breaking his fall. He strode over to Trevenant, handing 



the tree his baton. The ghoulish ghost started his raft, flowing down the river. 

"Greetings, Alakazam, my old comrade," said Hypno, smiling sickeningly. 

"Hypno, my slippery friend, it's been far too long...you look different," said Alakazam. "Something about your face. 
New makeup?" 

"Therapy," answered Hypno. "I underwent therapy to treat my old...problems with my skin. And now, I'm as good as 
new-1 have gotten over the bullying of my past years. Not a bit of makeup on my face." 

Alakazam arched a brow, but Gliscor showed up, handing him the baton. Alakazam smirked, using his Psychic 
powers to push down the river, his raft gliding easily through the water. He easily caught up to Trevenant and pushed 
past him, the waves caused by his movements to knock Trevenant off course. Trevenant snarled, crashing into the 
side of the river, while he fought to catch up. Alakazam soon arrived near Mightyena and Toxicroak, who were both 
standing behind a manhole. Alakazam gave a look of disgust, before handing Mightyena the baton. She looked down 
in the sewer and sighed. 

"In the garbage where I belong." 

Without another word, she hopped in. Toxicroak looked up the bank, frowning. Where was Trevenant? 

Mightyena navigated through the dank sewer quickly, her eyes being used to the dark. She quickly found a ladder 
with an arrow next to it. She climbed up and out of the sewer, handing her baton to Weavile at the top. Gengar gave a 
look of shock. 

"Where's Toxicroak?" 

Trevenant, meanwhile, chucked the baton angrily at Toxicroak, knocking the frog backwards into the manhole, the 
baton falling down with him. Weavile, on the other hand, made a break for it, running as fast she could towards the 
starting line. 

"I'm not gonna let him win!" snapped Weavile to herself. "He'll be eliminated RIGHT NOW! I'm NOT going to tolerate 
him in this competition. NOT. AGAIN!" 

Weavile crossed the finish line, just as Toxicroak emerged from the sewer. Gengar groaned, while Weavile and her 
team cheered. 

"AND MY LOVELY WEAVILE CROSSES THE FINISH LINE, WINNING FOR THE GRACEFUL GARDEVOIRS!" 
shouted Hitmonlee. "That means the Vileplumes will have to vote someone off! I'm glad you enjoyed my relay and-" 

Mew picked up Hitmonlee with his telekinesis. "Sounds great, now do me a favor and GET OFF OF MY ISLAND!" 

With all of his might, Mew hurled Hitmonlee high into the sky. The Pokemon screamed, his cries slowly fading away. 

"Weeeeeaaaaavile myyyyyy looooooove...!" 

Weavile groaned and smacked her forehead. 

"Thank GOD that's over with," grumbled Mew. He brightened back up almost instantly. "Anyways, the Victorious 
Vileplumes are the losers and will have to eliminate someone tonight! So, we have to determine just who is going to 
be the unlucky loser! Meet me at the campfire ceremony later tonight and we'll figure out who's going to be going 
home!" 


000 

Trevenant growled. "So many candidates. I'd better not be one of them." 

000 

"I don't think Hypno's gonna be the first one to go over there," admitted Diglett. "He's a slippery guy, he 
probably has some sort of scheme to get out of the trouble he's in right now. But that makes me 
wonder...who IS going to go home?" 


000 



Trevenant was walking along alone by himself through the woods. Bisharp had called a meeting, and he was pretty 
sure the knight wanted to discuss who to eliminate tonight. Trevenant was about to take a shortcut, when he heard a 
voice behind him. 

"So...who're you voting for?" 

Trevenant turned to see Mismagius floating up, looking as if she was concentrating. Trevenant shrugged his 
shoulders. 

"I have no idea. Whoever dropped the ball the most, obviously. I don't think it'll be me though." 

"Of course not, who'd vote for you?" asked Mismagius, rolling her eyes. "I certainly wouldn't." 

Trevenant gave her a grim nod. "We’ll find out. I say just pick one of the Pokemon who sucked tonight." 

"What about Hypno?" asked Mismagius, eyes narrowed. "He's a liar, a manipulator, he caused Banette and I to break 
up!" 


Trevenant gave her a cool look. "But it was your doubts that he preyed on-1 think the breakup was already in motion, 
and Hypno just gave it a little push." 

Mismagius cocked her head to one side. That was true, but... 

"He's still a sneaky one though." 

"I agree, he needs watching. I'll ask some others what we should do about it," growled Trevenant. He turned away. 

Mismagius looked a bit crestfallen as he walked away, but then he stopped and glanced back. He gave her an 
approving nod. 

"Hey. Good job this challenge. Girls that are strong with a bit of a brain are hot. So don't screw up next time either." 
Mismagius watched him continue walking with a light blush on her face. 
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"Yes!" Mismagius shouted. "Hell yeah I'm hot! He's at least INTERESTED in me! Well...now I just need to get 
that Roserade out of the picture and...well...I'll have to break it to Banette, too." 

Mismagius folded her arms. "Just because he's still nice doesn't mean I'm going to go back into his arms." 
000 

Banette grinned. "Maybe I can catch Mismagius at a good time...although...I probably shouldn't tell her what 
happened with me and...Weavile...yeah...that'd be bad." 
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"What are our options?" asked Trevenant, folding his arms and looking up at Bisharp, who was sitting on a rock. 
Toxicroak sat on a stump nearby, giggling quietly. Trevenant shot him a glare. 

"What are you cackling about?" 

"You totally got blindsided by Alakazam!" said Toxicroak, slapping his face and leaning backwards, laughing all the 
louder. 

"Why you little-!" 

"Enough. Trevenant, calm down, and Toxicroak, be quiet...we don't want to attract attention," warned Bisharp. "Our 
order of business is deciding who's going to be easy to eliminate. Honchkrow immediately got us off on a bad start..." 

"Wasn't really her fault though...Diglett is a menace," said Trevenant. 

"Roserade did pretty good," admitted Toxicroak. "I think she's not available as an option for a scapegoat." 



"That doesn't leave a lot of players...although there is ONE Pokemon that I'm sure no one would fault us for getting rid 
of," said Bisharp thoughtfully. 

A voice rang out behind them. 

"That wouldn't be me, would it?" asked Hypno, smiling as he entered the clearing. Toxicroak gulped, while Trevenant 
started to advance on the Psychic, who held up his hands as he backed away from the angry tree. 

"Relax, I'm not here to cause trouble...let's just call it...leverage," said Hypno, chuckling. 

Bisharp's eyes narrowed. "Let him speak." 

"Eliminating me just because it's easy? That's not smart at all, especially now that I have this information. Let me tell 
you this- if you all vote for me, I will be sure to announce your little alliance to the entire camp," said Hypno, his eyes 
gleaming. "So, I suggest you pick a new target. But if you just give me what I want, I promise I won't reveal your 
secret- it would be counterproductive to us both if I did." 

"And what IS it that you want?" asked Bisharp curiously. 

"I want in on this alliance," said Hypno simply. Bisharp folded his arms. 

"Why would I do that? From what I've gathered, you enjoy working alone." 

"And it didn't help me in the past, did it?" responded Hypno. "I realize now that I have to play the game with others, 
not by myself, to have any shot of winning this. For that reason, I want to ally with you. Safety in numbers." 

"...fine...you're in," said Bisharp. Trevenant and Toxicroak whirled to face him. 

"That easily?" asked Toxicroak, stunned. 

"I can't really say no, and he could be a very valuable ally," said Bisharp. 

"I am," agreed Hypno. "I can not only give you advice on who to target, but I can tell you the weaknesses- we can set 
someone else up to fall-" 

"No, I'm not going to sabotage my own teammates," declared Bisharp, eyeing Hypno carefully. "I’m fine with tipping 
the scales against the Gardevoirs, but not my own team. Tell me weaknesses, but no using dirty tricks." 

Hypno looked annoyed, but eventually gave in. "Fine. Your best bet this round would be to knock out a competitor 
that held you back." 

"Held us back from winning, you mean," answered Trevenant. 

"That's right- for example, Trevenant got passed by Alakazam. Kabutops couldn't catch up to Wooper. And let's not 
forget the star of the evening- Charizard didn't do anything useful even when he was evolved. You have plenty of 
targets to take down tonight. All you have to do is ensure that I stay on the island." 

Bisharp frowned. "Alright. Fair enough. Welcome to the team, Hypno." 
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Charizard wandered through the woulds, angrily burning everything out of his way. This new form was disgusting. He 
had gained so much weight, he was a strange shade of orange, and those wings- they might look cool, but in his 
mind, he looked ridiculous. Charizard wandered over to peer into a lake, sighing deeply at how his appearance had 
changed...and he couldn't take it back. 

"Hey." 

Charizard growled and turned to see Garchomp nearby. 

"The hell do you want?" snarled Charizard. "Satisfied? I did it. I finally did it." 

"I...l'm sorry," said Garchomp, shaking her head. "I shouldn't have pressured you that far." 

"Yeah, you shouldn't have!" roared Charizard. "I DIDN'T WANT THIS! YOU THOUGHT MY MIND WOULD CHANGE 



WHEN I EVOLVED? I NEVER WANTED THIS!" 


He swung his tail around, snapping and snarling furiously. Garchomp looked at him miserably. 

"Well?" asked Charizard, glaring her down. 

"I...I don't know what to say," said Garchomp, shaking her head. 

"Yeah? Well I do," hissed Charizard, lumbering past her. "You and I are done." 
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"I saw Garchomp in the woods, and let me tell you, I have never seen her look so upset," said Gengar, eyes 
wide. 

000 

The elimination ceremony was extremely tense. The Gardevoirs watched nervously as the Vileplumes filed in. 

Weavile glared daggers into Hypno's back, before Alakazam put a comforting hand on her shoulder. Banette was 
nudging Gilscor and pointing to certain competitors, while Luxray was doing handstands. Mew eventually floated in, 
juggling some poke blocks with his powers. 

"Alright, campers...the votes were actually...pretty startling tonight...in all honesty, this elimination should be fun! The 
following Pokemon are safe..." 

"Toxicroak...Crobat...Roserade." 

The three went forward, with Roserade looking relieved that she wasn't in the bottom two again. Crobat looked at 
Honchkrow worriedly. 

"Seizor... Kabutops...Mamoswine." 

Seizor and Kabutops pumped their hands, while Mamoswine went over to gobble up his block. 

"Gengar... Medicham...Arcanine." 

Bisharp frowned, looking at Trevenant and Hypno. Charizard glared crossly as he lit up a cigarette, while Honchkrow 
tried to look cool, although her ruffled feathers gave it away." 

"...Mismagius...Bisharp...and Trevenant." 

The bottom three exchanged glances as Bisharp and Trevenant walked away, smirking. Mismagius floated up quickly 
beside Trevenant, chatting with him animatedly, which Banette noticed. He frowned to himself. 

"The bottom three are Honchkrow, Charizard, and Hypno!" announced Mew. "Honchkrow, you got your team off on 
the wrong foot! You couldn't beat wheelbarrow boy, and if you start bad, it's not good. But fortunately for you, it's not 
how you start, it's how you finish...so take your poke block." 

Honchkrow sighed in relief, flapping forward to grab her Poke Block. Crobat glided over and gave her a reassuring 
pat on the back. 

"Hypno and Charizard. Charizard, you may have evolved, but you still held your team up MAJORLY on the relay, and 
Hypno? I don't even need to explain all of the horrible things you've done. But, despite your many faults, only one of 
you has to leave...so the one who gets the final Poke Block is..." 

Hypno gave a calm stare to Mew, while Charizard looked confused. 

"...Hypno." 

"Wait...you all asked for me to evolve...and then you VOTE ME OFF?" snarled Charizard. 

"No hard feelings, dude...but you like...weren't that helpful," said Toxicroak, shrugging. 

"You seriously dropped the ball," agreed Roserade. 



Medicham frowned and folded her arms. 
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Bisharp rolled his eyes. "Charmeleon was a threat, but Charizard doesn't even get how to fly? Honestly, not 
even worth keeping him. Besides, even if he has a Mega Evolution, I highly doubt he'd be able to use it before 
the merge. As of right now, any dead weight on my team is going to be walking down that dock." 
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"I disagree with the team's decision tonight," said Medicham. "Charizard was forced to do something he did 
not want to do for us, and after he did, we tossed him aside for not being as useful as he could've been? This 
game can be very cruel." 
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"Garchomp, I hate you. My team, I hate all of you even more!" shouted Charizard. "I hope the Gardevoirs win. 

I hope ANYONE wins that isn't on your damn team! You all acted so angry and made me feel like UTTER 
SHIT, before tossing me aside once I gave you what you wanted. Well you know what? Fine! Listen up- you 
may have voted me off, but you're all gonna be heading off the dock soon enough! If I could plant a curse on 
you assholes, I would! Get me out of here!" 
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"And the style of Charizard's elimination is...a Wailord ride!" shouted Mew. 

Charizard cocked a brow as a Wailord pulled up. Scoffing, he walked on, folding his arms and scowling at Mew. 
"Really? This was the best you could do? I can't fly, but I can ride this jerk all the way home." 

"Oh, I'm sure," said Mew, grinning. "But he might not be too happy while you're burning him." 

Charizard looked perplexed, before glancing at his tail, which was resting on a quivering Wailord's back. Letting out a 
loud bellow of pain, the Wailord shuddered and shook before breaking off to swim, a yelling Charizard being carried 
away. Garchomp opened her mouth to shout something before drooping down. 

"And so...we have to decide the ones going to the Nightmare Isle!" announced Mew, pleasantly grinning at his 
victims. "So...your decisions were almost borderline unanimous on each side. For the losing team of the Victorious 
Vileplumes, the one going to the Nightmare Isle is...Hypno!" 

Hypno frowned, before shrugging. "Fine. I might as well find that idol." 

"I highly doubt that," whispered Alakazam to Gothitelle. 
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"I don't think Hypno will be the one to find the statue...! actually voted to send Trevenant there instead," said 
Alakazam, shrugging. "But majority rules, and everyone wants Hypno gone. I have to admit, they have a 
point- Hypno won't be the one to find the immunity symbol. The reason? He doesn't like doing his own dirty 
work." 
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"And for the Graceful Gardevoirs the victim is...oh man," said Mew, shaking his head with a grin. "Really? That's cold 
blooded. Anyway, it's Weavile." 

"WHAT!?" snarled Weavile. 

"It appears we'll be sharing an island together...alone," said Hypno, smiling. 

"If you get any ideas, I'll rip your nose off and shove it in your ear!" spat Weavile with as much venom as she could 
muster. 


000 



"Basic strategy," said Bisharp. "I predicted them to go for Hypno out of sheer hatred...and they did. So I 
decided to target Weavile...this will certainly cripple her in time for the next challenge." 
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Luxray was shuffling around, skating across the grass with electricity sparking from her feet. "Why do you look so 
down, Diglett? Did the invisible Steelix get you?" 

Diglett closed his eyes before he could look at Luxray for a really long time, before he breathed out. "No, I'm fine. I 
just...we need plans. A bunch of newcomers have come along, and of the three eliminations, two of them were 
veterans. This is bad, guys." 

"Not really bad," admitted Mamoswine. "What are you proposing we do, though...eat more?" 

"No, not eat more," complained Diglett. "Alliance. We need an alliance." 

"Okay," agreed Luxray. 

"Sure!" said Wooper. 

"I'm in!" announced Mamoswine. 

Diglett gaped. "Wait...are...are you guys serious? Just like that?" 

"Diglett, we're friends who don't want to vote each other off, we're almost always KIND OF in an alliance," said 
Luxray, pushing up her glasses to make her look intelligent. 

Wooper grinned. "Neat glasses! Where'd you get them?" 

"Yeah, those appeared out of nowhere, hon," said Mamoswine, confused. 

Luxray leaned in to peck him on the cheek. "The Void at the End of the Galaxy, thank you for asking." 

Mamoswine and Wooper nodded, while Diglett groaned. 

"Okay but...maybe we should scout for a new alliance member- four Pokemon is a lot...but five is a better number!" 
"True...alright...then we'll look...tomorrow!" said Wooper. 

"START YOUR ENGINES!" shouted Luxray. 

"Luxray, you don't even have a car right now!" 

"NOT WITH THAT ATTITUDE, DIGLETT." 
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Mamoswine smiled. "Luxray is a great girlfriend. I never have to worry about anyone trying to steal her from 
me because she's totally and utterly unique. And I love that about her." 
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"So she was like...talking with Trevenant...like...a lot!" explained Banette. 

Gliscor rolled over on his bed, huffing. "She might like him, but I also saw Trevenant flirting with Roserade.,.1 think." 

"So he could be flirting with both!" said Banette. "I get it now! He's a player. Not like a game show player, but a lady 
player who's out to seduce and leave them afterwards-" 

"Banette, stop," moaned Gliscor. 

"And maybe he has some nefarious plot like Hypno to lure them in and then knock them down, admittedly Hypno only 
did that to Weavile, who I also-" 

"BANETTE, NOT ALL OF US HAVE INSOMNIA, LET ME SLEEP!" roared Gliscor. 



000 


And so we end another chapter. I think this one was pretty exciting! 

So after being pressured and beaten around, Charmeleon evolves into a Charizard- and sinks his team, getting him 
eliminated. I have to say, it feels pretty strange- Charizard has always been a powerful player and to see him go so 
early is interesting to me. Garchomp is also finally calmed down and seen as sad. And uh-oh, looks like they didn't 
last, but I can't really blame Charizard for that. 

Fun Fact: Charmeleon didn't want to be a Charizard for several reasons. One, he didn't like the way they looked. 

Two, he's afraid of heights and flying over the ocean (and he'd look stupid if he didn't fly). Garchomp's needling is 
what caused him to start smoking in the first place. 

And the return of Hypno has occurred. Many of you guessed it in private messages, and I did try to be subtle and hint 
towards it. So Hypno’s back and he's already making plays, scheming his schemes. But Alakazam seems pretty 
happy about it. 

Some couples are blossoming, for better or for worse. We'll see what happens between them. 

Next Episode: Rage is burning in a challenge of strength, endurance, and power. Tensions get higher between two 
teammates, while another contestant starts putting ideas into some others’ brains. Another fallout between two 
campers occurs, but in the end, a completely different camper is sent packing. 

Charizard: Review. But not for any of my damned teammates. 



*Chapter 5*: Primeape's Muscle Measuring Match! 


Alright guys, here's the next episode of this crazy fic. After the drama of last chapter, let's unwind with some more 
drama. 

Also, to the lovely reviewer who gave me advice on Gothitelle's wonderful French accent, thank you! 
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"Hello again, everyone!" said Celebi. "Celebi here with another premiere of Nightmare Isle Nightly! Tonight, I have 
another special guest, who is also a former host of a show himself. The flower with power, the sprout who it's all 
about, I give you...Bellsprout!" 

Bellsprout nervously scuttled in, waving to the crowd before sitting beside Celebi. 

"T-thanks for inviting me!" 

"Not a problem, Bellsprout- so...the Aftermaths have been discontinued for now, correct?" asked Celebi. 

"Yeah, but I've g-gotten some new gigs on shows and such, so things are still just fine!" answered the plant. 

"So...from one sideshow host to another...how do you think I'm doing?" asked Celebi with curiosity. 

"You haven't gone mad with power yet!" said Bellsprout, shrugging. "So that's always a good sign." 

Celebi smiled to the crowd. "You've heard it here, folks. I'm not crazy yet!" 

The crowd laughed loudly, with Celebi and Bellsprout joining in. Bellsprout turned to her. 

"So things with Mew seem to be going well, right?" 

Celebi blushed lightly. "Well, yes, he helped me get this show, and just last month we had a lovely evening 
when...well, I won't go into details, as this show isn't about my personal life, but to cut it short, we're doing okay. But 
can we say the same of our current two contestants on the Nightmare Isle?" 

"Who knows?" said Bellsprout, shrugging. 

"Well, we can find out!" said Celebi, pointing to a large screen above her. "Alright everyone, it's time for us to check 
up on our players!" 

"Hypno and Weavile were the ones chosen...and I feel for Weavile," admitted Bellsprout. "On an island with the guy 
that tore her heart to pieces- that was a coldblooded move by the Victorious Vileplumes. Vileplume would be sad." 

"But it WAS a good strategy," commented Celebi. 

"True enough," agreed Bellsprout. "Let's find out what they've been up to!" 

000 

Weavile hacked and slashed through the vines in her path, panting with effort. The challenges were one thing. The 
stress caused by her personal problems was another thing. But this island definitely came in second on the lists of 
things she didn't want to deal with right now. Hissing, Weavile crawled through the vines and into a clearing. She 
glanced around- the last time she had entered a clearing, loud laughter erupted all around her and she had bolted like 
crazy...but this time, all the voices she had heard before were silent. 

"This place really is hell...they weren't kidding," admitted Weavile. 

She took a few steps, before a voice rang out to her. 

"I highly doubt this is truly hell...an angel such as yourself wouldn't be here if it was." 

Weavile stiffened, her eyes smoldering with anger and pain as she turned to see Hypno leaning against a tree. He 
gave her a smile and examined his fingers. 



"How have you been faring?" asked Hypno. 

"Don't play kind with me," spat Weavile. "You don't care about my wellbeing. What is it you really want?" 

Hypno made a face as if he was hurt by the accusation. "Weavile, really...that hurts...l was playing the game last 
season...you were just an unfortunate casualty, and I realize that you were right...and I was wrong to take advantage 
of you." 

"Oh really?" asked Weavile sardonically. "It wouldn't have anything to do with the immunity, would it? Admit it- you're 
only checking to make sure I don't have the idol. Well, I don't, so you can wander back to the crack you slept in last 
night." 

"The idol is of no real value to me," lied Hypno, shaking his head. "After all, it seems everyone has their crosshairs 
pointing at me...however...perhaps there is a way for me to avoid the dock." 

"Stop dancing around the topic and spit it out," snarled Weavile. Hypno smiled and stepped forward. 

"What say this? You give me another chance- after all, I have absolutely no way of betraying you- we are on different 
teams and Mew has gone out of his way to say that the votes cannot be sabotaged." 

"Not through normal means," snapped Weavile. "I highly doubt your hypnosis would qualify as actual sabotage. No 
matter what state of mind they're in, THEY still submit the vote." 

"My point still stands-1 can't even hope to do anything to you until the merge," said Hypno. 

"Which is far too soon- this whole surprise appearance on the show was WAY TOO SOON! I know what you did, and 
I remember it well! I hate you and despise you now, so BACK OFF!" 

"Weavile...are you trying to convince yourself or me? Do you truly...hate me?" asked Hypno, his voice soft as he 
stepped closer. He leaned in, and Weavile froze up. 

SLASH! 

Hypno stepped back, howling in pain at the cut on his cheek. Weavile examined her claw with an air of disdain before 
turning to Hypno and scoffing. 

"You got too close. And stop whining, I only used one claw. Now if you'll excuse me, I have an immunity statue to 
find. And as for you, I don't care what schemes you try to pull- you keep away from me." 

Weavile snarled under her breath and disappeared into the dark shadows of the woods. Hypno reached up and felt 
his cheek, before examining a bit of blood on his hands. Glaring at it with silent fury, he clenched a fist before turning 
and stalking in the other direction. 
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"Well, HE didn't seem too happy," commented Celebi worriedly. "It appears that Hypno and Weavile both handled the 
fear well, but I don't know if Weavile is more scared of the island or Hypno." 

"But that slash across the face? Really satisfying to see, I'm not going to lie," said Bellsprout, rubbing his leaves 
together. 

"Well, neither of them seem to have the idol...," said Celebi, frowning. "I've received word from Mew that neither of 
them have found it. It's interesting, isn't it?" 

"Indeed," agreed Bellsprout, nodding his head. 

"Well, that about wraps up tonight's viewing!" said Celebi. "I'm your host Celebi, and I'll see you all next week!" 
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Trevenant was walking in the woods with Mismagius beside him. He glanced at several trees with varying interest as 
Mismagius talked...he wasn't really paying attention, until she tapped him on the shoulder. 

"Hey? Hello, you listening?" 



"Yeah, yeah, I just zoned out a bit," grunted Trevenant. 

"I asked what YOU do, I just told you a bunch of stories about me dancing and doing magic tricks, you have to have 
SOME hobby!" exclaimed Mismagius. 

Trevenant frowned. "Pool." 

"...pool?" asked Weavile. 

"Pool and checkers. Board games. They didn't give us a lot of video games in the clink." 

"You were in JAIL?" asked Mismagius incredulously. 

"WelL.juvy, but yeah-1 got in a fight that left some chump who started it in a bad way. Took down his buddies and the 
guys who tried to stop me too. Eventually got subdued and put in for half a year. It wasn't majorly serious, they just 
wanted to curb my aggression." 

Trevenant smirked. "Not that it worked." He pounded his fists together. 

Mismagius frowned, folding her arms. "Aren't you worried that you're TOO aggressive?" 

"Uh? No?" responded Trevenant, almost scathingly. "If people were more straight up and aggressive, the world would 
be far easier to understand. For example, the way Banette wants to get you back in a relationship so he can get 
further in the game." 

"What?" asked Mismagius, stunned. "How do you know that?" 

"You learn to read faces when you're locked up," explained Trevenant, carving some designs in a tree. "Think about 
it- a bunch of his friends are gone, and all of the others are over here on the Victorious Vileplumes. He's gotta get 
allies, right? So what does he do? He allies with you and all of his friends, sweet talks you into dating so he can get 
further. It's basic strategy." 

Mismagius gaped at him. "I...I don't know...that doesn't seem Banette's style-" 

"New season, new strategies. That’s what I'd guess he's doing, but you know him better, right?" asked Trevenant, 
hiding a small smirk. 

Mismagius cocked her head to one side. "Well...if that IS what he's doing then uh...what do I do?" 

"Reject his advances, don't let him fool you," grumbled Trevenant. "I need the outhouse." 
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Mismagius pondered. "Trevenant has a point- if I couldn't trust Banette before...why now?" 
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Trevenant scoffed. "I don't care if Banette's innocent or not, that's what I would do if I was him. Besides, 
Mismagius is a valuable teammate and a hot girl- the further she stays away from the enemy, the better 
chance she'll have of staying on. It's EASY to figure out." 
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Garchomp sighed and sat by the dock, looking at the water wistfully. Banette and Gliscor were watching from afar, 
before Banette pushed Gliscor forward. Gliscor scowled and floated over, lowering himself near Garchomp. 

"It happens to all of us," said Gliscor. 

"I thought it would work out!" snapped Garchomp. "But I never thought...! never thought he'd..." 

"I think he'll need time to get used to it and not hate his new body," said Gliscor awkwardly. "Took me a day to get 
used to my new weight as a Gliscor when I evolved- he might be the exact same way." 

"Yeah...maybe," muttered Garchomp, sighing and throwing a rock in the water. 



Gliscor flew away and landed next to Banette, who had moved to a bush. 

"How is she?" asked the puppet. 

"I have seen a depressed landshark, and I'm confused," said Gliscor. 

Banette frowned. "This isn't good- Garchomp has been knocked down a couple of pegs before, but never THIS 
badly...it's like...weird...like she's given up..." 

"We need someone to talk to her...talk to her about a breakup happening over you know...needs," said Gliscor. "And 
we need a GIRL." 

"Well? What girl are you going to get to talk to her?" asked Banette, folding his arms. 

"I have one in mind, but you won't like it," said Gliscor awkwardly. 

Banette sighed. "No." 

"It's your only chance of cheering grumps up," responded Gliscor coolly. 

"I'm not gonna ask Mismagius to trash talk me to cheer up Garchomp!" growled Banette. 

"Suit yourself, dude." 
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Banette sighed. "Why the hell do I have to ask Mismagius to cheer up Garchomp? It's not even gonna work, 
she'll probably feel better about Charizard and then go back to beating us all around like we're a bunch of 
punching bags." 

Banette grumbled as he folded his arms. "But I still feel guilty...damn you Gliscor." 
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Arcanine padded out of his cabin, stretching before he almost bumped into...well, look it was. Mightyena. 

"Remember what I said?" growled Mightyena. 

"Yeah, a few nights doesn't make me forget something so quickly," muttered Arcanine, annoyed. 

"Well paint me pink, I've encountered a muscle head with brains. Like I said, spit out any words about that...event, 
and you'll be sorry." 

Arcanine frowned and reared up to his full height, looking down on her. "So uh...out of curiosity, what do you, a girl 
that's trying to control a "muscle head" like me, think you can do to control me, eh?" 

Mightyena scowled, before smirking. "I know about the Ninetales fiasco. I could say you spread rumors about me 
crying, and spread a nasty rumor about you in return. Who's going to believe the guy that almost home wrecked?" 

Arcanine looked mortified. "What the- seriously? That’s...that's so not cool!" 

"Yeah, well, neither is stalking someone," hissed Mightyena, walking off with her tail in the air. "Given your track 
record, I think a rumor is enough to send you packing- they have Trevenant and some other powerhouses. They 
probably don't need you." 

"I WASN'T EVEN STALKING YOU!" shouted Arcanine over his shoulder before stomping away. What the hell was 
wrong with that girl? He didn't do anything wrong and she was BLACKMAILING him over something that had 
happened by ACCIDENT? Unbelievable. But a threat was a threat. 

Arcanine, however, was not about to give her the satisfaction. 

"I'm not going to share that secret, but only on my terms, not yours," growled the massive dog, padding away into the 
trees. 
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Kabutops tapped his chin, looking over to Gengar and Seizor. Swampert, Marill, and Crobat were also nearby. 

"So...you think either of them got the statue?" 

Seizor, who was focused on her meal, frowned and tapped her chin. "Certainly possible. I don't know who I'd place 
bets on, though. Both of them are jerks who have run the competition, both of them know how to keep immunity to 
themselves." 

"At least Weavile's lightened up and gotten better," pointed out Crobat. 

"True." 

"I'd put bets on Weavile finding it," said Gengar. "She's not afraid to get down and dirty, while Hypno has always had 
that uppity, rich boy attitude, y'know?" 

"I think you're right on Weavile finding it, but on the other hand, I don't think she’ll keep it if she does-1 bet you 
anything that Hypno stalked her through the whole island and waited for her to find it," said Kabutops, grinning. 

"Why would he waste his time doing that?" asked Gengar, folding his arms. 

"So he could steal it from her," theorized Crobat. 

"Not bad, right?" asked Kabutops. 

"But Weavile would realize it and tell everyone on the island he nabbed it," argued Seizor. 

"True...and he can't hypnotize her...the statue totally seems like it'd be Hypno's style to use, but getting it, on the 
other hand...not so much," admitted Kabutops. 

"So uh...care to tell some of us newcomers about Hypno?" asked Swampert nervously. 

"What's to tell?" asked Gengar, shrugging. "You watched the old shows, I assume." 

"Well, yeah!" admitted Marill. "He was a schemer with a pendulum to make people into dreamers. A nightmare who 
didn't play fair, and when he got the money, he'd never share. Ha! All of those rhymes!" 

Swampert glanced at Marill, before turning to the others, shaking up a protein shake. "I mean, to be fair, it's edited 
television- Hypno wasn't staged or anything?" 

"As a guy who was on the plane with him first hand, let me tell you some tales," said Banette, walking in the mess 
hall. "Mismagius ain't here, is she?" 

"Nope," said Kabutops, shaking his head. 

"Damn, I was looking for her. Anyways, Hypno is a scoundrel. Don't believe a word he says, he tries to act like 
Alakazam but they're completely different." 

"Not really- both cowards," said Seizor, shrugging her shoulder. 

"Hypno lies," continued Banette. "He schemes, he cheats, he plays off of your emotions and feelings. He makes sure 
to soak his words in honey, he makes them sound good and kind when he really knows what he's doing. He's a fake- 
when he tells the truth, it hides his feelings behind it. And the thing with hypnotism is that it doesn't matter how strong 
you are- if he gets you, he gets you." 

"Well...not you, though," pointed out Gengar. "And not Gardevoir." 

"He came close on her end," pointed out Banette. "I'm a special case. Avoid Hypno, I'm pretty sure he'll be going 
home soon." 

"Don't tell Alakazam that," warned Marill. "He's been ecstatic." 

"He just wants another crack at him," drawled Bronzong, entering the room. "Alakazam just wants to win another 
battle. Make them fight, let Alakazam win, and get it over with." 


BEEP! 



Everyone flinched as a loud voice echoed across the camp. But it wasn't Mew's- it was harsh, ragged, and sounded 
violent. It was also familiar. 


"ATTENTION, RUNTS! I WANT YOU ALL TO REPORT TO THE CENTER OF CAMP! THE ONE WHO ARRIVES 
LAST WILL SUFFER CONSEQUENCES. GOT IT? NOW MOVE!" 

The Pokemon at the table were silent. Then they slowly turned to stare at Crobat. The Poison-type was shuddering 
and shaking, his yellow eyes wide with horror as he quivered in his seat. The once calm and collected bat was now 
fearing for his life. Honchkrow appeared on the scene and grabbed him, shaking him. 

"Crobat, it's okay, it's fine, you're gonna be okay!" 

"Uh...what's with him?" asked Swampert, nervous. 

"This is bad," commented Banette, scratching his head. 

"P-P-P-PRIMEAPE!" screeched Crobat. 
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"Crobat still has his uh...huge fear of da gal...," muttered Honchkrow awkwardly. "We're workin' on it 
but...y'know, dis ain't helpin'..." 
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Krookodile grinned. "Boot camp challenge, eh? Easy to sabotage, easy to knock a teammate down, easy to 
bang out my plan!" 
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Crobat screamed. 
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In the center of the camp, the teams were slowly lining up. Weavile and Hypno had already been dropped off, with 
Weavile looking extremely agitated. Hypno had a calm smile on his face, while Alakazam cast him a few glances. 

Most of the campers were there, with only five missing- Roserade, Krookodile, Bronzong, Mightyena, and Gothitelle, 
who emerged from a nearby bathroom quickly. The remaining campers waited nervously, the threat of Primeape's 
wrath filling them with anticipation and curiosity. 

Krookodile soon emerged from some trees, cracking his back, with Roserade and Mightyena soon following. 

Bronzong was the last to show up, yawning as he floated from the lunchroom. 

Primeape finally made an appearance, sunglasses over her terrifying gaze, stomping towards the players with an air 
of respect and intimidation. She turned and looked over all of them before spitting on the ground. 

"Alright, brats. My name is Primeape and I'll be running the challenge today! Mew and Mewtwo will be on the 
sidelines, watching your progress on camera. You are to address me as sir or ma'am, I don't care which, but treat me 
with respect or else. Got it, maggots?" 

"SIR YES SIR!" shouted Diglett, causing everyone to give him a weird look. Primeape, however, nodded at him 
approvingly. Bronzong rolled his eyes. 

"The challenge today is simple- you've gone through Mewtwo's routine, but I'm not here to test endurance. I'm here to 
test guts and strength of will. I have prepared an intense training regimen to help measure the strength in your puny 
little bodies! The last camper standing wins it for their team. Understand?" 

"SIR YES SIR!" 

"Diglett, please," muttered Weavile, annoyed. 

"Sorry." 

"Alright...but before we get onto the first part," growled Primeape, cracking her knuckles. "I have business to take care 
of." 



She walked down the line, glaring at every camper and occasionally whacking them hard (Krookodile was a victim of 
this, as she punched him a few times to improve his posture). Toxicroak was forced to spit out some gum, and 
Garchomp was told to stop sulking. When Primeape reached the end of the line, she stood before Bronzong. 

"I stated before that the last camper to arrive would face consequences," yelled Primeape. "And while I'm not 
surprised it was your pathetic self, I will not tolerate disrespect. Understood, soldier?" 

"Yeah, it's pretty easy to grasp when you're screaming in my face," drawled Bronzong. 

"Good!" 


Primeape stepped around, winding up a fist before slamming it against Bronzong. Unprepared, the bell soared across 
the campground and eventually hit a rock. A cloud of dust flew in the air as everyone stared in awe. A dazed 
Bronzong was seen lying in the dirt. Crobat gulped, Medicham looked impressed, while Krookodile shuddered. 

"YOU'RE OUT, SHITHEAD!" roared Primeape. "HOPE YOUR TEAM LOSES, OR THEY MIGHT VOTE YOU OFF 
FOR BEING A LAZY ASS...AGAIN!" 
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Bronzong groaned. "Ah yes, the steroid monster, my old friend." 
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Medicham folded her arms. "Discipline and strength of body are something I excel in, so I'm not worried 
about the challenge. However, I would really like to speak with Primeape about her training regimen. I wonder 
if I can achieve a punch of that magnitude without Mega Evolution?" 
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"Your first part of this challenge is to hold up a stick," growled Primeape. "This one will be easy- hold up a stick in the 
air above your head. If you let the stick fall, you're out. We'll go until a member of each team is gone before moving 
onto the next strength test." 

"Easy," said Swampert, hoisting his stick in the air with no effort. Arcanine shrugged and bit his, holding it up high. 
Other campers were not so lucky. Diglett had to carefully balance his on his head and remain in place, while 
Kabutops struggled to grip his due to his scythes. Eventually, everyone's hands were up, holding a stick. Primeape 
nodded in approval before taking a nice spot in the shade with a bottle of water. 

"And now we wait," she grunted. 

At first, it wasn't bad. It was pretty simple, actually. Some of the Pokemon actually remained normal and pleasant, 
with Alakazam holding a pleasant conversation with Gothitelle and Noivern. However, time started passing, and after 
the first half hour, many Pokemon were starting to feel the pain. Kabutops was cursing under his breath as he 
struggled to keep the stick in his grip. Mightyena groaned into the wood quietly, her neck starting to ache. Roserade 
panted and gasped with effort. It was starting to get difficult. 

Primeape grinned. "Don't drop that stick, now. You don't want to let your team down do you?" 

Roserade glanced to Trevenant. "I can't...keep this up...l...it hurts..." 

Trevenant gave her a look of sympathy, before turning to Bisharp. "Roserade's tired." 

Bisharp sighed. "Well, one of us has to drop it regardless." 

Trevenant nodded to Roserade. "You can let go." 

Roserade let out a low sigh of relief, putting down the stick and coughing. She gave Trevenant an appreciative hug 
and walked away, while Mismagius glared at her. Roserade turned and gave Mismagius a friendly smile. 

"Good luck!" said Roserade, walking away. 

"Oy, maggot!" snarled Primeape. "You don't get to go do whatever you want. You get to sit with Bronzong in the 
Loser Zone!" 



"Loser Zone?" asked Roserade. 
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"Trevenant was really nice...letting me drop out like that," said Roserade, blushing a bit. "I'm glad my team 
likes me...I thought they'd think I was...you know...a waste." 
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"Why is SHE going after Trevenant?" snapped Mismagius. "Every time I like a guy, and another Pokemon 
gets involved. I'm all for being open minded, but I don't want a party of three!" 

000 

Bronzong and Roserade were sitting in an area surrounded by barbed, electric fence. It was rather small, but certainly 
big enough to hold two Pokemon. Roserade glanced at Bronzong, confused. 

"What's the point of the electric fence? We're not even gonna bump into it." 

"Not right now," muttered Bronzong, annoyed. "But when twenty Pokemon are standing in here, we're gonna be 
cramped." 

"Oh..." 

Meanwhile, among the remaining campers, Primeape was still waiting for one of the Gardevoirs to fall. Although a few 
of the Vileplumes looked tired (Mamoswine was panting like a dog), a few glares from Bisharp was enough to keep 
them in line. Eventually, however, fate struck. 

"Oh...oh gosh...in my nose...," muttered Diglett. He trembled for a bit before rearing his head back and sneezing 
loudly. The stick rolled off of his head and landed in his wheelbarrow. Diglett groaned. "Aw man." 

"Aw...," muttered Primeape. She then shook her head. "PRIVATE, YOU HAVE DROPPED YOUR STICK! YOU ARE 
NOW OUT OF THIS CHALLENGE! GET TO THE LOSER AREA!" 

"SIR YES SIR! BUT I REQUIRE A PUSH, SIR!" responded Diglett. 

"I WILL PUSH YOU!" roared Primeape, pushing Diglett away. "The rest of you, drop and give me a hundred push 
ups! If you can't do it, you're out!" 

Everyone watched as Primeape pleasantly pushed Diglett along. 
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"Of all of the campers Primeape chose to like, DIGLETT?" asked Gengar, eyes wide. "Like, what are the 
odds?" 
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"Diglett seems to be very popular," pondered Gothitelle. "Maybe zere is, ah, more to him than meets ze eye?" 
000 

Once Diglett was nice and snug in the Loser Zone, Primeape returned. Luxray was already done, and she was 
currently attempting to eat her tail. When Mightyena asked the reason, Luxray had shouted for "SCIENCE" and 
hissed at her. Mightyena decided to not push the issue. 

Most of the campers got through the pushups- Swampert, Kabutops and Seizor completed the challenge with ease, 
while Crobat and Honchkrow struggled through it. Primeape swore when Crobat managed his hundredth pushup. But 
others weren't so lucky. Marill and Wooper both collapsed for the Graceful Gardevoirs, putting the team even further 
behind. Garchomp barely managed to complete the exercise. Mamoswine let out a low groan and flopped on his side 
at seventy two push ups. The Gardevoirs had lost four players, while the Vileplumes only lost three. Bisharp nodded 
in approval- his team was winning. 

Toxicroak was the final one to complete the challenge, and he flopped on the ground afterwards, gasping for air. 



"Sheesh...but...l did it! Ahaha! Nice!" 


"Shut it, runt!" snarled Primeape, walking over with a boulder and dropping it on him. Toxicroak let out a loud yelp of 
pain, while Trevenant and Krookodile laughed at him. But Trevenant stopped laughing when Primeape threw one on 
him. One by one, Primeape chucked boulders on top of the campers until they were all pinned down (although the 
Psychics used their powers to lessen the impact of the blow). 

"Now that you're sufficiently pinned by that rock, I want you to push it off of you!" bellowed Primeape. "Your next test 
of strength is to get that rock off of your body. Last one still under there rock is out." 

Gothitelle grinned and used telekinesis, lifting the rock and hurling it away. Alakazam beamed and started doing the 
same before Primeape kicked him. 

"Alright, new rule-no telekinesis, jerk." 

"That's absurd," hissed Alakazam. 

"Be grateful I let your girlfriend get away with it," sneered Primeape. "The rest of you, better get pushing!" 

Medicham, Kabutops, Seizor, and Swampert all managed to get the rock off of their backs in less than a minute. 
Bisharp, Trevenant, and Garchomp took a bit more time. Luxray grinned and teleported on top of the rock. Primeape 
gaped. 

"Okay, no, that's not fair." 

"No rule...against it," gasped Alakazam as he tried getting the rock off. Primeape rolled her eyes, but allowed it. 
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"Primeape's history with me isn't good," explained Alakazam, cocking a brow. "I highly doubt her putting 
rules against me was done to keep 'integrity in the competition'." 
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Banette, Krookodile, Arcanine, Gliscor, and Gengar soon followed in getting the rock off. Noivern and Mismagius 
struggled together, before pushing the rock off and joining the others. Alakazam eventually succeeded, with 
Toxicroak and Hypno following soon after. Honchkrow growled and eventually pushed the rock off, slicing it into bits 
in her anger. Soon, the only Pokemon left under a rock was Mightyena, who groaned in pain. Primeape scowled and 
walked over, lifting the rock and chucking it away. 

"Serves you right," mumbled Arcanine. 

"Alright, you pathetic runt, go join the others!" snarled Primeape. "The rest of you have to run around the island until 
we get to the mountain." 

"The mountain AGAIN?" snapped Krookodile. "I thought Charizard melted the whole thing." 

"WRONG!" roared Primeape. "LAST ONE THERE IS OUT OF THE CHALLENGE." 

Everyone immediately broke off into a run, Kabutops, Seizor, and Swampert leading the way, with the Flying 
Pokemon above them. Banette took the time to try and talk to Mismagius. 

"Okay...so...I know we haven't really...talked too long," said Banette. "And I'm sorry about that. But I was wondering if 
you could...talk to Garchomp? For me?" 

"And why would I do that?" asked Mismagius suspiciously. 

"Look, she's depressed and doesn't know how to cope with what happened, you're stronger than that, and it'll get 
Garchomp off of her pity party and back in the game," explained Banette. "It's weird seeing her all-!" 

"Wait, hold on...you're asking me to help Garchomp so she'll be a stronger player?" asked Mismagius incredulously. "I 
can't believe that! You're just trying to use me!" 

"What?" asked Banette. "No, I-!" 



Trevenant ran up and knocked Banette out of his way. The puppet was left in the dust, struggling to get up before 
resuming his run. 
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Mismagius was seething. "I can't believe it- Trevenant was right! Banette wants to make nice, but only for 
himself! Of all the- to think I dated him!" 
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Banette stared. "What the hell was that about?" 
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Banette was unable to catch up, and was marked out by Primeape. The remaining contestants were looking at a rock 
wall on the mountainside. However, Primeape seemed to have taken pity on them- there was a small bell halfway up 
the mountain. Primeape pounded her fists, pointing upwards. 

"See that bell? You have to climb up and ring the bell, worms! You fall off the wall, you're out! You're the last one to 
ringing the bell, you're out! It's time to start cutting out the weak ones and see who's got the guts to survive, 
understand?" 

A loud echo was heard across the island. 

"SIR YES SIR!" yelled Diglett from afar. 

"That guy has problems," whispered Arcanine to Gengar. Gengar nodded, but he, along with all of the other 
contestants, was staring at the wall in anticipation. They were expecting some sort of trick or trap to accompany it, but 
Primeape didn't give them the chance to find it. 

"GET CLIMBING!" 

Everyone rushed to start climbing. Swampert scaled the wall with ease, while Kabutops was digging in his scythes to 
keep a good strong grip on the stone. Crobat and Noivern started to fly up, before Primeape leaped and grabbed 
them both, yanking them down. 

"NO FLYING, ONLY CLIMBING!" 

Crobat groaned and attempted to climb, but he only managed to get halfway before he fell. And he wasn't the only 
one- Gothitelle slipped up and fell from the wall, letting out a loud scream. Alakazam looked down in fear, but the 
Astral Body Pokemon managed to catch herself with her telekinesis, safely lowering herself down. 

Krookodile frowned. Two more members were out of the competition. He thought to himself as he glanced down, 
seeing Honchkrow, Noivern, and Mismagius struggling below him. Did he want to lose this time? Not particularly- if 
anything, he wanted another crack at the Nightmare Isle. Gliscor climbed past, which cause Krookodile to look up. 
Weavile, Swampert, and Gliscor were still going strong. But...it wouldn't hurt to thin the ranks. As Noivern crawled on 
by, Krookodile faked a slip. Sliding down, his tail wagged hard, whacking Mismagius and Honchkrow in the face. 
Mismagius fell immediately, and while Honchkrow managed to hold her grip for a few moments, she soon dropped 
from the wall with a loud squawk. 

Medicham, who had already rung the bell and was climbing down, stared in shock. 
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"That...that...he hit them on purpose!" said Medicham, shocked. 
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"We win the challenge, Medicham gets angry and tries to convince them all to send me to the Nightmare Isle 
AGAIN!" said Krookodile, grinning. "Honor code? Ha! More like cheat code, because I'm playing this girl like 
a...like a...like a guitar...video game? Ah, whatever, this is going great!" 


000 



Weavile, Krookodile, Swampert, Gliscor, Garchomp, and Alakazam all rang the bell soon after. Bisharp soon 
followed, reaching up to ring the bell, joining Seizor, Kabutops, Toxicroak, Trevenant, and Medicham at the bottom. 
Medicham walked up to him. 

"Krookodile hit two of our teammates off of the wall," said the fighter. 

Bisharp's eyes narrowed. "What? Did you see it?" 

"Yes, as I was coming down the wall...warn the others to stay far away from him," said Medicham. 

"What? No, we should obviously get Trevenant or someone to knock him out of the competition," growled Bisharp. 
"And stoop to his level?" asked Medicham incredulously. "There's no honor in that." 

"There doesn't NEED to be honor, as long as we win!" snapped Bisharp. 

Medicham shook her head, glaring at Bisharp. "That mindset makes me feel sorry for you." 
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"That goody goody is going to be a thorn in my side," groaned Bisharp. 
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Gengar rang the bell and jumped down, leaving only Arcanine, Noivern, Luxray, and Hypno on the wall. Arcanine got 
close enough to grab the bell with his teeth before heading down. Luxray grinned and got closer, but Hypno was 
ready for her. The yellow hypnotist leaped off of the wall and wrapped his arms around Luxray's waist. 

Luxray looked down. "FIRST OF ALL, HOW DARE YOU? SECOND OF ALL, HOW DARE YOU?" 

"I dare easily!" snarled Hypno. "I may not get up this wall, but I'll certainly drag someone off with me." 

"Is that even fair?" asked Gliscor, looking to Primeape. 

"No rule against it," said Primeape with a shrug. 

"Oh, NOW there's no rule against it," drawled Alakazam. Primeape chuckled. 

Luxray struggled to keep climbing, trying to whack Hypno off with her tail, but his grip was secure. 

"HOUSTON, WE HAVE A PROBLEM!" screeched Luxray, toppling off of the wall with Hypno in tow. Everyone 
watched as they both hit the ground in a crumpled heap, leaving Noivern alone on the wall. 

"...and technically, Noivern is the last one on the wall, so she's ALSO out!" shouted Primeape. "Yeah, Hypno's a little 
wuss, but he took out two campers with one move!" 

"And THAT'S how you do it," growled Trevenant. 

"That is so not radical in every single way!" protested Noivern, gliding off the wall. "I could've totally made it, but you 
put me far behind when I tried flying! At least give me a freebie or something like that? You totally ruined my groove!" 

Primeape stared in confusion, before shaking her head. "OKAY, WHATEVER, YOU DID THE WALL. MORE PUSH 
UPS. LAST ONE TO FINISH LOSES! DROP AND GIVE ME A HUNDRED." 

Everyone rolled their eyes and got to work. In the end, Toxicroak collapsed halfway through, and Alakazam did his 
push ups the slowest, eliminating the two of them from the challenge. 

"Let's check the standings!" roared Primeape. "For the Graceful Gardevoirs we have...Weavile, Krookodile, Gliscor, 
Swampert, and Garchomp still in. For the Vileplumes we have Trevenant, Bisharp, Medicham, Kabutops, Arcanine, 
Seizor, and Gengar. Alright, time to continue! Do some jumping jacks. First one to stop is out!" 
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Meanwhile, the Loser Zone was getting crowded, as with more and Pokemon getting eliminated, they were forced to 
try and stick together and not get zapped. 



"Get your elbow out of my butt!" exclaimed Marill. 

"That's my tail, I don't even have an elbow!" protested Wooper. 

"Can one of you NOT be breathing all over me?" asked Crobat, shuddering. 

"I will never stop," whispered Luxray, causing Crobat to back away into the fence, getting shocked. 

Banette, on the other hand, was trying to get through to Mismagius. "Look, I promise, this is strictly for Garchomp's 
own good, when have I ever tried to use someone before?" 

Mismagius glared. "Just because you never have doesn't mean you never will." 

Bronzong stared into space. "I hate this game." 
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Mamoswine grinned. "I couldn't be zapped, since I'm a ground type. It felt pretty nice, knowing that Primeape 
wouldn't hurt me and the guys on purpose." 

000 

"GROUND TYPE RULES!" shouted Wooper, cackling. 
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The jumping jacks continued for a long time, but eventually, Arcanine slipped and fell on his face. He tried to get up 
and get back to work, but Primeape grabbed him by the shoulder, hoisting him up over her head, and chucked him 
away. 

"SLIPPING UP COUNTS AS STOPPING! YOU'RE OUT, PUPPY BOY!" 

Arcanine hit a tree and crumpled to the ground, groaning. He staggered to his feet, dazed, before he wandered away 
to the Loser Zone...in the wrong direction. 

"Alright, maggots...it's time to end this thing," Primeape snapped her fingers. "ALAKAZAM! GET YOUR SPOON 
LOVING BUTT BACK OVER HERE. I NEED YOUR HELP." 

Alakazam, who was poking Arcanine to try and lead him in the right direction, abandoned this effort and strode back 
over, folding his arms. Primeape pointed over to Mewtwo, who was wheeling in a massive pile of rocks. Mewtwo 
dropped the handle and walked off, chuckling. Primeape punched her fists together. 

"You're gonna help me lift those and put them on the contestants backs. The longer they hold up, the more rocks we 
put on their backs. You got that, string bean?" 

Alakazam folded his arms. "You hate me. Why are you choosing me to help you?" 

Primeape grinned. "I don't have to beat you up to get revenge. As of right now, however, you're my bitch." 
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"She thinks a mere stab to my ego can harm me?" asked Alakazam. Then he slumped his shoulders. "Well, 
she was right. I feel so...vile." 
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Alakazam dropped a single rock on everyone's back. Gengar, who was worn out from all of the other workouts, let out 
a low grunt of pain before being crushed under the rock. Two rocks were put down, and no one crumpled due to the 
pain. At the third, almost everyone looked a bit in pain, but it was on the fourth, Krookodile and Weavile both 
succumbed to the pain. Krookodile grumbled quietly, but noticed Bisharp standing next to him. With a howl of pain, he 
thrashed about, his tail swinging wildly, hitting Bisharp. Bisharp tried to regain his balance before falling down in the 
dust. 

"Spooky butt, bitch claws, crocodile dumbass, and blade boy, YOU'RE ALL OUT! GET TO THE LOSER SECTION," 
bellowed Primeape. 



Gengar tottered away, while Weavile gnashed her teeth. Krookodile limped away, a hidden smirk on his face, while 
Bisharp was glaring at the crocodile's back- it hadn't SEEMED deliberate, but... 

Seizor and Kabutops were sharing a look with one another, while Medicham shook her head at Bisharp not listening 
to her. Trevenant was grunting, Garchomp had a low growl echoing in her throat. Gliscor cursed under his breath at 
the effort, while Swampert seemed to be having a good time. 

The fifth rock did nothing to everyone, but at rock six, more Pokemon fell. Gliscor groaned as he finally dropped the 
rock, while Trevenant staggered and fell on his side. Kabutops and Seizor both fell at the same time, and Garchomp, 
though she was starting to get her old fire back in her eyes, eventually gave up and chucked the rock aside. 

Everyone looked shocked as Garchomp slouched away. Even Primeape. She shook her head and stared at 
Swampert and Medicham. "And we're down to two! Let's see how many you can do!" 

Medicham nodded, while Swampert had a confident smile on his face. 

Primeape threw more rocks on, but even when they were holding seven, neither Pokemon fell. Primeape nodded in 
approval. 

"CRAZY EIGHTS- CATCH!" shouted Primeape, throwing the rocks on their back. 

There was nothing at first. Then, after a moment, Medicham groaned quietly before falling, all of her rocks landing 
beside her. Trevenant and Seizor both cursed, while Gliscor grinned. 

"AND THE WINNER AT THE END OF THIS CHALLENGE IS...SWAMPERT!" screamed Primeape. "WHICH MEANS 
THE GRACEFUL GARDEVOIRS WIN AGAIN!" 

Swampert grinned and lifted the rocks up and down a moment before throwing them aside. The Graceful Gardevoirs 
in the distance started cheering, while the Victorious Vileplumes groaned in annoyance at ANOTHER loss. 

Mew teleported in, laughing loudly. "Oh my god...oh man...l just...YOUR FACES! The whole time...PRICELESS! 

Like...when Luxray got grabbed by Hypno and...oh..oh my Arceus, I know what I'LL be using for some advertising 
photos!" 

"You're a jerk," snapped Weavile. 

"Oh well...figure out your votes, Vileplumes, and then we'll see who's going home later tonight!" shouted Mew. 
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Roserade sighed, walking by Trevenant. "Bummed we lost..." 

Trevenant scoffed. "It happens. Regardless, someone has to go home tonight." 

"You think it'll be me?" asked Roserade, scared. 

Trevenant shrugged. "Who knows?" 

"True...hey uh...can I ask you something?" asked Roserade. "You seem like a macho man who's straightforward, 
y'know?" 

Trevenant glanced at her in confusion. "Sure? I guess? Whatever." 

"How do you uh...tell someone you like them...but you're not sure if they like you?" asked Roserade. 

Trevenant frowned. She was asking HIM for advice on how to woo someone? He was pretty sure that she had a 
crush on HIM. If she didn't... 

"I wouldn't know...I'm not a relationship guy," explained Trevenant gruffly. 

"Oh...okay...well...thanks anyway," muttered Roserade, walking off. 
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"I'LL FLAY HIM!" ranted Luxray. "I'LL BARBECUE HIM, I'LL SKEWER HIM AND SAW HIM IN TWO!" 



"Luxray, please, calm down, we still won!" whispered Diglett frantically. 

"I'LL HARVEST HIS ORGANS AT DAWN-!" 

"Look, we still need an alliance member!" shouted Diglett. 

Luxray and Wooper turned to him. Diglett sighed. 

"We need a fourth person on our team, to hold us up until Mamoswine is with us in the merge. Any ideas?" 
"Alakazam!" said Wooper. 

"Wooper, he'd never ally with us," groaned Diglett. 

"Not with THAT attitude," muttered Wooper. 

"Luxray...any ideas?" asked Diglett, rolling his eyes. 

Luxray was trying to lick her nose with her tongue, tilting her head at all sorts of crazy angles. 

"No...no...no...wait...YES...YES I GOT IT!" 
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"Who do we vote for?" asked Kabutops, carving in the table quietly. 

"...Medicham?" asked Gengar. "She sort of failed us at the eleventh hour." 

"...but she's a strong player," argued Seizor. "And we all hit the ground before she did." 

"Fair point," admitted Kabutops, pondering quietly, "...we always have Hypno has a viable option...he's just cannon 
fodder at this point." 

"We could take the easy route and do that," agreed Seizor. 

"Better idea," said Mismagius, folding her arms. "Roserade." 

"Roserade?" asked Honchkrow, who was massaging Crobat's shoulders. The bat was still in a state of shock, his 
eyes wide and his body quivering. 

"P-P-Primeape, man, anything but-!" 

"Hear me out- four challenges, and she's only done good in one of them," explained Mismagius. "And her being able 
to see in smoke was a fluke. In any other part of the challenge, she would've sucked!" 

"...is that the only reason?" asked Kabutops, a smirk on his face. "Or are you just trying to thin the competition?" 

"I honestly expected ya ta try and go for Hypno," admitted Honchkrow. "He did break up you and Banette." 

"He just did it before I did," grumbled Mismagius. "Banette's a jerk." 

Everyone exchanged shocked glances. 
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"Mismagius is talking sense," admitted Kabutops. Then he raised a scythe. "But seriously? Banette's not a 
jerk- how did she get that idea from a breakup that SHE made?" 
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"So, what are our options tonight?" asked Bisharp. 

"The optimal choice is Medicham, she's the greatest threat by far," said Hypno. "Let's trick our team, spread rumors 
and-!" 

"No...you sabotaging Luxray was enough for one day," said Bisharp. "Medicham senses treachery around every 



corner. We're not going to be able to sabotage her without her alerting the rest of the team." 

Hypno scowled. "Then we need a scapegoat- someone to blame. We may want to vote Medicham out for losing us 
the challenge, but the rest of the team won't." 

"They might target you out of sheer spite!" said Toxicroak, throwing back his head and laughing. 

"If you'd let me interrupt for a damn moment," snarled Trevenant. He looked up at Bisharp. "Simple. We toss aside 
Roserade." 

Bisharp frowned. "That changes what you were saying the other day- you wanted to lead both Mismagius and 
Roserade along until you were sure which one you wanted." 

"I want Mismagius," growled Trevenant. "Roserade doesn't seem to be as interested in me as I suspected, so I won't 
be able to influence her too much. She's awful in challenges and I can't use her? That just makes her dead weight." 

Bisharp paused. "Toxicroak, your thoughts?" 

"Sounds easy to me," admitted Toxicroak. "But maybe we ought to start targeting stronger players soon. We're kind 
of gonna get wrecked if we don't." 

Hypno sighed. "Waste of an elimination in my opinion, but I'll follow with your vote." 

"Then that settles it. Roserade it is," said Bisharp. 
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"I didn't expect that blade knight to be so...goodie two shoes," scoffed Hypno. "He won't even let me do what 
I do? Sounds like I need to usurp an alliance leader...but how?" 
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"I don't like competition," growled Mismagius. 
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"Welcome to the Elimination Station, campers!" said Mew, admiring one of his hands, before turning to the campers. 
"I'm sorry I couldn't share your fitness routine, but I admire your love of physical labor. I had more important things to 
handle." 

"Like WHAT?" asked Seizor, scoffing and folding her arms. 

"Uh...hello...have you SEEN my hands?" asked Mew incredulously. "My manicure, pedicure, and spa treatments in 
general are extremely vital to my host charm. My god, you guys will never understand the woes of being-!" 

"Just get on with it," grumbled Mismagius. 

Mew scowled. "Fine. Mismagius, Medicham, and Bisharp, come get your Poke Blocks." 

The first three Pokemon stepped up, Medicham shooting a scowl towards Bisharp. 

"Seizor, Kabutops, Gengar, Trevenant...Toxicroak too...all of you come on up." 

Trevenant scuttled forward, with Mismagius floating beside him, causing Banette to sigh. Weavile glanced over at 
him, frowning. Kabutops and Seizor both ate their blocks triumphantly. 

"...Mamoswine, Arcanine, Crobat, Honchkrow," said Mew, tossing them all Pokeblocks. Mamoswine dashed forward 
and ate Arcanine's as well, causing the dog to stare in astonishment. 

"Dude!" 


"Sorry," said Mamoswine sheepishly. 

"And that leaves the bottom two as Hypno and Roserade," said Mew, grinning at the two. Hypno scoffed, while 
Roserade shivered. "Hypno, you're a jerk. ..you sabotage and scheme, although today, you helped your team out." 



"I'LL ANNIHILATE HIM WITH A LASER FROM THE SUN!" roared Luxray. Wooper pushed her down, trying to calm 
her. Hypno looked over his shoulder and gulped. 

"As for Roserade...you dropped out first...and at the end, you lost- you certainly didn't help," said Mew. 

"I...I asked before I dropped out, man!" protested Roserade. "They said it was okay!" 

"Too bad, Roserade!" shouted Mew, laughing. "Hypno gets the last Poke Block, and you get the Losers' Ceremony!" 
Hypno caught the Poke Block, smirking at Roserade. "Bad luck, smoker." 

Roserade slouched over and sighed, glancing over at Trevenant and Mismagius sadly. "Sorry I failed you guys..." 

"It happens," said Trevenant coolly. "So long." 
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"You know, you win some and you lose some," muttered Roserade. She shrugged. "I don't really know who 
should win, but I really wish I got to talk more with that...person..." 

"Either way, I hope my team can win more without me on it...at least I can go to the resort now, right? Good 
luck, Vileplumes...l need a smoke..." 
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Mismagius smirked. "Hook, line, and sinker." 
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Roserade sighed and looked back at the rest of campers while she stood on the dock. Her eyes rested on one person 
in particular. Banette caught her gaze before he straightened up. 
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"Damn, I thought Roserade wanted Trevenant, but she actually wanted...wow," said Banette. "Didn't see that 
coming." 
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Mew wheeled in a large cart with a punching bag on top of it. He grinned at Roserade and tapped the machine. 
"Feeling hungry?" 

"No, why?" asked Roserade, confused. 

"Too bad, here's your KNUCKLE SANDWICH!" yelled Mew, pressing a button. The glove flew forward and slammed 
into Roserade, sending her soaring across the sky, coughing and screaming all the way. Krookodile snickered, wiping 
a tear from his eye. 

"Priceless." 

"I agree," admitted Mew. "And now onto some more votes! Let's see who's the one to go to the Nightmare Isle 
tonight! From the Graceful Gardevoirs...well, well, well...we have our first double pick! Krookodile is going again." 

Krookodile's smile faded. "WHAT!?" 

"That's right," said Bisharp, smirking quietly. 
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"Hit me with your tail again and see what happens," said Bisharp. "Stupid oaf. If he didn't find the statue 
once, I doubt he'll do it again." 
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"Idiot!" yelled Krookodile. "Let step one of my awesome plan begin!" 



000 


"And from the Victorious Vileplumes, the choice of the evening is...Trevenant!" 

Trevenant frowned, before cracking his knuckles. "Nothing I can't handle." 

"And that's this night's elimination!" said Mew, chuckling. "Catch you all at another challenge, I have some more 
errands to do." 

"Like what, get your hair done?" asked Banette, grinning at Mew's bald head. 

Mew scowled before telporting away. 
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Wooper nodded. "Luxray wanted to send Hypno again, but Alakazam said that weakening a strong player 
was the better choice. So this time we picked Trevenant! Next time will probably be Kabutops or Seizor! Now 
onto our phase two- ALLIANCE!" 
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Marill stared in astonishment. "Me? Alliance with you?" 

"That's right!" said Wooper cheerfully. 

"But...aren't alliances...evil?" asked Marill nervously. 

"Misconception- sometimes, you just want to stick with your friends in the game as long as possible!" said Diglett, 
nodding. 

Marill frowned. "So we'll just vote together and try to help each other out?" 

"YES MA’AM!" shouted Luxray like a soldier. 

Marill smiled slowly. "There's no I in team, but there's a me in there! Guess I'm joining in!" 

Luxray and Wooper cheered, while Diglett groaned. 
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Banette sighed, sitting on the beach. Garchomp was beside him. 

"Depressed?" asked the shark. 

"Yeah. You too?" responded the puppet. 

"I did...a bunch of terrible shit," growled Garchomp, glancing at him. "I thought he'd be fine once he evolved 
but...still...I shouldn't have made him." 

Banette frowned, tapping his chin. "Break up or not, I don't think Charizard would want to see you like this. If 
anything...you're letting your mistake break you...and I don't think that's something you should do." 

"...how aren't you broken by yours?" asked Garchomp quietly. 

Banette sighed. "...I don't know if I'm broken or not. If I am, I'm trying to climb out. Because that's all I can do. Try." 
Garchomp nodded to herself. Then she got up. 

"Well, whatever, get out my way, shithead," she grunted, slouching off. Banette gave her a look of incredulousness. 
Garchomp stopped, turned and smiled. "Thanks, asshole." 

She walked away. Banette seemed more confused than ever. 


000 



Banette stared in space. "I cheered up Garchomp WITHOUT Mismagius's help. Damn. Now if only I could fix 
my problems." 
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Weavile looked out the window, sighing quietly. 

'Weavile, what are you even looking out there for, yo?" asked Noivern, eyes wide. Weavile sighed, glancing back at 
her. 

"Nothing..." 
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This was a chapter of romance, I won't lie. But more specifically, it was a chapter about FAILED ROMANCE. 

Roserade got the boot this time, but I don't think anyone was surprised- she was skating on thin ice this whole time. I 
love Roserade, and the love junk with her involved was entertaining but...she wasn't a winner. Not by a long shot. 
Though I wonder WHO she liked, because it wasn't Trevenant. It's obvious to me, but...figure it out. 

Fun Fact: Roserade was originally going to be Medicham's proper and honorable character, while there was going to 
be an Amoonguss who was always getting stoned in her place. I scrapped that character and put Roserade there 
instead, making Medicham a more fitting honorable warrior. 

So, romance- Garchomp is depressed, Mismagius starts disliking Banette because of Trevenant, Roserade is kicked 
out partially due to Mismagius's crush on him, and in the end, Banette cheers up Garchomp without Mismagius's help 
(as Kabutops said, he's not a jerk). 

And Weavile's thinking of SOMEONE. 

Medicham is onto Krookodile and mad at Bisharp. This should be interesting. Hypno planning a mutiny? Cool. 

I've slipped a lot of info and subtle things in the cracks in this chapter. Hope you all notice 'em. 

Next Episode: No returning camper, but Mew has an age old challenge that never TRULY gets old. Too bad it gets 
everyone riled up. An alliance is damaged by the end of the night, a camper goes home, and when fears are 
exposed, certain players become difficult to trust. 


Roserade: Mmm...review...that'd be...chill, y'know? 



*Chapter 6*: Mew's Camp of Fear! 

And now, an old fan favorite challenge returns, and we get some disturbing sights and things! Hope you enjoy! 

This chapter is the longest chapter that has ever been written in Total Pokemon history, so I hope you like it. 

However, be warned- some of the moments in this chapter are dark. Certain characters have fears that may 
be disturbing to you people. While some are humorous, others may scare the viewer. Some topics that may 
be discussed/seen in this chapter are death, murder, claustrophobia, drowning, and more. You have been 
warned. 

That being said, no one actually dies. So once again, enjoy! 
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"Hello everyone!" said Celebi. "My name is Celebi, and we're back again with another episode of Nightmare Isle 
Nightly! And tonight, our guest is none other than the man hosting the show. From off of Total Pokemon and onto my 
humble little night show we have...Mew!" 

Mew grinned at the ground, his smile twinkling, before leaning back in his chair confidently. "Great to be here, dear." 
Celebi laughed. "Thank you, Mew. So...in your opinion, how is the show going so far?" 

"Amazing...! didn't think it'd generate as much interest as it did...and the ratings and tricks and turns seem to be 
keeping everything interesting," said Mew. 

"Now, you create the challenges, correct? What can we expect from the next episode of Total Pokemon Redux?" 
asked Celebi. 

"A return of the old fan favorite...while no contestant is going to return to host, I'll be hosting the Fear Challenge," said 
Mew, rubbing his hands together. 

"The Fear Challenge?" asked Celebi, eyes wide. "That's certainly a challenge that generates a lot of publicity, both 
positive and negative. But you stated before that all challenges have been edited in some way. What sort of twist will 
be in this challenge." 

Mew smirked. "Okay, so, I'll credit Mewtwo with this one. Remember how Weavile is scared of fire, but Seizor hates 
being helpless? Well, Mewtwo asked what would happen if we swapped those fears! Like, giving Weavile the 
quicksand treatment and Seizor the fire treatment. So, this time around, rather than facing your OWN fear, the 
campers will be facing each other's." 

"So Gengar won't have to confront the vacuum, he might have to face...say...Toxicroak's fear?" asked Celebi. 

"Yep!" agreed Mew. "It'll give some less fortunate campers a break, and some of the cockier ones thrown for a loop. 
Should be fun, huh?" 

"So, other than challenges, any other interesting things you couldn't have predicted? You set up the challenge, but 
you have no idea how they'll turn out. Any shockers?" 

"Charizard evolving and going home so quick was pretty surprising, he was a front runner in every other season," 
admitted Mew. "I was honestly expecting him to be in the top ten again. Other than that? No real twists I've seen, but 
I'm waiting for more, that's half the excitement!" 

"Talking of fear challenges, we currently have two contestants on the Nightmare Isle!" said Celebi, smiling at the 
crowd. "Rough and rumble Trevenant and, for the second time, Krookodile. So, Mew, have you been keeping an eye 
on the island?" 

"Well, Trevenant handled it well, and Krookodile was definitely doing some interesting things while looking for the 
idol...but I shouldn't spoil it. Why don't we watch?" commented Mew, pointing to the screen. 

Celebi grinned. "I can't argue with that logic. Let's see how our two victims are doing tonight!" 
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Trevenant growled, shambling on his wooden legs through a thick field of brambles. He hacked and slashed the 
prickly foliage out of his path, low curses escaping his mouth as he continued traversing through the area. 


"Damned...brambles," he grumbled. "I thought for sure Mew would hide it in a difficult place-1 checked some caves, in 
the thorns, even in a tunnel underground filled with eyes...nothing..." 

Trevenant stopped before spinning in a wide arc, slashing apart all of the thorns surrounding him. He stood in the 
center of the shredded plants, before letting out a cry of frustration, stamping his legs into the dark earth beneath him. 
He glared through the shadows around him, gulping quietly before he kept moving. 

"This is ridiculous.,.1 doubt Mew even hid a statue on the island- it's probably just some scheme to keep us from 
complaining about this hell pit," snarled Trevenant. "Unbelievable." 

With a toss of his head he kept moving before he stopped at the edge of the brambles, staring. "The hell is that?" 

Up ahead there was a large building. It looked devastated, ruined and smashed beyond repair, yet it was still standing 
up. Trevenant squinted. It must've been an estate or beautiful summer home at some point, although among the 
shadows and darkness, it didn't resemble anything near pleasant anymore. 

"...maybe it's there." 

Trevenant took a few steps forward, before hesitating. He looked at the building in apprehension, then fear, before he 
turned and walked away. 

"Then again...maybe...maybe not." 

In a different section of the island, Krookodile crawled out of a pit of mud, snapping his teeth irritably. "Another spot 
down...come on, Mew, quit holding out on me! My plan is going fine, but I really need that immunity statue!" 

He picked some mud off of his body before stomping away, lashing his tail. He stopped, looked back, and saw it 
trapped in a statue...specifically, Houndoom's jaws. Krookodile flinched, before snorting and stepping forward, 
shaking his head. 

"Yeah, real creepy, what's it going to do, breathe-" 

FWOOSH! A jet of flame burst from the statue, singing Krookodile's tail. With a yelp of pain, the crocodile scuttled 
away, swearing. 

"DAMN IT! OW!" 
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Mew burst into laughter, slapping his hand on the table. "Did you see his face when it spit fire? How could he NOT 
see that coming? Ahahaha!" 

"Seems like Krookodile's sly tricks can help him in challenges, but not on the island," commented Celebi. 

"Eh...I don't know...I’ve seen the stunts he's pulled during the challenges...! think he's got a lot left to show us," said 
Mew, grinning. 

"Actually, I'm more interested in Trevenant right now," said Celebi. "He was hunting in the thorns to try and find the 
statue but he...stumbled upon that mansion. Could you tell us about that?" 

"That would be spoiling the fun. Let's say that the mansion is like the Illusion Shack's big brother," said Mew, grinning. 
"Is that where the statue is?" asked Celebi curiously. 

"Maybe, maybe not!" said Mew cheerfully. "All I can say is that there's some good stuff in there. It could have 
information regarding future challenges! It could have everyone's weaknesses inside. It could have the immunity icon. 
But there's good stuff in there- if you can work up the nerve to go in." 

"I assume Darkrai had a hand in making the building give off an aura of fear?" guessed Celebi. 

"Obviously." 



"Well, I suppose this interesting revelation sums up Nightmare Isle Nightly!" said Celebi. "We'll see you next week." 
"And I'll see YOU tomorrow evening," said Mew, smiling smoothly. Celebi blushed. 
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"Alright so...what's our plan?" asked Wooper, sitting beside Marill. 

"Who needs a plan?" asked Luxray, giggling as she prodded a flower with a stick. 

"Well, Mamoswine is with us when we get to the merge," said Diglett. "He just doesn't want to give his team a reason 
to vote him off, which is why he's not here." 

"Yeah but...what's the plan?" asked Wooper. 

"Did we even have a plan during World Tour?" asked Diglett curiously. 

"I mean, hiding in vents, storing up food to stake out in the vent, trying to be generally inconspicuous," rattled off 
Wooper. 

"You guys are...interesting veterans," commented Marill, eyes wide. 

"We're kind of the worst veterans you've ever seen," admitted Diglett. 

"Uh, did you see my bomb last season? I'd be the best veteran," said Luxray, smirking. 
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"I'm glad these swell bunch of guys took me in!" said Marill, smiling. But it soon faded. "Although...Luxray is 
worrisome. Shouldn't she be in...a nuthouse?" 
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"PLAN? PLAN? PLANS ARE FOR QUITTERS!" screamed Luxray, before shocking herself. 

"Anyways, I suggest a pincer movement around the Vileplumes at dawn," said Luxray carefully, carving a 
design in the wall. 
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Alakazam stared at the carvings, intrigued. "This is a marvelous strategy in an actual war. I'm curious as to 
who created this." 
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Kabutops was doing some push ups, Banette and Gengar watching with drinks in their hands. He let out a grunt of 
effort. "So...you managed to cheer up Garchomp, but Mismagius snapped on you when you tried chatting with her?" 

"Exactly!" said Banette, throwing his hands up. "Did she say anything about me?" 

"Now that you mention it...," panted Kabutops. "She did mention something about you." 

"Yeah, she was calling you a jerk or something," said Gengar, frowning. 

Banette looked stunned. "What? Dude, I get it, we broke up, but I haven't done anything to her! I mean, even I went 
on a date with-!" 

"Wait, what?" interrupted Kabutops, leaning on his arm. "You went on a date with someone? Not Gardevoir, right?" 

"Are you nuts?" hissed Banette. "No, it was after World Tour and uh.Jook, the girl doesn't matter, point is I thought 
she'd at least be CIVIL with me. I haven't said anything mean!" 

"...maybe someone put the idea in her head...spreading rumors," suggested Gengar. 

"Really? Who?" 



"To be fair, she didn't start acting weird until Hypno got back," pointed out Kabutops. 

Banette froze. "Shit." 

"Look, man...you don't have to hate her, but...l think you need to accept that you guys are over. For good," said the 
shellfish quietly. 

Banette stared in shock, before drooping. 
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"Give up on her?" asked Banette, sighing. "Even as a friend? This bites." 
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"So...have you been talking to Banette recently?" asked Gothitelle over her shoulder. 

Weavile froze up. They were alone in the cabin right now, and that was good because Weavile was tempted to 
scream. "Why are you asking?" 

"I am just curious as to whether or not you are planning on wooing him," replied Gothitelle innocently. 

"Woo him?" asked Weavile, trying not to gag. "I'm not a flirt- guys tend to pick up ME, not the other way around- I'm 
the one who chooses to say yes or no." 

"No offense, but waiting is not always ze best strategy," said Gothitelle, turning to face her new friend. 

"I'm surprised he hasn't said anything," muttered Weavile. "Considering what happened on that one date we went on- 

"Perhaps he eez frightened...or maybe he is planning on reconciling with Mismagius," responded Gothitelle. 

Weavile whirled around. "WHAT!?" 

"It eez a possibility, no?" asked Gothitelle, shrugging. 

"...okay, you just made that point to get a rise out of me," accused Weavile, eyes narrowed. 

"Oui. What eez your point?" asked Gothitelle. 

"...okay...maybe I'll TRY being flirty with Banette," grumbled Weavile. "But you're going to help me out." 

Gothitelle grinned. "Wonderful! All we need eez an intelligent plan!" 
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Arcanine was chatting animatedly with Swampert about working out, before excusing himself. "Alright, I gotta run to 
the outhouse. Tell me more on how you could hold up so many rocks later?" 

"Sure, dude, I'll make us some protein shakes!" said Swampert, grinning. 

Arcanine nodded before turning and padding away, heading for the confessional before hearing a familiar growl. 
"Good to see you're keeping your word." 

Arcanine scowled and turned. "You act like it matters." 

"I'll get you eliminated if you don't," spat Mightyena. "So it kind of does." 

Arcanine thrust his head forward, causing Mightyena to flinch back. "News flash, emo girl, I'm keeping your secret 
because that's the type of guy I am, not because I'm scared of you. As long as I can make it to the merge, I'll be fine, 
because if one thing's for certain, it's that you won't beat me in a one on one." 


"Goth," grumbled Mightyena. 



"...what." 


"I'm goth, not emo," explained Mightyena. Arcanine rolled his eyes. 

"And I'm not just a lunkhead jock," growled Arcanine. "Just because I'm willing to do what you want right now doesn't 
mean I'm going to respect you." 

"Of course, because jocks only care about themselves and winning their next sport's game," drawled Mightyena. 

Arcanine seethed. "Oh really? And how the hell would you know so much about jocks if you're an emo- oh, pardon 
me, GOTH!?" 

"What?" asked Mightyena. 

"Let me give you a little tip, Gotharella," snapped Arcanine. "Judge someone by the inside, not the out. You might 
learn something." 
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Mightyena scoffed. "Who does he think he is? He doesn't know me, he doesn't...understand. It doesn't matter 
if he made a good point or anything." 

She turned up her nose, before sighing sadly. 
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"Who should we target this time?" asked Toxicroak, frowning. 

Bisharp glanced at him. "What do you mean? We haven't lost yet." 

"Yeah but...Hypno is saying how we should sabotage-" 

"And I said NO," stated Bisharp firmly. "If anything, sabotage would get the others' attention and mark us as targets...! 
bet that's what Hypno's goal is- trying to make us look like a bigger threat than him." 

"Then you don't trust him?" asked Toxicroak, eyes wide. 

"No, I don't," admitted Bisharp. "But I won't knock him out of the ring until he makes a wrong move." 

"...okay, well we can't plan who to vote then," said Toxicroak. "What about the Nightmare Isle?" 

"...we need to be careful about that...on one hand, I don't want a threatening player over there to get it," explained 
Bisharp. "Alakazam's probably caught onto that by now, which is why I'll never send him there." 

"So...send someone weak or stupid?" 

"Pretty much," said Bisharp. "Diglett would be a lovely choice, but I know Medicham would come for my head. 
Perhaps Wooper...maybe Bronzong, he's a lazy one." 

"Lazy, but clever," pointed out Toxicroak. 

"Clever alone won't cut it- Hypno didn't snag the idol," argued Bisharp. "Regardless, we'll see how the challenge goes 
and then we'll figure it out." 

BEEEEEEEEEP! 

A loud beeping noise was heard over the intercom. "Attention campers! It's time for the challenge! I need you all to go 
into the brick building that's in the eastern field! It's big and red. You can't miss it! 

Bisharp sighed. "There we go. Let's move." 
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"Walking in there, I should've expected something to go wrong," said Crobat, roiling his eyes. 



000 


"This challenge SUCKED," moaned Noivern. 
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The contestants entered slowly. The inside of the brick building was plain and simply had a bunch of chairs, enough 
for every contestant. Everyone nervously sat down and waited. Eventually Mewtwo arrived, dragging Trevenant and 
Krookodile behind them before tossing them to the ground. Trevenant snarled and got up, stomping to Bisharp and 
Toxicroak. Bisharp gave him a nod. 

"No idol?" 


"No, but I might have an idea where it is," growled Trevenant. 

Krookodile just slowly slouched over to his seat and slumped over in it. Everyone started waiting...and soon, when 
nothing happened, people got nervous. 

"Is like, anything gonna happen or what?" whispered Noivern. 

"I don't like da feel of dis," crowed Honchkrow quietly. 

Arcanine perked up, sniffing deeply. "Do you guys smell anything? It smells...like chemicals..." 

"Yeah it's...a bit...weird...," muttered Wooper, wobbling his seat. 

"You don't even have a nose!" spat Garchomp. 

"Everyone...wait...something's wrong...l feel...drowsy," muttered Swampert. 

Banette glanced around. "What? I'm fine." 

"No...I...feel eet as well...," murmured Gothitelle, drooping over in her seat. All of the contestants were slowly passing 
out, with Luxray curling up under her chair, Garchomp snoring and cursing in her sleep, and even hyper Noivern was 
calm. The only ones awake were Hypno and Banette, both confused and awake among the sleeping campers. 

"Insomnia aside...what in the blazes is going on?" snarled Hypno. 

Mewtwo opened the door again, walking in with a gas mask, before whacking Hypno and Banette over the head. 
Hypno got knocked out instantly, but Banette just groaned. Mewtwo sighed and hit him a few more times. 

"Sorry about that." 
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Banette opened his eyes and got to his feet. He groaned and clutches his throbbing head for a moment, staggering 
and reaching out to grab something for support. That something turned out to be Arcanine, who let out a grunt, 
shaking his groggy head. 

"What...happened?" asked the dog, letting out a quiet bark. 

"I...we got knocked out...and...oh shit, where the hell are we?" asked Banette, freezing up. 

Everyone soon came to and looked around the room. The room looked like it was something out of a horror video 
game. Blood splattered across the wall, rust, a few carvings here in there. A broken door hung on its hinges at the 
front of the room, swaying ominously as though someone had just left. There were also chairs in this room, although 
rather than the wooden ones seen in the brick building, these were metal and resembled electric chairs. Banette 
looked around, before he cracked a grin. 

"Horror challenge already, Mew? Someone's eager to make everyone else look more like a wuss than himself." 

On that note, Mew kicked down the broken door, glaring at Banette. "Okay, wise guy. If you insist, then maybe I'll 
introduce the challenge." 

"It's obviously based on the fear challenge," said Alakazam. "Although, there were a few- the survival horror 



challenges and the facing your fear challenges. So, which one is it?" 

"Well, Alakazam, since you so kindly asked, I'll tell you," said Mew. "This challenge is a call back to the Face Your 
Fear challenge as WELL as the Horror Challenge. Unlike the previous four challenges, there will be no returning 
camper to host- instead, I'll be stepping back in to do my job of torturing you on this island in the Fear-Torture 
Challenge! So don't worry, coward boy, there's no Darkrai to get you. This is NOT the survival challenge." 

Alakazam scowled, but on the inside, he was relieved. 

"So, as this challenge usually goes, you have to face a fear. I'll take all of you one at a time to meet your fear head 
on," explained Mew. "I'll give you a button. If you press your button during your fear, that means you can't deal with it, 
and you're out! On the other hand, if you DON'T press your button, you'll pass your test and earn your team a point. 
Team with the most points wins! Team with the least points, someone's going home!" 

"That's fine-1 beat my fear once, I can do it again," bragged Weavile. 

"That sounds awesome Weavile," agreed Mew. "Except you won't be facing the burning building this time!" 

Weavile froze, "...what?" 

"Yeah, something we noticed in the first time we did this challenge is certain campers had...advantages," said Mew. 
"Poor Wooper had to drop out because of a deadly allergy to Beedrill, while Rhydon just had to hug his Grandma. 

And when I see a difference like that, it makes me sad. So instead, I got this new idea! Rather than facing your own 
fear, you get to draw a card from a deck and then face the fear of whoever's on the card! So for example, if Bronzong 
picks Gengar's card, he'll have to face Gengar's fear!" 

"Slay me," groaned Bronzong. "My death at the hands of a cleaning device." 

"DON'T EVEN GO THERE, MAN!" shouted Gengar. 

"You may have laughed and mocked those who couldn't finish their fears last time, but how will YOU fair in there 
position?" asked Mew, smirking. "Only one way to find out! Let the Fear Challenge begin!" 

There was a loud silence. Then Luxray jumped on her desk and let out a mad cackle of triumph. 

"NO CLOWNS! TAKE THAT, ENTEI!" 

"Entei?" whispered Marill to Mamoswine, who shrugged. 
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"Well, this challenge is going to be a doozy," said Swampert, smacking his forehead. "My own fear's bad 
enough, but what if someone has a massive fear of something like...the end of the world? I can't deal with 
that, man!" 
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"And our first contestant is...," said Mew, pulling a card out of his personal deck, grinning. "Bellsprout. Nah, just 
kidding, it's Luxray!" 

Luxray leaped down from her perch on a desk, running forward and snatching a card from the pile on the front desk. 
She grinned as she flipped it over. 

"You got...Garchomp's fear!" said Mew. 

Most of the contestants glanced at Garchomp, who folded her arms and gnashed her teeth quietly. She hadn't played 
in the fear challenges in any season, so they were all curious to see what made her sweat. Mew grinned and pressed 
a button, causing a television screen to descend in front of the campers. 

"You can watch her complete her fear here...now let's see...Luxray has to ride a roller coaster!" announced Mew. He 
grabbed Luxray and teleported with her away. Mewtwo stepped inside and adjusted the TV settings. Mew and Luxray 
appeared on the screen next to a massive coaster with loops, corkscrews, and other crazy scenery. 

"One ride and you're good!" said Mew cheerfully. Luxray stared before she let out a loud cackle. 



"THIS'LL BE EASIER THAN SKYDIVING INTO A VOLCANO!" shouted Luxray, leaping into the car in front. "BEAM 
ME UP, MEW!" 

Mew stared. 

"GO ON, START THE RIDE!" 

"Oh, right!" 

Mew pressed a button and the roller coaster started up. Luxray was still for a moment before the chain of cars rolled 
away, the cat screaming with glee all the while. Luxray grinned as she rode on, shouting and whooping with delight 
every time she hit a loop de loop. 

Bronzong smirked, while Alakazam hid a smile with his hand. Gliscor glanced to Garchomp, snickering. 

"Roller coasters? Really?" 

"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" snarled Garchomp angrily. 

Luxray continued her ride, laughing with delight before the ride stopped. The dazed Electric type stumbled off of the 
ride, her hair sticking in all different directions. She grabbed onto Mew with her tail tiredly. Mew grinned and they 
teleported back to the room. Luxray staggered to her chair, with everyone staring at her. She gave them all a crazed 
grin. 

"Can I go again?" 

"Uh? No," said Mew, snickering. "Okay, that wasn't the terrified reaction I was looking for, but whatever- Luxray wins 
her team a point!" 

The Graceful Gardevoirs cheered, with Swampert punching the air and Gothitelle clapping. 

"Okay...our next unlucky player is...Toxicroak!" said Mew, clapping his hands. Toxicroak let out a giggle before getting 
up, strutting over to the deck of cards and yanking one out. He held it up. 

"Swampert's fear, should be fun!" said Toxicroak cheerfully. 

Swampert gulped, shivering in his seat. 

"Well, we'll certainly find out if you can handle it- unlike most of the fears, we can do this right here!" said Mew, pulling 
out a large syringe. 

Toxicroak's grin slipped from his face as he stared. "What's that?" 

"A shot," said Mew matter of factly. "Swampert's fear is needles!" 

Everyone turned at the sound of metal dragging across the floor. Swampert's chair had moved as far away from the 
needle as possible. He was trembling in a corner, his eyes fixed on Mew and Toxicroak. Toxicroak himself was 
sweating, eyeing the needle- it may not have been HIS fear, but he wasn't a fan of them either. Everyone's gaze 
travelled from Toxicroak and Swampert, back and forth as they watched the scene unfold. 
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"A big, strong guy like him...afraid of NEEDLES?" asked Weavile. She folded her arms. "Boys are weird. The 
guy can probably bench press a house, and he runs from a little shot." 
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"Guess that rules out steroid use," said Bronzong, chuckling at his joke. 
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Toxicroak's eyes bugged out as the needle got closer. It was dripping with some unknown fluid. Toxicroak bit his lip 
before pressing his button. 


Everyone groaned. 



Toxicroak gave them an indignant look. "Uh, hello? Look at the damn thing, it's a freakin’ NEEDLE! Who knows 
what's gonna get injected if I take that." 

"It was water," revealed Mew with a smug smile on his face. "But, oh well. No points for the Vileplumes!" 

Toxicroak slumped over in his seat, but let out a startled gasp when wraps emerged and strapped down in a rigid 
position. 

"As punishment for not facing your fear, THAT happens!" said Mew, laughing. 

Kabutops shivered. "Ugh, he looks like a lab experiment...gross. I hate straps." 

"Next player to go will be..Gengar!" said Mew cheerfully. 

Gengar frowned, glaring at the deck apprehensively. "Look, I've already been stuffed in a vacuum, dropped out of a 
plane, and turned into a firework across two seasons- do I REALLY have to do this?" 

"Yes." 

Gengar sighed and took a card. His eyes brightened. "Mamoswine! Uh...wait...l forget what his was-!" 

Mew teleported Gengar to a room before he was even done talking. Everyone watched as Gengar appeared in a 
room full of food. A large table stretched across the fancy room, a luxurious tablecloth draped over it. But the sight of 
the table was nothing compared to the food- meat, vegetables, bowls of fruit, piles of desserts- everyone was nearly 
drooling at the sight. Gengar seemed pleased. 

"An all you can eat buffet?" asked Gengar incredulously. "Mamoswine, you hooked me up!" 

He began eating some ice cream at the end. Everyone looked to Mamoswine in confusion, and they were shocked- 
the large pig was sniffling into Luxray’s comforting embrace. She was murmuring quietly in his ear. 
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"Mamoswine crying aside, I was surprised to see Luxray THAT calm," said Crobat, eyes wide. 
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As Gengar continued stuffing his face, the food began to tremble. Slowly, behind the gluttonous ghost, a giant 
monster made of food was formed. Chicken bone fingers, red apple eyes, and popsicle teeth- it looked like some 
gruesome creature that a mad scientist had made in the kitchen. It tapped Gengar on his shoulder. The ghost turned, 
before looking up and letting out a quiet squeak. 

"What the heck is this?" asked Gengar. 

The monster roared. Gengar screamed and ran, the monster sloppily pursuing him around the table. Gengar through 
cakes and silverware at the beast, but it didn't stop- its ice cream covered body absorbed every blow. 

Gengar skidded to a halt. Ice cream! That was it! 

Gengar dashed to the center of the table, grabbing a lit candle and throwing it at the monster. The monster halted, 
trying to shield itself from the flames. Gengar ran around and grabbed more candles, hurling them at the beast. 

Slowly, the ice cream began to melt. As the demented being started turning into a deformed puddle, Mew appeared 
and teleported Gengar out. 

"A point goes to the Vileplumes!" 

Gengar sat back down, arms folded in triumph. Trevenant gave him an approving nod. Bisharp smiled. They were on 
the board now. 

"...next up? Weavile!" said Mew. 

Weavile shrugged and stepped up, grabbing a card and flipping it over. "Toxicroak." 

"Oh boy!" said Mew, teleporting away with Weavile. They appeared in next to a large pile of dirt in the middle of a 
dusty field. Weavile glanced around. There was nothing significant, other than the pile of dirt and what appeared to be 



a coffin. 


"A coffin? What, is he claustrophobic?" asked Weavile. Mew just nodded and smiled, before pushing Weavile into the 
coffin. 

"Hey!" 

Mew wasn't listening to her protests, locking the coffin shut. Weavile whirled around before she noticed a tiny window 
in the front. She looked out to see Mew push the coffin over. Rather than landing on soft dirt, the ground gave away 
and Weavile fell into a massive hole. She looked up, but since it was late at night, Mew was hard to make out. The 
pile of dirt levitating over the hole, however, was totally visible, and it became more so when it was dropped on 
Weavile. 

"Ah...being buried alive," said Hypno. "Interesting." 

"I wish you had gotten that challenge- we could've left you there," said Alakazam, smirking. Gothitelle giggled beside 
him. Hypno sneered. 

Weavile struggled, but the weight of the dirt kept her down. She looked around, a bit nervous- being buried was okay, 
but not six feet under and certainly not alive! She began to wriggle even more before her eyes narrowed to slits. 

Mew waited casually, looking at a watch, bored. Weavile hadn't pressed the button. Then, suddenly, he heard a low 
crunching noise. Mew stared as the dirt started to move, and eventually, a massive claw emerged from the earth. 

After about another minute, a dirt covered Weavile emerged from the dirt, panting. 

"...you just had to stay down there for ten minutes," said Mew, gaping. 

"You're not gonna keep me down there," snarled Weavile. "And I didn't press the button. Give me the point." 

"That's a loophole, that's unfair," argued Bisharp. 

"No rule against it!" announced Mew. "I love loopholes! Weavile scores the Gardevoirs their second point!" 

They arrived back on the scene, with everyone cheering for Weavile, Alakazam patting her on the shoulder and 
Banette giving her a smile. 

"Mamoswine! You're up!" said Mew. 

Mamoswine lumbered forward, taking a card and hold it up. "I got Diglett." 

Diglett groaned. 

Mew grabbed Mamoswine and teleported. Everyone watched the screen intently before everyone gasped- Mew had 
teleported them straight into the sky. Mamoswine flailed his legs wildly as he dropped out of the air. Mew yelled down. 

"His fear is falling from high places! Wanna press your button?" 

Mamoswine looked through his paws. "WHERE IS MY BUTTON?" 

Luxray looked down at his chair, where the button was. "Oops." 

Mamoswine flailed wildly, plummeting through small clouds as he flew down. Mismagius and Honchkrow exchanged 
a worried glance. Marill covered her eyes. Trevenant leaned forward with a menacing grin. 

Mamoswine continued his drop of doom until he landed in a gigantic pile of pillows. Everyone held their breath, but 
the prehistoric pig came through and crawled out of the pillows, letting out a triumphant shout. 

"Mamoswine evens the score with another points- both teams have two points!" said Mew. They returned and Mew 
shuffled his deck, smiling. 

"And our next player will be...Bisharp!" said Mew. Bisharp frowned and walked over, selecting a card, before flipping it 
up. 


"I received Wooper. 



"Oh, this should be good!" said Mew, grabbing Bisharp and taking him away to his location. Wooper looked down and 
sighed. 

Bisharp stood in a large clearing, folding his arms. "Wait...what did Mew say? Didn't he mention Wooper's 
fear...Beedrill, right?" 

A loud buzzing answered him as a bunch of Beedrill flew out of the trees, their stingers pointed at the knight. Bisharp 
dropped into a battle stance, ready to fight. He sliced the first bee that tried to sting him, dodging the next two, before 
punching another. Bisharp moved quickly on his feet, blocking most attacks and retaliating with his own powerful 
moves. Everyone watched with interest. 
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"He has good form, and his fighting style is a pleasure to watch," said Medicham, smiling. Then she frowned. 
"If only his tactics weren't so twisted." 
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"Bisharp has succeeded!" said Mew, while Bisharp walked back to his seat. "Of course, Beedrill are no problem if you 
don't have an allergy." 

Garchomp glared at Wooper, who cringed. "I'm sorry, I have a deadly allergy! I can't control it!" 

Garchomp growled, before sighing and nodding. "It's understandable." 

Banette and Alakazam both gave Garchomp a shocked look. The landshark was being understanding? Charizard's 
departure had affected her far greater than they had thought. 

"Marill, you're next!" said Mew. She hopped up and walked forward, pulling out a card before holding up Alakazam. 

"Alakazam, eh?" asked Mew, reaching for Marill and teleporting them away. They arrived in a large graveyard, filled 
with dense green fog. Marill started to shiver. 

"What is this place?" 

"A graveyard, dear...you know...where the dead go when they die!" said Mew cheerfully, floating away. 

Marill looked around wildly when she heard a snap. Her gaze shifted to a gravestone a few feet away from her. All of 
a sudden, a large, skeletal hand emerged from the ground. Marill screamed, slamming her hand on the button. 

"Zombie apocalypse may be Alakazam's fear, but didn't handle that any better," said Mew, folding his arms. Marill 
hung her head in shame when she arrived back in the waiting room. Alakazam shook his head in disappointment, 
while Garchomp and Weavile scowled at her. 

"Not even one zombie?" muttered Banette. "Aw, man, I would've KILLED to get that fear." 

Wooper glanced to Banette and backed away slowly. 

"Well, with that little loss, the Vileplumes are still ahead with three points!" said Mew, snickering at the quiet Marill, 
who was strapped up in her chair like Toxicroak now. "Let’s see who's next!" 

"One question- Alakazam, a zombie apocalypse? That just seems...random for you," said Bronzong. 

Alakazam looked away. 
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"I watched too many zombie movies as an Abra," explained Alakazam. "And besides, there is no possible 
way for the dead to reanimate due to rigor mortis. A zombie apocalypse is completely illogical, impossible, 
and never happening. So if it did, I'd be absolutely terrified." 

000 


I don't handle scary things well, that's all!" protested Marill. 



000 


"Gothitelle!" shouted Mew. "You're our next player." 

The model got up and carefully walked over to the deck of cards at the front and took one, staring apprehensively at it 
before holding it up. "The card I have received belongs to Crobat." 

"Crobat, eh?" said Mew, snickering. "Fair enough. Follow me!" 

Gothitelle had no choice, as Mew teleported them. Alakazam gripped the desk hard, while Honchkrow gave Crobat a 
knowing look. 

Gothitelle was in the middle of a beauty parlor. She glanced around as Mew stepped forward. Gothitelle folded her 
arms. "A bad makeover? I don't expect that to be Crobat's fear." 

"Crobat is a unique among us, as he fears two things equally much...so we combined the two!" said Mew, laughing. 
"You see, he fears makeovers, and Primeape! So we're going to give you both. Primeape is going to give YOU a 
makeover!" 

Primeape smashed down a door, glaring daggers at Gothitelle, her fists covered in different kinds and colors of 
makeup. Gothitelle stared at her apprehensively. 

"With her fists!" finished Mew, cackling loudly. Alakazam groaned, covering his face. 

Primeape stomped over while Mew got out of the way. "ARE YOU READY FOR ME TO REARRANGE YOUR 
FACE?" 

Everyone winced and waited for Gothitelle to scream, protest, or press the button. But NO ONE expected her to shout 
back. 

"Do you really zink I cannot handle zis?" asked Gothitelle dangerously. "I am not simply a pretty face. I am a model. I 
have been wearing lipstick and eyeshadow since I was a young child! I have had my hair pulled, worn heels zat are 
bigger zan your muscles, and I have certainly worn painful outfits! I do not fear a bit of hard makeup, especially not 
from a COQUIN like you!" 

"Coquin?" asked Gliscor, turning to Alakazam, who was watching the screen dreamily. 

"Rogue, rascal, scoundrel," he murmured quietly. 

Primeape stared before letting out a roar, swinging her fists forward. 
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"She didn't even fold- she doubled down on Primeape!" said Banette, eyes wide. "No wonder Alakazam likes 
her." 
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"Alakazam does not only care about ze looks," said Gothitelle mischievously. 
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Alakazam sighed dreamily. 
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Gothitelle marched back to her seat with her head held high, her makeup perfectly applied on her face. Gliscor and 
Arcanine stared at her with their jaws dropped, Garchomp and Weavile were shivering, while Hypno seemed 
spooked. Gothitelle checked her appearance in a mirror, before shooting a glare at Mew. "Have I acquired a point for 
my team, correct?" 

Mew was also staring at Gothitelle in awe, before shaking his head, snapping out of his daze. "Ah, yes, 
right...uh...Gothitelle scores a point for her team! Our next competitor will be...Mismagius." 

Mismagius cocked a brow and floated forward, grabbing a card. "Gengar?" 



Mewtwo walked out of the room for a moment, and returned with a high powered vacuum. Mismagius's skeptical look 
was replaced with one of terror. "Oh shit." 

Mewtwo teleported behind her and sucked her into the vacuum, button and all. Mismagius screamed as she vanished 
inside of the device, while Gengar screamed and hid behind Banette's chair. 

Mismagius was inside of the vacuum, cramped and terrified. She tried to move, but she couldn't budge. The vacuum 
was so small and tight...it was awful. Mismagius worked up what little strength she had to press the button. Mew gave 
Mewtwo a nod, and the co-host reversed the flow of the vacuum, spitting a dusty Mismagius out on the floor. 

"The vacuum? Really?" asked Seizor, folding her arms. 

"It's a tight space!" hissed Mismagius. "I have claustrophobia, remember!?" 

"It's also a lack of point," muttered Crobat quietly. 

"And it seems that Mismagius couldn't handle her challenge, not giving any points to the Victorious Vileplumes!" said 
Mew, tutting and shaking his head. "But let's see if our grassy friend Trevenant can change that. Alright stumpy, 
you're up!" 

Trevenant got up and walked forward, reaching down and snatching up a card. "Luxray." 

Mew grabbed Trevenant, and the two Pokemon appeared in a clearing on screen. Mew floated away, while 
Trevenant looked around. He folded his arms. 

"A clearing. Great...I'm terrified," said Trevenant sardonically. 

"Maybe I can make you laugh instead!" responded a goofy voice. Trevenant slowly turned to see a Mr. Mime dressed 
as a clown come out of the trees, laughing and dancing goofily. 

Most of the campers twitched or winced at the sight of the clown, while Luxray had started screeching before 
Mamoswine tried calming her down. 

"Well, howdy Mr. Tree! I hope you're not scared of me! I only want to make you smile!" said the clown, stepping 
closer. 

Trevenant stared, before he smirked. 
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Bisharp stared. "I remember why I allied with him." 

000 

"A Pokemon should not be bent that way!" shouted Diglett. 
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"Primeape and Rhydon have competition," said Mismagius, eyes wide. "Oh my, my, my." 
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As a medical helicopter containing Chuckles the Clown's body was lifted away, Mew returned Trevenant to the room, 
muttering under his breath crossly. 

"Thank god you didn't kill him," said Mew, shaking his head. "Can you imagine the lawsuits? I can...do you know how 
much hate I'll get for you harming an innocent clown?" 

"He got too close," snarled Trevenant. 

"Well...whatever...Trevenant wins a point for his team and just...oh my god, that poor clown," muttered Mew, looking 
at his hands in horror. 

"He deserved it," whispered Luxray. 



"Next contestant, next contestant," said Mew, still distracted by Trevenant's way of handling the challenge. 
"Krookodile, you're up." 

The clever crocodile slouched forward, grabbing a card. "Noivern." 

Mew teleported Krookodile to a dark room where the lighting was extremely dim. Dark shadows were flickering across 
the wall. Mew teleported away without a sound, leaving Krookodile in the dark. He frowned, folding his arms and 
waiting. Nothing happened...the schemer got impatient. 

"What's going on?" he snapped- then he froze. He couldn't hear his voice...it was gone! "Hey, what'd you do with my 
voice!?" 


Something flickered on the wall, and Krookodile whirled around, but it was hard for him to see...let alone hear. He 
kept seeing flickers in the dark, as if someone was moving. Krookodile let out a growl, but he couldn't hear it. 

"Hey, Mew...this isn't funny...1 can't talk or growl? What the hell!?" asked Krookodile. "How will I know what's coming 
when I can't hear-!" 

Then he saw it. Glowing eyes. Staring at him from the dark. Krookodile swallowed hard before pressing his button. 
Mew reappeared, before teleporting Krookodile back to the main chamber. 

"What the hell was that- why is my voice...what the fuck!?" shouted Krookodile. 

"Noivern is afraid of going deaf," explained Mew. "So, I put you in a situation where you were deaf, and while you 
could see things, you couldn't hear them sneaking around and coming to get you. The point was to make you feel as 
if you were helpless without your hearing-1 didn't take away your voice-1 took away your ears." 

Krookodile frowned. "That's unfair-1 didn't know my fear going in!" 

"Hey, I said it when you were in the room," said Mew, glancing to the campers. "You just couldn't hear it." 

"It's true," confirmed Medicham. "We heard you the whole time on the television." 

Krookodile gnashed his teeth and lashed his tail, and returned to his seat, which strapped him up as he sat down. 
Noivern gave him an apologetic look. 

"Yo, croc, I'm sorry I gave you a hard time, that wasn't tubular at all, dude-!" 

"I hope you get my fear, because it's a hell of a lot worse than yours," groaned Krookodile. 

"I find this game to be a bit unfair," said Seizor out of nowhere. "Some people are still getting stuff like roller coasters, 
while others have to deal with trauma like getting buried alive! It's ridiculous!" 

"Yeah, well, if it makes you feel better, nearly every other fear is terrifying to a degree," said Mew sheepishly. "You 
guys have some pretty sick fears." 

"That's not comforting," whispered Diglett. 

Mew sighed. "Fine. Then let's make it more fair-1 won't tell the score anymore!" 

"How is THAT fair?" asked Medicham. 

"Uh, hello? Now we won't have any losers copping out of the game because they think their team will win!" said Mew, 
rolling his eyes. 

"You didn't make it more fair, you put on more pressure," snapped Garchomp. 

Mew frowned. "Thanks for volunteering to go next, Garchomp." 

"Why you little-!" 

"Easy," muttered Alakazam. Garchomp scowled at him before walking up and swiping a card with her hand. She 
flipped it over, before holding it up. 


"I got Honchkrow. 1 



Mew stepped forward and grabbed her hand, teleporting them away. When the sensation stopped, Garchomp held up 
her eyes to a white light. 

"GET ON THE DAMN GROUND!" roared a voice. 

Garchomp's eyes widened as she looked around. She was in a warehouse, some kind of dark, dank room where the 
light was dim. She looked around wildly before the voice rang out again. 

"GET ON THE GROUND BEFORE I SHOOT HIS ASS!" 

Garchomp snarled and turned before her eyes widened. Some shadowy figure was holding Charizard by the throat, a 
gun held in his hand. Garchomp took a step forward, before stopping and getting on the ground. 

"That's better. Here's how it works- you kill someone for me, I don't blow his brains out, you understand?" asked the 
shadow. Charizard gave Garchomp a terrified look. Garchomp quivered in fear. Kill someone else to spare 
Charizard? How could he even ask that...this...this psycho? What was she supposed to do? How the hell did this 
even happen. 

"I can’t...WHAT'S GOING ON!?" yelled Garchomp. 

"I'll take that as a no," snarled the voice, adjusting his grip on Charizard. Garchomp freaked out and slammed her 
hand down on the button. 

Mew appeared out of nowhere, and a moment later, Garchomp was back in the waiting room, hands and knees on 
the cement floor. She looked around wildly, seeing everyone staring at her in shock and apprehension. 

"Wh...what happened?" asked Garchomp. "Where's Charizard?" 

"It was an illusion," explained Alakazam. "Set up by Mew to reenact Honchkrow's fear." 

Honchkrow was quietly smoking a cigar in the corner, Crobat giving her a worried look. Garchomp got up and bared 
her teeth, stomping over to her threateningly. 

"YOU SET ME UP! YOU GAVE ME AN IMPOSSIBLE CHOICE!" she raged. 

Crobat flapped in front of her, but Honchkrow tapped him on the shoulder and he stepped aside. The bird got up and 
walked over before shoving her beak in Garchomp's face. 

"Dat wasn't a setup- dat was my fear," Honchkrow said daringly. "Let me give you some intel, chompers. Life on da 
street, you find yourself with hard choices. You can be in da middle of a deal and then BAM! Sabotage, double¬ 
crossing, backstabbing. You may have to make a choice- kill your lover to save your family, kill a friend to save 
another. It is an impossible choice. But dat's a fear I have...and a fear I've had to face many a time before. And 
sometimes, there IS no way out." 

With those words and a ferocious glare, Honchkrow trotted back to her seat, sitting beside Crobat. Garchomp, 
stunned, went to go sit in her own where the straps took hold of her. 

"Tch- pathetic," muttered Hypno. Honchkrow shot him a scowl. 

"Yeah, I know, dat's not a huge problem for a guy who'd sell out his own mother." 

Hypno glared at her, eyes burning. "I. HAVE. NO. MOTHER." 

"Okay, look, issues are issues!" snapped Mew. "But I've got a challenge to run! Seizor, you're up!" 

Seizor stepped forward, gingerly taking a card with her claw. "Bronzong." 

Mew teleported Seizor to atop a tree, setting her down. Bronzong watched the screen in anticipation. Seizor folded 
her arms and tapped her foot impatiently. 

"I can handle being helpless. What could be worse?" she queried. 

"Being helpless...in flames," said Mew, lighting the tree ablaze with a match. Seizor looked down wildly, her wings 
fluttering nervously. The flames rose up the tree unnaturally fast, burning branches in their path. She shut her eyes. 
She could handle fire, but the burns could seriously hurt her, and that in turn would hurt her chances at winning. 



Seizor folded her arms, before tapping the button. Mew stared in shock, but shrugged and took her back to the 
others. 

"You gave up awfully quick," said Mewtwo, as Seizor stomped back to her seat. Bisharp and Trevenant shot her a 
look of interest. 

"If I had stayed, I would've most likely gotten burnt- I'm Bug/Steel, I don't enjoy fire," explained Seizor. She opened 
her eyes, and her gaze was calm. "If you'd rather an injured player get you a point now and be useless and weaker 
later, then we have a difference of opinion." 

Medicham and Kabutops both nodded, causing Bisharp to groan. But still, there was chance that if they lost, Seizor 
could be eliminated. It would take convincing, however...and only if they actually lost. 

"Alakazam, you're the next choice!" said Mew, folding his arms and eyeing the genius with interest. Alakazam got up 
from his seat and grabbed a card with his mind, holding it to his face. 

"Interesting...my choice is Gothitelle," said Alakazam, looking tense. Gothitelle shot him a look of worry. Mew took 
Alakazam's hand and teleported him away. 

Everyone watched the screen. It was white for the longest time, before Alakazam appeared in a hospital bed. The 
Psychic attempted to move, but his telekinesis was failing...it felt weak, unable to be used. Alakazam looked at his 
body, and so did everyone else. 

"What the hell, he looks like he's a thousand years older!" shouted Banette. 

"What the hell is this?" asked Noivern, stunned. 

Alakazam looked at his body with interest, the wrinkles covering his form endless. His eyes were drooped and his 
mustache was streaked with gray. His spoons, his pride and joy, looked old and worn as they lay at his bedside, 
useless. He shut his eyes. He was tired. So tired. 

"You know, don't you?" asked a voice. "That you're dying." 

Alakazam's eyes shot open. Everyone stared at the screen, holding their breath. 

"Perhaps," whispered Alakazam, his voice cracked and hoarse. 

"Are you ready?" asked the voice. "To experience death? Without knowing what lies beyond? There may be 
paradise, but there's equal chance of there being nothingness. Are you sure that a feeble, dying Pokemon can handle 
that?" 

Alakazam let out a quiet breath, as if he was thinking. What he had to remember is that, real or fake, he had to stay 
sane. He opened his eyes, but there was nothing but blurs. His hearing was failing, it was getting harder to breath. 

But he still responded. 

"We must be ready for death at all times," he croaked. "I may have become an old man, but I could've just as easily 
died young. So my answer is no-1 do not fear death. Death is logical and explainable. We all have to die sometime." 

"Very well. It is time." 

Alakazam saw a white light, as he got closer and closer... 

And then he was back in the waiting room, where everyone stared at the young Alakazam in awe. Alakazam stared 
for a moment before he fell to the floor. Gothitelle got up and ran over to him, Weavile doing the same. They both 
grabbed his arms and pulled him up. 

"My petit amour, are you alright?" asked Gothitelle, raising Alakazam's tired face. 

"That was...not as easy as it may have appeared," answered Alakazam. "You never told me...you feared death. 

Aging, yes, but not death." 

"I do not simply fear death...I fear losing you to death, I fear myself growing useless wiz age," whispered Gothitelle. 
"But you...you handled eetjust fine." 



"I kept my wits," admitted Alakazam. "I wouldn't say I'm fine." 

"Come on, let’s get him back to his chair," grunted Weavile. 

"Oui, let us do zat," agreed Gothitelle, taking Alakazam and guiding him back to the chair. He leaned back, closing his 
eyes, before taking Gothitelle's hand and squeezing it. 
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"He had to face death itself," said Bronzong. "That man is a force to be reckoned with. This doesn't give me 
hope for the future tests. Could this game possibly get worse?" 
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"I can say that I'm not bitter anymore," admitted Weavile, giving a brave smile. "Alakazam and I were 
just...not meant to be. But I can say that he's lucky- that French girl truly loves him..." 
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"Kabutops, you're next!" said Mew, gesturing to the deck. Kabutops gave a nod and walked, trying to get a card and 
stabbing through the whole deck. Mew stared before letting out a cry of frustration. 

"KABUTOPS! AM I GOING TO BE DEALING WITH THIS ALL SEASON?" 

"Oh come on, it was an accident?" snapped Kabutops, trying to shake the cards off. 

"Just...ugh...let me do it," grumbled Mew, removing the cards with his psychic powers. He tossed one randomly to 
Kabutops. "There." 

"Marill," answered the Shellfish Pokemon. Mew just cursed under his breath as he teleported Kabutops. 

The first thing he realized was that he was underwater. The next thing he realize was that it was cold. Kabutops 
looked around in the darkness, seeing nothing but an expanse of water. He swam forward, but when he tried to swim 
up, he bumped his head. Looking up, Kabutops was confronted with a bunch of ice. The Pokemon frowned, glancing 
at his button, before dropping it. It sunk down deep in the water, soon disappearing from view. But Kabutops didn't 
care. He charged the ice, attempting to spear through it, but he only made a light mark. Grumbling, he swam around, 
hunting for a spot, but there were no cracks. He was starting to get scared now, but then his eyes narrowed. 

"Getting trapped under ice?" asked Trevenant with a sneer. "Anyone strong enough can beat that- it's a free win for 
us!" 


"Yeah. It is," said Weavile, giving Marill a cold look. The Water Pokemon looked offended. 

"I may be a comedian, but as a water type, that fear is no joke!" said Marill. Then she gave a small smile. "It's not very 
ICE of you to make fun of me!" 

Weavile smacked her forehead. "Ugh." 
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"No one likes my ice puns except Toxicroak and Wooper," said Marill sadly. "Pity, because I thought they 
were pretty COOL! AHAHAHAHA!" 

She started laughing. "But I guess the others don't, and that's why they're giving me the COLD SHOULDER!" 
000 

Wooper was banging his head on the confessional wall, cracking up. 
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Kabutops started hacking away at the ice, and in a matter of minutes, he emerged, raising his scythes in the air 
victoriously as Mew took him back to the waiting room. He held up an arm to high five Seizor, but she was strapped in 
and couldn't respond. 



"Awkward," said Kabutops sheepishly. 

"Next up...Mightyena," said Mew. 

Mightyena trotted forward, snatching up a card. She scowled. "Hypno." 

Mew grabbed the hyena by the tail and whisked her away. Mightyena was in a small room and all that was in it was a 
single mirror. Mightyena frowned. 

"Is my reflection going to attack me?" she grunted. She rolled her eyes. "That would be so cliche." 

She stepped forward, staring into the mirror. Her reflection didn't show anything. Just herself. Her plain old stupid self. 
The person that... 

"You hate," finished her reflection. Mightyena stepped back in shock, as Mirror Mightyena emerged. She had a sad 
smile on her face, padding around her. 

"No need to be afraid. I won't hurt you. After all, you're not even worth hurting." 

Mightyena froze up. 

"Not that anyone would notice if I DID do anything," continued the reflection, circling the real Mightyena, talking all the 
while. "After all, no one cares about you, no one would notice the disgusting, worthless goth chick being sad in a 
corner. That's how it's always been. You know why? Because you're worthless. You're unimportant. Superfluous." 

Mightyena clenched her eyes shut, letting out a low sniffle. Arcanine's eyes were fixed on the screen, narrowed in 
thought. Was this what was bugging her? 

"Never the favorite sister, never the favorite student, never the girl that any of them wanted- it's no wonder that Absol 
left you in the dirt for someone prettier," crooned the other Mightyena, chuckling darkly. 

"STOP IT!" spat Mightyena, slamming down on the button. She looked away before she realized she was back in the 
room with everyone else. Most of the campers were gossiping quietly, although Alakazam had his eyes fixed on 
Hypno, and Arcanine gave her an unreadable look. 

"What? No mockery dis time?" asked Honchkrow, scowling at Hypno. 

Hypno, on the other hand, seemed a bit solemn, looking away. 
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"Perhaps Hypno's more conflicted than most people think," said Crobat thoughtfully. "Is that what he sees 
when he looks in the mirror?" 
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"Noivern, you're up!" said Mew. Noivern got out of her chair and flapped forward, snatching a card with her feet. 

"Yo, I got Krookodile- oh shit," muttered Noivern, remembering the threat from earlier. 

Noivern gave him a sheepish look, while Krookodile grinned from his bindings. 

"Oh boy...compared to your little deaf scare, you're gonna PISS YOUR SHIT!" 

"Piss your...that's...not how it works?" muttered Crobat, confused. 

Noivern grabbed Mew's hand and was whisked away by psychic power. When the sensation and flashing finally 
ended, Noivern found herself in a chair, looking up at the ceiling. There was a light shining down, and two Chansey 
nurses gathered around her. 

"Now, Noivern, we need you to open your mouth so we can check and clean your teeth." 

Everyone stared before Banette and Arcanine both burst into laughter. Toxicroak cackled loudly, and Luxray 
slammed her head on the table. Krookodile scowled, a blush on his face. 



"THE DENTIST?" roared Toxicroak. "THE DENTIST!" 


"SH-SHUT UP, I GOT FILLINGS WHEN I WAS YOUNG!" ranted Krookodile. 

Noivern seemed a bit confused, but went along with the operation. As the nurses cleaned her teeth, Krookodile 
twitched and winced at the sight of the screen. After a few more minutes, Mew brought Noivern back, who opened 
her mouth to show off her teeth, good at new. She flapped forward and sat back in her seat, giving Krookodile a grin. 

"Hey, thanks for the free checkup." 

"I hope you bite a rock and break them," muttered Krookodile. 

Bronzong and Gliscor exchanged a smirk at the exchange, before Bronzong looked up at the sound of his name. 

"Hey, Bronzong! It's your turn, so get up here, bell brain." 

"Better bell brain than no brain," drawled Bronzong, floating up and grabbing the card. There was no chance of his 
fire fear, so what did he have to worry about? He flipped the card, before freezing at the sight. 

"...I got Banette." 

All of the veterans immediately perked up, staring at Bronzong, before glancing to Banette. The puppet had frozen 
up, his expression solemn and almost fearful in a way. Banette gripped the desk hard, while Mew teleported 
Bronzong away. The picture slowly appeared on the screen. 
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Banette shuddered. "As I was watching everyone go and go, I knew someone had to get my fear...and to be 
honest, I hoped he pressed the button. And then I just waited for my turn and..." 

Banette shook his head. "I need to go." 
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Bronzong opened his eyes. He was in a room. An enormous, colorful room. Bronzong looked around wildly, expecting 
some nightmare to emerge- he couldn't remember exactly what Banette's fear was, but he knew it was traumatizing 
enough for Banette to have been messed up afterwards. Bronzong frowned before he looked at a gigantic bed. 

Oh! The room wasn't huge...he was just tiny and- WHAT WAS PICKING HIM UP? 

It was a boy. Bronzong groaned internally. A boy. Perfect. The boy held him and ran around the room with him before 
a girl entered and tried to take him. Bronzong frowned. What the hell, Banette? Was this REALLY the fear? 

And then he felt it. The sharp shock of pain as both of children grabbed each side and started to pull. Bronzong tried 
to ignore but he began letting out low grunts of discomfort. But the children couldn't hear, and they certainly didn't 
care. Bronzong moaned and yelped at the feeling. 

But that was nothing compared to the feeling within. The pain. The anger. The vengeful attitude. Bronzong felt an 
unfamiliar rage burning his body- anger he had never experienced. As he began to rip and tear, all he could ask is 
why and how? Why they would do this to him...and how he would rip them apart in return. The pain grew worse. 

"ARRRRRGH!" yelled Bronzong, screwing up his eyes. 

And then it was gone. 

Bronzong was floating in the waiting room, before he collapsed on the floor with a loud clang. Everyone stared as the 
emotionless, apathetic bell sat quivering on the floor. He didn't cry or wail, but he let out a low moan of pain. 

"...Br...Bronzong?" asked Medicham, nervously getting up and walking over. "Are you alright?" 

"I...I felt...wrong...," whispered Bronzong, confused. He slowly floated back in the air, before looking at Banette. 

"...you...how the hell did you live through that?" growled Bronzong, his eyes burning in confusion. "How did you 
survive and turn out like this without breaking down? I couldn't even handle the illusion of that, let alone the real thing! 
How are you not a broken Pokemon?" 



Banette didn't answer for a long time, before closing his eyes. "Because I am a broken Pokemon, Bronzong. I'm just 
good at pretending I'm not." 

The puppet sighed and looked away. Bronzong was escorted back to his seat by Medicham, who then returned to 
Bisharp, who gave her a disapproving look. Wooper and Gothitelle both moved closer to Bronzong, checking to make 
sure he was okay. Mew, on the other hand, continued on. 

"Swampert, you're up!" 

The master of fitness, who was currently lifting his chair with his legs, kicked his chair off and walked over, grabbing a 
card from the pile. He looked down, reading it over curiously. 

"Bisharp's fear." 

Mew snapped his fingers and grabbed Swampert, taking Swampert into a long, dark hallway. The lights were 
flickering and there was blood on the walls. Swampert immediately gulped and took a step back against the wall. It 
smelled rank...the building represented a hospital gone wrong. Swampert trembled and looked at Mew. 

"W-what is this place?" 

"An abandoned asylum," said Mew cheerfully. "Don't be too loud or you'll wake up the crazies!" 

"What crazies?" asked Swampert, whispering to try and keep any crazies away. 

"The members of the asylum!" answered Mew. "Most of them hate loud noises, so it's a good thing we're quiet, right?" 
"Y-yeah," said Swampert. 

"Oh wow, poor guy doesn't even see it coming," muttered Mismagius to Seizor, both of them shaking their heads. 

"ATTENTION INMATES, TIME TO BREAK OUT!" roared Mew, teleporting away. Swampert's eyes bugged out as 
screams and shouts filled the air, the thundering of a thousand insane patients making a break for it. 

"Oh shit, no, no, no!" yelled Swampert, slamming the button. 

Mew teleported Swampert back, giving him a disappointed look. "I saw you bench pressing a tree trunk with one hand 
earlier, and you can't handle THAT? Sheesh." 

Swampert stumbled back to his seat, head hung in same. 

"Honchkrow, you're the next one!" shouted Mew, clapping his hands. 

Honchkrow got up and flapped towards the deck, grabbing a card and examining it, before letting out a confused 
grunt. 

"Gliscor." 

"Oooooh...this'll be good!" said Mew, grabbing Honchkrow and whisking her away. Crobat stared in fear, but Gliscor 
hung his head, mumbling quietly. 

Honchkrow sat down at a desk, before Mew, now dressed in a spiffy buttoned shirt, some nice pants, and wearing 
some stylish glasses, handed her a paper. Honchkrow looked it over, as Mew handed her a pencil. It seemed to be a 
multiple choice test. 

"You have ten minutes to complete it," said Mew, in a rather official voice. 

"TEN MINUTES!?" squawked Honchkrow. "I didn't even get to study...dere are like...fifty questions on here!" 

"I suggest you to not waste time then," said Mew, walking away. Honchkrow groaned and tilted her hat down, starting 
to scribble down some answers. She didn't know any of this? This was...this was stupid! 

"Forget dis, I don't hafta do this crap!" snapped Honchkrow, tossing the pencil aside. Mew grabbed the test and 
looked it over and glared at Honchkrow. 

"So. You'd rather be a gangster and do nothing with your life?" 



Honchkrow froze. "I'm not in a gang-!" 

"Or is the only reason you're a thug because you don't try in school?" 

"Hey, wait a minute-!" protested Honchkrow. 

"You're flunking every class, you're nothing but a failure. I've notified your parents." 

"My PARENTS!?" 

Mew tossed Honchkrow a phone, where yelling was heard. "They wish to talk with their disappointment of a 
daughter." 

"DISAPPOINTMENT!?" screeched Honchkrow, gripping the phone. "I AM NOT A DISAPPOINTMENT! I DON'T 
CARE IF I GOT A DIPLOMA FROM COLLEGE OR IF I WORK IN A DAMN GAS STATION, I’M GONNA LIVE MY 
LIFE HOW I WANT, AND NO DAMN TEST IS GONNA CHANGE THAT!" 

"Good job, Honchkrow, you passed!" said Mew, tossing his outfit off. 

"Eh? What? But...what was da fear?" 

"Flunking," said Mew sweetly. "Our friend Gliscor cracks under pressure and fears failing." 

Krookodile and Trevenant laughed, while Gliscor folded his arms. 
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"Dude, I had really strict parents, okay?" protested Gliscor. "It was so rare to get any form of praise that I 
just...didn't want to mess up..." 

000 

When Honchkrow returned to her seat, Mew decided to grab the next person. "Arcanine, you're next." 

Arcanine stepped up and took a card, before cursing under his breath. "Mightyena. How fitting." 

"Not bad," admitted Mew, taking Arcanine's paw and teleporting. Mightyena scoffed. 

"Maybe he'll finally learn how it feels to be unpopular," she grunted. 

Arcanine opened his eyes and then he froze. What the hell? He was on the plane! The Total Pokemon World Tour 
plane! The S.S. Kyogre was high in the air, with clouds rolling past the windows. He glanced around the Losing Class, 
but it was deserted at the moment. What was going on? Had all of the contestants left already? 

A low creaking sound was heard, and the big dog whirled around before stiffening at the sight of a familiar face. Deep 
red eyes, silky cream fur, and nine long tails that flowed out behind her. Ninetales stepped through the door, staring 
at Arcanine, but not in the way she had before- it was cold, careless, and with no shine of kindness behind them. 

Arcanine knew what was coming. It was the most cliche situation that could've happened. And just as cliche as it was, 
he knew that it would still hurt to see what was going to happen. 

But he didn't press the button. 

Banette nudged Gliscor, nodding to Arcanine. Mightyena tried to lean over to hear them, though the bonds made it 
difficult. 

"I don't think he's gonna push the button...think he's gonna do it," muttered Banette. 

"He's gonna go through it AGAIN?" asked Gliscor in disbelief. "Poor guy." 

Mightyena was confused. What? 

"Arcanine," said Ninetales. 

Arcanine swallowed noisily. "Ninetales," he rasped. 



"...I don't think you need to be told what's going to happen but...whatever you thought was between us, isn't," said 
Ninetales briskly. "I never loved you, those feelings are for Houndoom, not you." 

Arcanine scowled. "I already knew that-1 was just an ego booster." 

"Ego booster?" asked Ninetales, glaring. "You were just a lonely boy looking for a cute girl to snatch up. Trying to go 
for a girl in a relationship!" 

"A girl who never TOLD ME she was in a relationship," snapped Arcanine. "It wasn't my fault. I can say that much." 
The door opened again, and Houndoom strode in, scowling at Arcanine. "He giving you trouble?" 

Ninetales sighed. "No, whatever, just forget him." 

"Yeah, let's go." 

Arcanine stared, watching the two of them go, before he sat, alone in the Losers' Class. He glared at nothing in 
particular, and though he seemed to be acting calm, everyone could sense a boiling anger under everything- old 
wounds that still hadn't completely healed. 

"Yeah, Mew...great fear," scoffed Arcanine, his friendly demeanor completely evaporated. "Just like old times-1 regret 
everything. Should've known she was just playing me, using me to make her feel good while Houndoom was away. 
Well, Mew, let me tell you- I'm no afraid, but you're an asshole." 

Mew grabbed Arcanine, teleporting him back. The Psychic host shrugged. 

"The fear was Heartbreak and Loneliness," said Mew. "I just did what she feared!" 

"You WERE kind of a prick," grunted Mewtwo. 

Mew shot him a glare. "Don't you have a date with Deoxys-S tonight or something?" 

"I rescheduled to help you with the challenge," growled Mewtwo. 

"Oh, well thanks-" 

"And you're paying for our dinner for making me do that." 

Mew scowled. "Fine." 

Arcanine sat back in his seat, grunting under his breath. Gengar walked over, frowning and giving him a pat on the 
shoulder. 

"Yo, dude, you okay?" 

"I appreciate the effort, but I need to be alone now, man," muttered Arcanine. Gengar gave a nod of understanding 
and headed back to his seat, nudging Kabutops and whispering to him. 

"Diglett, you're up!" shouted Mew. 

Wooper got up and wheeled his friend forward, before nodding to him. "Okay, buddy, grab a card!" 

Diglett stared at Wooper for a long time. The Water-type's smile soon faded before he nodded. 

"Oh...right...sorry." 

Wooper grabbed a card and handed it to Diglett. Diglett eyed it worriedly. "Kabutops." 

Mew grinned, grabbing the entire wheelbarrow and taking Diglett into a new fear. Kabutops's eye twitched as he 
stabbed his scythes into his chair. 

Diglett awoke in a lab. He was in a massive tube, filled with mud and dirt so he could barely see out of the glass 
surrounding him. All he could see were silhouettes of scientists, writing notes, making observations. Wires were 
sticking out of the mole's tiny little body as the scientists continued to talk to one another. 



"He appears to have a high tolerance to pain, we should find where that is." 

"The subject needs to have his feeding habits known-1 suggest we starve him and then release him in the wild to 
hunt." 

"The feet he possesses are not used...perhaps we should remove them." 

Diglett froze up. "WHAT? NO! NOT MY FEET!" 

BEEP! 

Diglett was back in his wheelbarrow, his nose still touching the button as Mew shook his head, tutting in 
disappointment. "Diglett, Diglett, Diglett. Losing the feet that we never even saw was enough to make you tap out? 
For shame- and you were a member of the final four last time!" 

Diglett groaned as Wooper pushed him back to the chair. 

"You have feet?" whispered Wooper. 

Diglett gave a low sigh and didn't answer. 

"Gliscor, you're next!" 

Gliscor got from his seat and glided over, taking a card gingerly with his claws. He looked at it, before pulling a face. 
"Trevenant." 

"Oooh, that one's good!" said Mew, smirking as he took Gliscor away. 

Everyone's eyes were on the screen as Gliscor's figure appeared in a jail cell. Gliscor opened his eyes before he 
froze, spooked. A cell? What the hell? His head swiveled around wildly, from the sink to the tiny cot. He flew around 
the room before grabbing the bars, trying to crush them with his powerful claws, but failing miserably. He peered out 
into the dingy hallway in front of him, noticing a sleepy-looking Conkeldurr, who appeared to be the guard. 

"Hey!" shouted Gliscor. "Why am I in here? What did I do? Hey!" 

The Conkeldurr growled and opened his eyes, fixing Gliscor with a glare. "You know what you did, you psycho. You 
honestly didn't think they'd find Pidgeot's body?" 

"P...Pidgeot?" gasped Gliscor. "N-n-no way, man, we had our differences, but I never would've-!" 

"Save it- I've heard it all before," rumbled Conkeldurr. "And I don't need to hear it again, what with your life sentence 
and all." 

Gliscor stiffened. "L-L-LIFE SENTENCE!?" 

"Oh snap," groaned Kabutops, wincing. 

Gliscor watched as the guard laughed nastily as he walked away, the light fading from view as he vanished. He fell 
back on the bed, eyes shut tight, before he looked over to the button beside him. Gliscor frowned to himself before 
sighing. 

"Sorry, guys." 

He pressed the button, and arrived back in the waiting section a moment later. Gliscor slowly drifted back to his seat, 
and while Garchomp looked as if she had something to say, some scowls from Kabutops, Banette, and Noivern shut 
her up. 


"Hypno!" 


Hypno grabbed a card. "Medicham." 

He was taken away before he awoke on a hospital bed, many Chansey and Blissey surrounding him. A few Audinos 
were nearby, and Hypno looked around in confusion, trying to understand the situation. 

"Doctor...we've tried fixing him...but everything's gone wrong!" 



"We'll need to make adjustments." 

"He shouldn't be bleeding that much!" 

Hypno struggled to come through, but all of the contestants watching the screen recoiled in horror. A couple of them 
gagged, with Wooper running over to a garbage can and hurling. 

"That's...DISGUSTING!" shouted Arcanine, gagging. 

"Medicham, what the hell?" asked Toxicroak. 

"...surgery gone wrong...that's my fear," said Medicham quietly. "Putting myself in someone's 
but...what if they make a mistake?" 

Hypno looked down at his body. His hazy eyes widened before he slammed the button. Mew 
and he immediately rushed to the trash can, punching Wooper out of the way as he vomited, 

Medicham gave him a sympathetic look. 

"...that might've just changed my fear," muttered Garchomp. 

"Ew...," muttered Wooper, coughing as he got to his feet. Mew floated over and tapped him on the shoulder. 

"Barf breath, it's your turn!" 

Wooper sighed and scampered up to the small pile of cards, grabbing one with his mouth. He flipped it over and 
dropped it on the floor to look at it. 

"Arcanine!" 

"This should be easy for you, Wooper!" said Mew, grabbing Wooper and teleporting him to a large lake. Mewtwo 
teleported away as well, appearing on the screen with a large anchor and a string attached. Mewtwo fastened the 
string around Wooper's tail tightly, before Mew lowered him to the water. 

"Arcanine's fear its sinking to the bottom of the sea! So...we're gonna have you sink into a big lake!" 

"Oh boy...water!" shouted Wooper happily. Then he cocked his head to one side. "Uh...how deep is it?" 

"You'll find out!" said Mew, nodding for Mewtwo to drop the anchor. Wooper was yanked under the water in a matter 
of seconds. Everyone watched with vague interest- Wooper was a Water-type- he could handle this challenge easily. 
And that's what appeared to be happening. Wooper was blissfully swimming around as the anchor dragged him 
down, blowing bubbles and enjoying himself. He looked down, wondering what how deep the water was. Mewtwo 
reappeared in the room. 

"How were you going to do that with a Pokemon who couldn't breath underwater?" asked Alakazam curiously. 

"We'd have picked a smaller lake," grunted Mewtwo. Alakazam cocked a brow and watched with interest. 

Wooper continued to sink, and as he did, the water grew darker. His gentle smile was soon replaced with a look of 
concern as he continued to go deeper. 

"Uh...Mew?" asked Wooper. The water changed from gentle blue to a deeper azure color, and was slowly turning a 
deep indigo. Wooper started to squirm uncomfortably, the button still in his feet. As the water grew dark and cold, he 
started to shiver. 

"He's not handling it well," said Weavile, eyes wide. 

"Wooper aren't known to swim that deep," said Alakazam. "This is probably deeper than he's ever been." 

"But where's the bottom- this is a LAKE, not the OCEAN!" yelled Seizor. 

Wooper started to panic, fear in his eyes. He tried to press the button, but it slipped from his feet and started to float 
up. Everyone gasped, but Wooper swam upwards just enough to bite the button with his mouth. Mew grabbed the 
anchor and hoisted it back up through the water, and teleported the now soaked Pokemon back to the room. Wooper 
shivered, before making his wet way back to his seat where the straps were waiting. 


hands is hard enough 

teleported him back, 
gasping for air. 



"S-s-sorry g-g-guys!" he said, still shivering in cold and discomfort. 

"It's okay, little guy," said Banette sympathetically. "We can't all do it." 

"Medicham, you're up!" said Mew, as Medicham went forward and picked Seizor's card. 

Mew teleported the warrior away, while Weavile counted on her claws. "We only have Banette left, while they have 
Medicham and Crobat...l lost track of the score a while ago, but if we're not ahead, we're not far behind." 

"What are ze fears left?" asked Gothitelle. 

"Medicham just got Seizor...that's being helpless, mine is burning buildings, and Mismagius is claustrophobia- 
Banette can handle any of those, so that's a guarantee...we just have to hope that Crobat and Medicham fail, 
because if they do, we'll definitely win." 

Medicham was tied to a train track, struggling against the powerful bonds that held her. A train was rushing towards 
her in the distance. The only thing she could move was her left foot, and there was a button right under it. Medicham 
looked around wildly, before closing her eyes, breathing in and out. 

"It's only an illusion...! will be fine...fear is the enemy." 

The train whistled loudly and grew closer, the wheels turning at a blinding speed. As it hit the home stretch and 
rushed towards Medicham, Diglett and Honchkrow looked away, while Trevenant leaned forward, grinning. 

But the crash never came, as Mew teleported Medicham out before the train could strike her. "Medicham won that 
game of chicken, getting her a point...the first point in a WHILE! Sheesh!" 

Medicham proudly walked back to her seat, sitting down. There were only two campers left, and Banette and Crobat 
shared a look of anticipation with each other, curious as to who would go first. 

"...Banette, you're up!" said Mew. Banette walked up and took Weavile's card. 

"I got Weavile," said Banette, arms folded. 

"...well, this'll be interesting," said Mew, glancing to Mewtwo, who looked a bit anxious as Mew took Banette and 
teleported him away. 

Hypno's eyes gleamed. "So, he has to face a burning building, correct? That should definitely be something to 
watch." 

Mismagius, who had been looking away, perked up, before looking at the screen wildly. "Wait...Banette...burning 
building...Mewtwo, he's not going to-!" 

"He probably will," grunted the co-host. 

"That's not right!" snarled Mismagius. "I may think he's kind of an ass, but Banette doesn't deserve to go through that 
again!" 


"Go through WHAT again?" asked Weavile, curiously. Hypno nodded to the screen. 
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Banette groggily got to his feet, and the first thing he noticed was the heat. The dark, dingy basement was hot... 
probably from the boiler nearby. A few wooden stairs led upstairs, but the puppet didn't need to worry about those 
right now. Banette frowned. This was all very familiar. Banette looked around a bit more, before shrugging and 
stepping near the stairs. As he climbed up them, he realized they were a bit sticky, but he didn't freak out until he 
heard a small puff and turned back. The stairs had caught on fire, and the gasoline had caused the flame to travel up 
the stairs at an alarming rate. Banette dove out of the basement, landing on a hard wooden floor. He groaned, looking 
up, before he saw it. 

"No...oh no..." 


He was in a large foyer of what appeared to be a massive apartment building, with the words Hearthome Heights 
above the exit. Banette gripped the ground, horrified. 



"This is...this is the fire...the one I started." 


The campers who were watching the screen exchanged a shocked glance, minus Hypno and Mismagius. "WHAT?" 
"Banette started the fire?" asked Medicham, confused. "But that was Weavile's fear! How did he...?" 

"It...it has to be a memory...like mine," deduced Arcanine. 

Banette looked around wildly as the flames rose higher around him. He knew she was here- he could sense it. The 
flames were going to burn down the entire building, and her in it. This wasn't the way it was supposed to be! He 
wasn't like other Banette. Banette screwed up his eyes and grabbed the button, looking down at it, before he tossed it 
aside. 

"N 0 ...I...I have the chance to change this," vowed Banette. His eyes burned like the inferno around him. "I'll save her 
first this time!" 

He dashed up the stairs, counting the flights in his head as he rushed. Seventh floor. That was where her apartment 
was! Banette counted the steps as he ran, feeling the fire hot on his tail. He was almost there...! 

And then the stairs cracked. Right as he had passed the sixth floor, the stairs burned up and he was sent tumbling 
down the in the wreckage, landing on his back. He cursed quietly, before his eyes opened up. Those on the bottom 
floor had finally realized what was going on- he could hear their cries of fear. Banette shut his eyes. 

"I'll help them first...I'll get them out of this mess...this mess that I caused." 

Everyone watched as Banette ran through flames and other debris, grabbing senior citizens, children, and other 
Pokemon, moving them out of the apartment complex before diving back in. He was slowly getting more and more 
charred, his normal grey cloth turning a dark, dingy black. Soon, nearly everyone was out of the building, but then 
Banette froze. 

He had forgotten his owner! SHIT! 

Banette ran back towards the stairs, but they were broken. Flames licked his body, but the Marionette Pokemon 
wasn't about to give up. Snarling, his hands morphed into powerful claws and he slashed through an elevator door. It 
was out of order, but instead of trying to fix it, Banette climbed up through the elevator shaft instead, feeling the heat 
of the flames through the walls. 

This was his fault. Petty revenge had gripped him and...he had become the nightmarish Pokemon from the stories 
parents told their naughty children. 

He had become a real Banette. 

Banette shut his eyes. No...he hadn't. Not yet. Not while there was a chance. 

Five...six...seven! Banette slashed open the door, wincing at the fire around him, before running down the hallway. 

His owner's room was four doors away...three doors away...one door away. Banette kicked down and ran in...before 
stopping dead. 

Fire had filled the room, and smoke was billowing everywhere. But he could still see. He could still see the motionless 
figures of a human girl and her Grotle. Banette froze up, before falling to his knees. 

He had failed. Again. Banette closed his eyes, and when he opened them, he was back in the waiting room, everyone 
staring at him in awe. 

Banette swallowed hard, before looking at Mew. "I had to escape...a burning building...so I still got the point, right?" 
"...yes...you did," said Mew, solemn. 

"Good. I hate to duck out early but...I need to go," rasped Banette quietly. 

"But...Banette, dude-!" said Gengar. 

Banette shot him a terrifying glare that would've made Cacturne proud. "LEAVE ME ALONE." 

The puppet calmly walked out of the room, shivering, before he broke into a sprint, running away into the night. 



"...wow...I still can't...believe," said Crobat, eyes wide. 

"I thought I knew him," muttered Kabutops, shaking his head. 

Weavile snarled under her breath, before standing up and pointing at Mew. "THAT WAS TOO FAR! All you had to do 
was make him leave a burning building!" 

"I didn't make him stay there, I just took a building from his memory!" protested Mew. 

"YOU CHOSE A BURNING BUILDING THAT HE STARTED!" roared Weavile. 

"I didn't tell him he had to try and save everyone a second time!" yelled Mew. 

"...he has a point," piped up Mewtwo quietly. "It wasn't Mew's fault...that wasn't the direction the challenge was 
supposed to go. Despite your opinion of him, Mew isn't that cruel." 

"Then...I guess it can't be helped," muttered Mismagius. 

Weavile shot her a look of disbelief. "You're okay with this? You're okay with just happened? I don't care how bad the 
breakup was or what Hypno did to you guys, this was your BOYFRIEND!" 

"He's not my boyfriend anymore!" fired Mismagius back. "I agree it was too far, but it can't be helped!" 

"What the hell is wrong with you!?" snapped Weavile. "I don't know who is wrong or right in your little falling out, but 
this was a Pokemon you CARED about! Stand up for him a bit more!" 

"Oh, and if you had the opportunity, would you feel sorry for Hypno if he had to go through some trauma?" snarled 
Mismagius. 

Hypno glanced over at Weavile, interested to hear her answer. Weavile swallowed, before clenching a fist. 

"Yes...l would," growled Weavile. "Even if he wouldn't show me the same sympathy, I'm not like him." 

Mismagius and Hypno were both stunned, before Hypno gave Weavile a smile. "I'm touched, Weavile-" 

"Can it, parasite, I'm not talking to you," drawled Weavile, sitting back down. Mismagius huffed and looked away, 
almost guiltily, before sitting down. Trevenant frowned. 
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"I don't need Weavile and Banette getting in my way to Mismagius," said Trevenant, arms folded. "If only they 
were on our team." 

000 

"I think no one noticed Banette when Cacturne and Gardevoir were around but...damn...if anything, I respect 
as much if not more than Cacturne," said Kabutops, eyes wide. 
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"That Pokemon's lived in hell and came out of it still standing," said Bronzong, shuddering. "What kind of 
strength does he have?" 
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"Our final player is Crobat, who has Mismagius's fear...claustrophobia," said Mew, gesturing to a box. "Okay Crobat, 
get in." 

Crobat flapped forward, looking a bit exasperated. "Easy. How long do I have to do this?" 

"Uh...we'll figure it out." 

Crobat shrugged and got in. Mew tried all manner of tricks, including sitting on the box, squeezing it, putting it in more 
boxes, but Crobat didn't press his button. Giving up, Mew released him, sending Crobat back to Honchkrow. 



"I've been in full body casts- a box isn't scary at all," said Crobat, Honchkrow nodding proudly. 

"Alright...let me tally up everything," said Mew, checking a list and reading it over. "Well then...when we check the 
score the winners are...the Victorious Vileplumes, with 9 points to the Graceful Gardevoirs' 7." 

"Wait...after all of that...we LOST!?" snarled Garchomp. 

Mew groaned, before pulling up a board. "For the Gardevoirs, Banette, Alakazam, Weavile, Luxray, Bronzong, 
Gothitelle, and Noivern faced their fears. Seven. For the Vileplumes, Bisharp, Trevenant, Medicham, Crobat, 
Honchkrow, Gengar, Arcanine, Mamoswine, and Kabutops faced their fears. That's nine. So yeah, you lost." 

"Bummer," mumbled Gliscor. "After all of that...someone still walks." 

"Yeah...so...meet me down at the campfire tonight in an hour!" said Mew. "It's already late, so we have to make the 
vote soon. I need my beauty sleep!" 

Alakazam nodded to the rest of the campers on his team. "Here's what I think we should do- the campers who 
FACED their fears decide who should be on the chopping block." 

"How is that fair?" snapped Garchomp. 

"It's fair enough," piped up Weavile, folding her arms. "We did it- you guys didn't." 

"Some of us got shit that wasn't right, though," countered Gliscor, nodding to Garchomp. 

Alakazam paused. "Then how about this- we think it over, and we narrow it down to two Pokemon- the ones who we 
feel COULD'VE faced their fears, but didn't. Is that more fair?" 

"...sure, whatever," said Gliscor. Krookodile gave him an incredulous look. 

"We shall let you know if we zink you are safe," said Gothitelle. 

"Can't wait," muttered Krookodile. 
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"Putting my name in THEIR hands? Kill me now," snarled Krookodile. 

000 

"This is pretty fair," agreed Diglett. "After all, Luxray faced her fear! She can back up Wooper, Marill, and I!" 
000 

"Discussion time," said Alakazam, sitting at a table in the mess hall, Gothitelle and Weavile on each side of him. 
Luxray sat across, playing with a nail in the table, while Noivern and Bronzong glanced at each other. 

"So, what's the criteria of judging?" asked Bronzong, cocking a brow. 

"We look at who was unable to face their fear and why, but also the fears they gave the other campers," explained 
Alakazam. "For example, if they gave someone an easy fear...like how Mismagius gave Crobat the claustrophobia." 

"Zat eez a good method of elimination," agreed Gothitelle. 

Bronzong nodded to Weavile. "No Banette, eh?" 

"I couldn't find him, and quite frankly, I don't think he wants to be found- he's safe anyway, what's the point?" 
explained Weavile. Bronzong nodded in understanding. 

"So, of our team, the ones who couldn't complete the challenge were Gliscor, Mightyena, Wooper, Diglett, Garchomp, 
Krookodile, Marill, and Swampert," listed Alakazam. "Any ideas?" 

Everyone glanced around, before Weavile rose her hand. 

"Swampert should be off the hook- he went to a nuthouse, and Mew deliberately triggered some nut jobs to escape 



their cells. He also gave Toxicroak the needle fear, which he failed. I don't think we can really fault him there." 

"I feel the same!" said Noivern. "Poor guy didn't complete his own, but at least he shut down one of their guys." 
"...valid point- we'll let Swampert off the hook," said Alakazam. "Who else?" 

"Garchomp got a pretty tough fear, and she gave me a fun one!" said Luxray, happily. "She could've given me rabid 
Buneary instead, but I had a blast on that coaster. It was just like when I was an egg!" 

"...yeah, Garchomp can stay," said Weavile. 

"Can't we come up with an excuse, she's so bothersome," mumbled Bronzong. 

"We're playing fair tonight, Bronzong," said Gothitelle sternly. 

"Fine," groaned Bronzong. "Diglett gave his fear to Mamoswine, who succeeded, and failed Kabutops. Gliscor gave 
his to a successful Honchkrow, and failed Trevenant's. Mightyena gave hers to a successful Arcanine, and failed 
Hypno's. Wooper gave his to a successful Bisharp, and failed Arcanine's. Krookodile gave his to Noivern, and failed 
Noivern's, and Marill gave hers to Kabutops while failing Alakazam's. Thoughts?" 

"...Krookodile helped me out, let's excuse him," said Noivern. 

"That's fair, since we're excusing Garchomp," agreed Weavile. 

"That's three down. I suppose the rest we should judge by how quickly they gave up and how useful they've been." 

"...we might have Swampert and Garchomp, but I think we should keep a bit more muscle on our team...let’s let 
Gliscor walk," proposed Weavile. 

"Do you zink we will require his muscles?" queried Gothitelle. 

"Better safe than sorry- and let's face it, he got a nasty fear from Trevenant." 

"Flunking isn't that bad of a fear, though," countered Alakazam. 

"Not to a genius or a gang leader," remarked Noivern. "But that would've messed me up bad...l bet that fear would've 
crushed Mamoswine or Hypno, since he hates being bad at things." 

"...alright, Gliscor's off the hook, then." 

"...I'm not one to pick on newbies," said Bronzong. "But I think in this case, veterans beat out new recruits." 

Gothitelle and Noivern both scowled at him. 

"What eez ZAT supposed to mean?" 

"Relax, I don't mean you," scoffed Bronzong. "I mean in the case of Diglett, Wooper, Mightyena, and Marill. Look at 
Wooper and Diglett- Diglett saved our asses in the key challenge, and Wooper was a finalist." 

"...you want to put Mightyena and Marill on the chopping block," stated Alakazam. 

"B-but why them?" asked Luxray. 

"Does it matter?" asked Bronzong. "Your two friends would walk free." 

Luxray frowned. Yeah, Wooper and Diglett would be safe, but not Marill. What kind of alliance leader would she be? 
"It like, kinda matters," said Noivern. 

"Hear me out," said Bronzong. "Wooper and Diglett have both done good, yeah they failed today, but Diglett got the 
creepy Kabutops crap, and Wooper's fear challenge was set up to be difficult for him. In response? Marill hasn't done 
anything significant except bring us the last key in the key challenge- she's been mediocre at everything else, and 
didn't even TRY Alakazam's fear. Mightyena hasn't been stellar either, and her fear? Cliche- easy for anyone who's 
been dumped. Arcanine's wounds from Ninetales hadn't completely healed yet and he took it like a champ." 




"...zat is a very fair judgement," admitted Gothitelle. "But you are using zeir new status against them. Zey have not 
had a chance to fully experience and learn from ze match." 

"You haven't either, and you've still been a lot more useful," challenged Bronzong. 

"...I gotta agree with him here- Mightyena and Marill are the weak links," said Weavile. 

"So...are those our bottom two?" asked Alakazam. 

Everyone nodded, even Luxray hesitantly. 

"Good. We'll tell the others who are safe then." 

Luxray frowned. She had to go find Marill. 
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"Our final two are Marill and Mightyena!" 

Everyone stared down as Mightyena and Marill exchanged a scared glance. The reactions were mixed- Wooper and 
Diglett stared at Luxray in disbelief, and she pawed the ground unhappily. Krookodile and Gliscor seemed relieved. 
Hypno was watching the elimination curiously, interested to see if it was his fear that would send Mightyena packing. 
Arcanine was glaring daggers in Mightyena's back, while Bisharp and Trevenant seemed bored. 

Medicham glanced at Bisharp. "You don't seem interest." 

"The bottom two is made of two campers that are bottom of the barrel," commented Bisharp. "This elimination is just 
cannon fodder." 

Medicham frowned, before folding her arms, watching the events unfold. 

"So, Marill. You gave Kabutops an easy ice breaker, while you dropped out of Alakazam's zombie fear. Mightyena, 
you couldn't handle a mean mirror from Hypno, while Arcanine handled a heart break easily. So...that begs the 
question. Which of you is going to be hitting the dock?" 

Mightyena clawed the ground, while Marill trembled in her seat. 

"The final Poke block of the evening..." 

Arcanine scowled, while Wooper gulped. 

"...belongs to..." 

Everyone held their breath. 

Mew was silent for a moment longer, before speaking. "...Mightyena." 

Mightyena's eyes widened, while Marill slumped over. 

"Sorry, joker, but the comedy club's closed!" said Mew. "Dock of shame awaits." 
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"Marill's jokes are annoying, her skills are weak, and Mightyena is slightly more useful," said Weavile. "Sorry, 
but you've gotta go. We don't need dead weight." 
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"Better her than me," said Krookodile, shrugging. 
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Diglett sighed. "Luxray couldn't convince them to keep Marill out of the final two, but I honestly thought 
Mightyena would be voted out. Guess I was wrong." 




000 


Marill sighed. "I guess an alliance isn't enough to save you from an early elimination. I guess I should've 
fought harder, but I don't blame them for me going home. I hope Wooper, Luxray, and Diglett win, if anyone." 

"Especially, Wooper! He's cute! He makes me whoop alright!" 

Marill snorted and started laughing loudly. "Okay, that's enough out of me! Goodnight everyone!" 
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"Well, Marill. It's time for your awesome elimination ceremony!" said Mew, tying the mouse to a massive balloon. 
Marill trembled, looking up into the starry sky worriedly. 

"It's...it's not gonna float up into space, is it?" asked Marill worriedly. 

"Well, no...not after we deflate it!" said Mew, rolling his eyes. 

Marill sighed and relaxed. Then her eyes widened. "W-wait...deflate it?" 

Mew grinned as he took the knot of the balloon and untied it with his mind. He lifted the gigantic balloon into the air, 
giving Marill a grin. 

"Sorry, Marill, but I guess you had an inflated ego when it came to your jokes," said Mew. "I'm here to fix that." 

"Inflated...OH, like a balloon! Hahahaha!" laughed Marill, wiping a tear from her eye. "Gosh, Mew, you're actually-!" 

Marill didn't get to finish as Mew released the balloon and sent her soaring away, the balloon slowly shrinking as it 
fired across the sky. Wooper and Diglett stared sadly, while Luxray saluted Marill with her tail. Mamoswine walked up 
behind them and watched the sky until Marill disappeared. 

"Well, that ends a long night of fun, but now we've got to send some chumps to the Nightmare Isle!" shouted Mew. 
"So...for the Victorious Vileplumes, who finally won a challenge again...we'll be sending SCIZOR!" 

Seizor frowned, but folded her arms defiantly. "Big mistake. That idol is mine." 

"And for the Graceful Gardevoirs...Bronzong is the unlucky choice!" 

Bronzong scowled. "Seriously? Ugh...I don't even..." 

"Well, too bad, sleepy steelhead, you've gotta go!" 
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Bronzong sighed. "Play a challenge fairly, this is what I get." 

Then he froze. "Wait, I played a game fairly? UGH...what's HAPPENING to me?" 
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Seizor grinned. "That immunity is as good as mine!" 

000 

The night was quiet, but among the sleeping campers, one was awake. He was always awake, and tonight was no 
exception. Banette sat on the side of one of the mountainous cliffs, overlooking the water. His eyes were dead, and 
his gleaming smile was no longer on his face. He seemed dull and worn, and didn't resemble his usually snappy self 
at all. 

He didn't perk up when he heard the footsteps behind him, but he acknowledged them. 

"Who is it?" 

"Me," said Weavile, walking over and standing behind him. 



"How'd you find me?" 

"I got Noivern to look overhead for you. She found you and tipped me off." 

"That was smart." 

"...are you alright?" asked Weavile hesitantly. 

Banette laughed humorlessly. "No. No I'm not." 

"It wasn't fair...you shouldn't have had to go through something like, it was completely overboard in comparison to 
everyone else!" 

Banette looked down at his hands, the same hands that were covered with charcoal and soot not even a day ago. 
"But I chose to, Weavile. I thought I had some chance to change the past, and I took it like a fool. I wanted to fix 
something that I broke, and I couldn't do it." 

"It wasn't your fault," said Weavile. 

Banette whirled around, his eyes glowing with fury. "I HATE IT WHEN PEOPLE SAY THAT! You think that's gonna 
make me feel better? It WAS my fault, Weavile. I made the plan. I gathered the materials. I poured the gasoline, I lit it 
with a Will O' Wisp, and I STARTED THE DAMN FIRE! IT WAS MY FAULT THAT THE FIRE STARTED, THAT THE 
BUILDING BURNT DOWN...and l...it was my fault I couldn't save her..." 

"You tried your best!" 

"MY BEST WASN'T GOOD ENOUGH!" screamed Banette, punching the rock. "I'm a killer, Weavile. The whole world 
will know." 

"Mew said he'd cut out the footage," said Weavile, folding her arms. "You made a mistake and you tried to fix it. You 
may not have succeeded but-" 

"Murder is murder," snarled Banette. 

"You are NOT a murderer," hissed Weavile. "You're not a psycho, you're a good Pokemon at heart. If you're a killer, 
then who was the Pokemon who tried to help another man with a split personality, the Pokemon who helped a femme 
fatale become the winner of last season, the Pokemon who punched a sadistic hypnotist out, the Pokemon who 
forgave his ex girlfriend for her mistakes, and the Pokemon who comforted a girl when she was alone outside of the 
party?" 

Banette stiffened. "I...I don't know who I am, Weavile." 

"You're a good person," said Weavile, gripping her fists. They still had the matter of that little night they had together, 
but now wasn't the time. 

Banette didn't respond. He was shaking, but Weavile knew that he wasn't cold. She walked over and sat beside him, 
before glancing away. Sighing quietly, she reached for the puppet, and that was almost like a trigger. The puppet 
quivered before he finally broke down, tears welling up in his pale red eyes. He immediately threw his arms around 
Weavile and buried his head into her shoulder. Weavile was shocked, before patting him on the back, whispering 
soothingly to him. 

"It's okay...it's okay..." 
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This wasn't exactly the sweetest chapter, so let's get general stuff out of the way. 

Marill was eliminated, though it was very close, just like the challenge. Mightyena dodged a bullet, and I don't think 
Arcanine is happy. 

Fun Fact: Marill was originally going to have a far larger roll and was going to make it to the merge. For the sake of 
necessary plot lines, I had to cut her story out. Granted, she'll still have some development off screen. 


So. The fear challenge. This was a challenge that was always a bit dark, but now that we have older contestants, its 



quite a bit dark. I feel that this chapter must've scared some people, but anyways, I'll list the fears below: 

Banette- Being torn apart/submitting to his grudge 

Weavile- Burning buildings/fire 

Bronzong- Fire 

Wooper- Beedrill 

Diglett- Falling from a high place 

Luxray- Clowns 

Mamoswine- Food turning against him 
Marill- Getting trapped under ice 
Mightyena- Heartbreak/Loneliness 
Alakazam- Zombie Apocalypse 
Gothitelle- Death 

Kabutops- Being experimented in a lab (due to being revived as a fossil). 

Seizor- Being helpless 
Crobat- Primeape/Makeovers 
Bisharp- Insane Asylums 
Toxicroak- Being Buried Alive 
Trevenant- Life Sentence in Prison 
Gliscor- Flunking School 

Honchkrow- Hostage Situations/Impossible Choices 

Garchomp- Roller Coasters 

Krookodile- Dentists 

Noivern- Deafness 

Swampert- Needles 

Hypno- Creepy Mirrors/Inner Demons 

Medicham- Surgery gone wrong. 

Arcanine- Sinking to the bottom of the sea 

Mismagius-Claustrophobia 

Gengar- Vaccuum Cleaners 

This chapter was especially dark, while some fears were funny (looking at you, Gengar), many were disturbing- 
Medicham's surgery gone wrong, Gothitelle fearing death itself, Bisharp scared of asylums...this chapter is definitely 
one of the spookiest. It's also the longest chapter in the whole series so far! 

And in the starring role this chapter, we have Banette. I gave Banette a lot of development this chapter, so I'm hoping 
we can all see and understand him a bit more. While I did hint at these things and mention them in Total Pokemon 
World Tour, Banette's character is on full display now. But at least he has Weavile. Right? 

Anyways, hope you enjoy this crazy chapter. Next one won't be so disturbing, I promise. 

Next Episode: Things get rough and rowdy, as a tough contestant puts the others to work. One camper makes a 
discovery that can change the entire game for them. Another attempts to end a feud. In the end, everyone is shocked 
when a frontrunner is finally sent packing. 

Marill: Every VIEW deserves a REVIEW! Get it? Ha! 



*Chapter 7*: Rhydon's Dodgeball Duel in the Dunes! 

The next challenge is here! Hope you guys enjoy this chapter! 
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"Hello everyone, my name is Celebi and we're back on Nightmare Isle Nightly!" said Celebi to the crowd. "Tonight, we 
have a special guest- he may be eliminated from the competition, but not from our hearts! Say hello to Charizard!" 

Charizard sat beside her, giving a strained smile and wave of a clawed hand, before looking at Celebi. "Good to be 
here." 

"So...not to start off things so personally but...how are you doing?" asked Celebi, her voice sympathetic. 

Charizard sighed. "I'm hanging in there. I've gotten used to this new body of mine, and I've learned how to fly, 
although I can't do it for a long time. But I...I don't know. It's starting to look up a bit, but I don't think I'm gonna forget 
how I evolved ever." 

"It's good to know you're coping- what are your thoughts on the game so far?" 

"The Vileplumes are behind, so I'm content," growled Charizard. 

"Still holding a grudge?" 

"Yeah, I won't deny it. They know what they did to me." 

"Not all of them voted you off, though." 

"Then the ones who actually felt bad can apologize later," growled Charizard gruffly. 

"How about Garchomp? What do you think there- she obviously regrets what she's doe, and she seems genuinely 
upset about your relationship crashing to a halt. What are you planning to do there?" 

"Nothing," said Charizard simply. "If I ever give her a second chance, then it happens, but it ain't happening for a long 
time." 

"I see...," said Celebi. "Well, as you know, the main focus of this show is to interview contestants and talk about the 
Nightmare Isle. So, any surprises or predictions on who will go far?" 

"Hypno coming back and staying in over me was a shock," admitted Charizard. "As for strong players...Banette, 
Gengar, Gliscor, Seizor, Kabutops, and Honchkrow know what's up. Alakazam and Bronzong are also clever jerks, so 
they might have some tricks to stay in." 

"Any of the newcomers have a good shot, you think?" 

"Bisharp, since he's got that alliance controlling the votes- he's an asshole, but he hasn't been as bad as Weavile or 
Hypno were. That crafty crocodile has also been up to no good." 

"True," agreed Celebi. "Anyways, we have two players on the Nightmare Isle- Seizor and Bronzong. Who do you think 
has a better shot of finding the idol?" 

"Seizor has a better chance of finding it, but I think Bronzong might try to swipe it from her," admitted Charizard. 

"Well, we'll just have to find out and see!" said Celebi. "Let's open up the cameras!" 
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Bronzong groaned, floating along through the dark woods, glaring at every tree and obstacle. While the atmosphere 
was certainly unnerving, he hadn't lost his grip like other competitors. He had passed a murky swamp and a patch of 
torn up brambles, but there was no idol to be found. 

"This island is a disgusting piece of work...l bet Mew never put an idol on here." 



Bronzong huffed and floated higher, looking around, before he squinted. There, on the horizon, was an old mansion. 
Frowning, Bronzong drifted towards it before he stopped. Something about it was terrifying and scary. Bronzong 
shook himself. It wasn't even on fire, there was nothing remotely wrong with it and yet...it...frightened him. Bronzong 
tried to get closer, before he turned away. 

"No time to waste on a dumpy old cottage, I've got an idol to track down." 

Bronzong moved along, glancing back at the mansion warily. 

On the other side of the island... 

"This is bullshit!" snarled Seizor, covered in mud as she waded through a dark puddle. "Mew outdid himself with this 
piece of junk. And Cacturne, I have some choice words for you whenever you host a damn challenge!" 

Seizor grabbed a large twig and clipped it from a nearby tree, using the branch as a walking stick to pull herself out. 
Pushing with all her might, she freed one leg before she slipped, falling over and landing on her face in the mud. 
Groaning, she grabbed onto a small rock with a claw and pushed herself out. 

"Ugh...gross...I'm covered in swamp goo," spat Seizor, pulling herself out. She was about to move, when she looked 
at the rock in her hand more closely. 

It wasn't rock- it was wood. And not just a simple log or trunk- it had been carved into a victory pose of Mew. Seizor's 
eyes widened as she crawled out of the mud, clutching the statue to her chest, before she stepped on dry land. She 
turned it over in her hand- Mew was giving her a thumbs up, and she looked on the bottom. Squinting as she cleared 
the mud away, she saw it written on the bottom. 

"Immunity," she whispered. "I found it...l FOUND IT!" 

Seizor grinned, dancing around while swinging the immunity idol, tossing it up and catching it. Then she frowned. 

"Wait...I have to get this back to the island without it being noticed," said Seizor, folding her arms. "This isn't exactly 
small...what should I do..." 

She thought for a moment, before punching her claws together. "I'll hide it in a log! I'll say I'm planning on building a 
raft in case I'm sent there again! I can tell Kabutops, and he can back me up! This thing is perfect- with this baby on 
my side, I've got an extra life! The game is mine to control!" 

Seizor laughed, walking off to find a big log. 
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Celebi and Charizard gaped at the screen. 

"Your guess was on point!" shouted Celebi. "It’s only the sixth challenge, and yet we've already had someone find the 
immunity idol! Congratulations Seizor!" 

The crowd cheered, while Charizard clapped hard. 

"Of course...that begs the question...what's inside of the mansion?" asked Celebi. "If the immunity icon wasn't in 
there...what could be found?" 

Charizard grinned. "Well, all we know is that Bronzong won't be finding it, eh?" 

"True, but we might find out soon!" said Celebi. She gave the audience a dazzling smile. "That about wraps up our 
show tonight! Once again, congratulations Seizor-1 just hope we have more to talk about on the next Nightmare Isle 
Nightly!" 
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"You don't seem very worried," commented Swampert to Kabutops. 

The tough Pokemon was striking a wooden tree trunk, while Swampert bench pressed a massive tree nearby. Crobat 
was currently sitting on it, as Swampert wanted him to be extra weight. Kabutops shrugged and hit the tree in front of 
him hard, leaving giant slash marks in the wood. 



"She's a strong girl, a great rival, and a greater girlfriend," said Kabutops, shrugging. "I don't need to babysit her-1 
think she'll be fine. It's nice having a girl you don't have to worry about, right Crobat?" 

Crobat shrugged. "I worry about Honchkrow regardless- she has responsibilities and they can overwhelm her at 
times- Honchkrow is really independent though, so she doesn't like me to fret." 

Kabutops gave him a look of interest. "Well, she's always been the dominant one." 

Crobat shot him a smirk. "Not always." 

Kabutops stared, before grinning. "So Miss Big Bad Mafia enjoys being treated like a little lady at times?" 

Crobat gave a small chuckle, before staring up at the clouds in the sky. "Y'know, it's funny-1 know that she would 
never wear a dress or anything girly, but she hates it when I see her without makeup- it's cute." 

Kabutops snorted. "Seizor isn't like that- gotta treat her strong all the time. No being treated like a lady for her." 

"Girls are weird," said Swampert. 

Kabutops glanced over at him. "How about you, muscles? You got a girl back home? Eye on someone here." 
"Uh...no, actually," said Swampert, putting his log down for a moment. "I'm gay." 

Kabutops and Crobat both glanced over. "You're gay?" 

"Yup!" said Swampert cheerfully. 

Kabutops and Crobat exchanged a shocked look, before shrugging. 

"My mistake," said Kabutops, giving Swampert a smile. "You have a boyfriend, then?" 

"Nah, broke up with the last one about a month before I signed up for the show," explained Swampert. "Thought it 
would help keep my mind off of it." 

Crobat shrugged. "The pickings are pretty slim here, but hey, wish you luck, dude!" 

Swampert gave a hearty laugh. "Thanks! And look on the bright side- there's been no romance issues for me here!" 
"There haven't been a lot of romance problems in general this season," admitted Kabutops. "It's nice." 
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"Well, what do you suggest now that he's been traumatized?" asked Weavile, glancing at Gothitelle grumpily. "Any 
bright ideas, Frenchy?" 

"I have no advice to give to you- you 'ave done enough," said Gothitelle, carefully applying some lipstick. 

"What do you mean enough?" 

"You were zere to comfort Banette afterwards, were you not? He will not forget zat so easily. Give him time." 

"Time? Last time I gave someone time, they stabbed me in the back," hissed Weavile. 

"Weavile, Banette eez not 'ypno," said Gothitelle sternly. "If you show him ze patience that Mismagius never gave 
him, you’ll be fine. Understood?" 

Weavile clenched her fists before throwing up her hands. "Whatever. I'm gonna go shred on my skateboard for a 
while." 
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"Next target?" queried Trevenant, glancing over at Bisharp and Hypno. 

Bisharp frowned, looking at his blade hands disdainfully. "No one needs to be targeted just yet- but I'd like to try and 
cause some disarray in the teams-1 need powerful players to fall." 



Toxicroak emerged from some bushes, looking around. "Hey, sorry I'm late, heheh!" 

Hypno sighed and looked at Bisharp. "Then you're going to have to get down and dirty in some romance. You already 
let Garchomp pull out of her post breakup depression. Too soon- now she's no longer weak." 

"Garchomp doesn't worry me- she's a bomb that's easily set off under the right circumstances," argued Bisharp. 
"There are stronger players on their side. Swampert and Alakazam are the prime of physical and mental strength. 
Banette is a popular veteran, Weavile is a vicious competitor, and Gothitelle and Bronzong aren't idiots. Luxray's a 
wild card. Simply crushing them in challenges isn't good enough- we need to start causing problems in their team." 

"And what of our own?" asked Hypno, frowning. 

"We're the dominate vote force- we control the eliminations over here already. No worries there." 

"I can get Banette out of the way like that if you want," said Trevenant, snapping his fingers. 

"Perhaps...and what of Mismagius afterwards?" asked Hypno. 

"She's mine." 

"Do I detect some romantic feelings, Trevenant?" asked Hypno, grinning. Toxicroak snickered, while Trevenant just 
spat. 

"Whatever you're detecting better not escape your mouth, or I'll cram you in the boat along with puppet boy." 

Hypno sighed and held up his arms. "Fine, fine. Whatever you say." 
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Hypno stroked his chin. "It's official-1 need to betray these people. But how...and with who...perhaps 
someone from the other team who I can...offer some choice advice to." 
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Wooper leaned against a tree, looking at the sky. "Hey, Diglett." 

"Yes, Wooper?" 

"Do you think Marill was cute?" 

"Wooper, I'm not really big in the dating scene," responded Diglett, shaking his head. 

"Yeah, but still." 

"I... I guess... why?" 

"I just think this whole uber crush on Froslass isn't gonna work," admitted Wooper. "Besides, she and Gengar are 
happy. I need to dip my toe back into the dating pool!" 

"...no offense Wooper, but you picked a bad time to think of you and Marill as an item." 

"Well yeah but...maybe if I get voted off! Or well, when I get voted off, I don't really plan to get voted." 

"Personally, I think you have a shot," said Diglett, nodding towards the beach. "After all, look at them." 

Luxray was making carvings in the ground with lightning bolts, while Mamoswine would shift the earth and add little 
ice shards. It was as if a diabolical villain had gotten the idea to party in a sandbox. 

"LOOK AT MY WORK, MAMOSWINE! WE'LL BE KEEPING THE POKEMON ON THE RANCH SAFE FOR 
GENERATIONS!" 

"Ahahaha...whatever you say, Luxray." 

"Wonder how he does it," said Wooper in awe. 



"I... I wonder too, honestly," agreed Diglett. 

There was a loud noise as Mew's voice appeared on the intercom. 

"ATTENTION CAMPERS! A new challenge is ready, and today's host is ready to whip you guys into shape! Make 
your way to the desert area!" 

"That's the call!" said Wooper, grinning. "Let's go win another challenge!" 
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"Glad to see Wooper's taste in girls is...getting...better?" asked Diglett. "I mean, not that Froslass and 
Mawile were bad, but I...well...that is...l give up. Can we get this deleted?" 
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As all of the campers lined up to wait, they wondered who would be the camper returning today. Kabutops kept 
glancing over his shoulder, as if Seizor was going to drop out of the sky. Gengar kicked at the sand idly, while 
Weavile kept casting worried glances at Banette. 

The puppet wasn't doing well, his eyes dull and his golden zippered grin didn't gleam in the way it normally did. He 
seemed to be a bit shaky- Gliscor crawled over and put a hand on his back, before whispering to Banette. Banette 
give a quiet nod. Weavile and Gliscor's eyes met, and Weavile gave him a smile of appreciation. Noivern, on the 
other hand, beamed at him behind his back. 

"Hey everyone!" 

Seizor dropped down from the skies, using her wings to slow her descent, before landing next to Kabutops, folding 
her arms triumphantly. 

"That island wasn't bad at all. Send me again sometime, I could use a workout!" 

"You find the idol?" asked Trevenant, eye gleaming. 

Seizor shrugged. "I looked and looked, but there was no sign of the thing." 

Bronzong floated slowly from behind, drifting until he settled at the end of the line quietly. "Mew's done a good job on 
the place...crazy caves and catacombs, disgusting slimy swamps, and some creepy mansion that's just...spooky." 

"Yeah, fuck that thing," grumbled Trevenant. 

Seizor stood beside Kabutops, tapping him on the shoulder and pecking him on the cheek. 

"Found it," she whispered quietly. 

Kabutops perked up and gave her a look of disbelief. Seizor winked. Kabutops grinned. 

"Good to have you back." 

"Which jerk is hosting the challenge this time?" asked Seizor. 

A deep, rumbling voice answered, accompanied with the sound of feet on sand. 

"That jerk would be me," snarled a massive rhinoceros that was standing upright on its hind legs. A large drill could 
be seen on his nose, while his stone body looked rough and chiseled. A pair of large shades covered Rhydon's eyes 
and he grit his teeth at the sight of his would be victims. 

"Rhydon," said Mamoswine, eyes serious. Rhydon looked at Mamoswine, gaping for a second, before sneering in 
response. 

"Well what do you know- second place porker finally grew up," growled Rhydon, a smirk on his face. 

"At least he managed to evolve twice," hissed Garchomp. 

"Same with your ex-boyfriend- nice job mentally scarring Charizard," shot back Rhydon. Garchomp snarled and 



stepped forward, before Alakazam psychically restrained her. 
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"Rhydon was always a beast, but never an idiot," admitted Weavile. "Never as clever as me and Charizard, 
but he's got a nasty streak that could easily come up with some brutal challenge. Still...I don't think it'll be 
too bad. Physically painful, but not a difficult concept." 
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Luxray's eyes burned. "This is the guy who broke Wooper and got chewed out by Mamoswine for it! Of 
course, now that Mamoswine is so big, I'd like to see Rhydon try to push him around." 
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"The old bully's back in town- what a lunkhead," groaned Gengar. 
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"I honestly expected you to be a Rhyperior by now," said Weavile, cocking a brow. 

"I don't feel the need yet," muttered Rhydon gruffly. "I don't need to be fully evolved to host the damn challenge. Now, 
do you want to know what it is, or do you want me to let you wing it and let the challenge kick your ass." 

"We could always call Bellsprout to kick yours," said Bronzong snidely. Rhydon clenched a fist. 

"SHUT YOUR DAMN MOUTH, BELLBRAIN." 

"The challenge?" asked Hypno, bored. "I have things to do-1 don't have all day." 

Rhydon stepped forward and grabbed Hypno by the scruff of the neck. Weavile grinned. Hypno flailed around for a 
moment, but Rhydon kept him in his grip. 

"Listen up, yellow belly, and that goes for the rest of you- you can taunt me all you want, but I'll be happy to kick your 
ass during this challenge," snarled Rhydon. "Now can it- this challenge has two parts. First part, you have to find the 
metal down beneath the sands." 

"Down...beneath the sands?" asked Alakazam. 

"Yeah. There's a massive ring in that direction," said Rhydon, pointing to a large black ring in the distance. The 
treasure is buried somewhere down there. The team that gets the treasure first gets a major advantage in part two of 
the challenge. Now, what are you waiting for? Get going! You'll find scanners there to tell you how close you are to 
the object." 
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"Honestly? Not a bad challenge," admitted Crobat. "This isn't too difficult as long as we play it smart." 

000 

Both teams arrived, grabbing their scanners and huddling together. Alakazam frowned as he glared at the scanner. 
There was no noise or indication that they were near the treasure at all. 

"It's not lighting up or anything...is that...right?" asked Swampert, staring in confusion. 

"No, I simply think it means we're not close enough to get a signal," theorized Alakazam. 

"How are we not close enough...we're right on top of the ring!" said Diglett. 

"...because it's underground," said Alakazam. "I think once we start digging down, the scanner will start to go off." 
"So, what eez ze plan?" queried Gothitelle. 

"Diglett, you get out of the wheelbarrow and dig down. I want you to try and locate the object WITHOUT the scanner. 
The rest of us will simply start digging down." 



"Alright, it's Diglett's time to shine!" shouted Luxray, as Wooper tipped the wheelbarrow over. Diglett laughed as he 
burrowed into the dirt at a blinding speed. 

Bisharp cursed under his breath before turning to his team. "Alright. They have Diglett on their side, as well as some 
powerful diggers such as Garchomp and Swampert. We need a plan- FAST." 

"...well...we DO also have a Ground type," pointed out Seizor. 

Everyones topped, before slowly turning to Mamoswine. He kicked at the dirt awkwardly. 

"Mamoswine, look-1 know you prefer eating and all, but we need you to help us win this," explained Kabutops. 

"I mean...I...well...I'll try but," said Mamoswine nervously. 

"Look, punk-!" snapped Trevenant, before Honchkrow flicked up awing. 

"Let me make you an offer you can't refuse," said Honchkrow, flicking a cigar into her beak. "You get us the treasure, 
and I'll convince Mewtwo to give you an extra meal." 

Mamoswine perked up. "Anything?" 

"Within reason," cautioned Honchkrow. Mamoswine got to his feet before letting out a mighty stomp. He let out a loud 
roar, rather ferocious for the gentle glutton, before charging forward and digging into the sand. Everyone stepped out 
of the way, shielding their eyes from Mamoswine's digging onslaught." 

"Honchkrow, stay behind him with the scanner!" shouted Bisharp. "The rest of you- dig close to him to help us get 
deeper!" 

As they got started, both teams moved fairly quickly- while Mamoswine was smashing through the dirt and sand 
beneath him, the Gardevoirs were struggling to keep up. Weavile grit her teeth, looking down at Swampert and 
Garchomp. "Can't you go any faster?" 

"Trying!" panted Garchomp. 

"Anything on the scanner?" muttered Bronzong, who was working beside a quiet Banette. 

Alakazam perked up. "Yes, actually-1 hear a small beep and- yes, it's below us, and a little to the right." 

"Bisharp-1 got somethin’...it's to da left!" shouted Honchkrow from Mamoswine's back. 

"Alright, we'll move closer over there," answered Bisharp, dashing over and starting to dig, Toxicroak and Medicham 
on his heels. Both teams were digging hard and fast, but with Mamoswine tearing apart the earth, the Vileplumes 
certainly had an edge. Alakazam frowned. This wasn't going well. 

Krookodile glanced over thoughtfully, casting a look at the burrowing Mamoswine over his shoulder. Whistling quietly, 
he turned back to his own hole, before scooping sand down into Mamoswine's hole. He wasn't aiming to fill the hole- 
instead, the sand fluttered down and got all over the giant pig's face. 

"Ah! Sand in my eye!" yelped Mamoswine. Krookodile snickered and dove back into a hole. Mamoswine thrashed 
about before his nose twitched. Honchkrow held on for dear life. 

"Mamoswine, calm down-!" 

"Ah...ah...ACHOO!" 

Mamoswine let out a massive sneeze, causing sand to puff up in the air around all of the campers. Everyone tried 
their best to shield their eyes and mouth, but the grains of sand were caught by the wind and flew in everyone's face- 
a few Pokemon were fine, such as Krookodile, and he looked around wildly. 

"Great...what the hell!?" growled Weavile. 

"Now what do we do, we'll like, never find it!" gasped Noivern. 

Garchomp frowned, looking around, before closing her eyes. It was soon...yeah, it was definitely soon- but it was a 
challenge they could win. 



"Relax!" roared Garchomp. "We ARE gonna find it!" 

"What do you- wait, what?" asked Gliscor, as Garchomp started glowing with a harsh light. 

"Is she?" asked Gengar, eyes wide. "This is bad." 

Garchomp's body grew taller, her arms and legs gaining more bulk as her form expanded. Her head grew longer, her 
jaw stronger, her skull more formidable. Her arms extended, and her once small claws turned into enormous scythe 
shaped fins. Teeth patterns adorned her chest and torso, and a powerful tail lashed behind her. The land shark had 
decided to be the first among the contestants to mega evolve! 

"HERE I COME!" snarled Mega Garchomp, moving through the sand before emerging a few seconds later with a 
golden idol in the shape of Mew. Everyone stared in shock. 

"Oh come on!" grumbled Mismagius. 

"WE WIN, YOU LOSE!" screeched Mega Garchomp. 
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"I'm grateful Garchomp wanted to help, but...this seems foolish," said Alakazam. "Her Mega Evolution didn't 
even win the challenge- it just got us an advantage. And she can never use it again. How incredibly brash of 
her." 
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"Waste of a Mega Evolution," said Seizor. "I know I won't be throwing mine away so foolishly." 
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"Thanks for the sneeze, Mamoswine," hissed Bisharp. 

"It wasn't me, some sand fell in my face!" protested Mamoswine. 

"I can vouch for him dere," said Honchkrow, nodding. "Just fell in his face." 

Mew teleported into the area, grinning, while Rhydon lumbered forward, scowling. "Well, looks like Mega Garchomp 
has put the Gardevoirs ahead of the game by finding the treasure. And what a beautiful, lovely treasure it is. It's like 
the immunity symbol...but golden." 

Seizor glanced at Kabutops, who snickered. 

"So, the Graceful Gardevoirs are the winners of part one, which means they get an enormous advantage during Part 
Two of this challenge- while the first part was a callback to the Abandoned Ship challenge of World Tour, this second 
part will be more like the Snow Fort Challenge of Total Pokemon Island!" shouted Mew. 

"Snow Fort Challenge?" asked Weavile. "How's it going to be like that? We're in a DESERT!" 

Mew sighed and pulled out a button. "Cover your faces!" 

Mew slammed down the button and there was a massive cloud of sand that flew into the air. Everyone shielded their 
eyes (minus Krookodile, who folded his arms and yawned) so they wouldn't have to deal with more grains in their 
face. When the minor sandstorm finally settled, everyone was shocked to see two massive sandcastles, a few meters 
away from each other, standing in the middle of the desert. They each had several stories, complete with windows 
and openings so you could see the inside, as well as towers that someone could easily stand on top of to look down 
below at the other castle. Rhydon grinned. 

"Those are your forts- they're a bit bigger than a tiny little sandcastle right? Anyways, the castles are stocked up with 
dodge balls that you guys are going to throw at each other. The sand castles are dense, but not invincible. If you get 
hit with a dodgeball, you're out of the game and have to sit aside. If all of your team is knocked out, or if your sand 
castle is destroyed, you lose. Any questions?" 

"...how did you manage to get two sand castles to pop up, that makes no logical sense," snapped Bronzong. 

"It doesn't matter, loser," growled Rhydon. "It's there now, and it's your fort. Anymore not so shitty questions?" 



"Diglett found the idol, yo!" piped up Noivern. "Doesn't that mean we like, get a nice advantage or something?" 

"Right, forgot to mention that- the Graceful Gardevoirs get two cannons in their fort that they can stock up with dodge 
balls to fire at the Vileplumes," said Rhydon. 

"Cannons? Blast!" muttered Bisharp. Wooper headbutted Diglett in joy. 

"What other questions?" asked Rhydon. 

"Does Mega Garchomp get to stay that way for this challenge, or does she have to change back?" asked Mismagius 
warily. 

"She gets to stay that way," answered Mew. "The challenge may have multiple parts, but it's still one challenge." 
"NOT GOING AWAY THAT EASILY, WITCH BITCH!" roared Mega Garchomp. Mismagius scowled. 

"Is that all you need to know?" asked Mew. "Because I want to see some ACTION!" 

"Oh please, what important things do you have to do?" asked Banette, rolling his eyes. "Update your pink Legendary 
problems blog?" 

"For your information, I don't have a blog." snapped Mew. 

"Yeah well...you...ugh, forget it," muttered Banette. Everyone exchanged a look of shock. Banette had lost his mojo! 

"Look- put it this way- either you can all go to your sand forts, or I can reinstate the World Tour rules and ask for a 
song," said Mew, folding his arms. 

Everyone rushed to the forts. Weavile started to run towards Banette, but a large, steel bell floated in her path. 

"Leave him to me," drawled Bronzong. "I'll get him back on his feet, you just worry about winning the challenge." 

Weavile frowned, eyeing Bronzong suspiciously. "What's in it for you? You never do anything without their being a 
win for you." 

"Look, Gardevoir and I were...almost friends, and Banette isn't far behind on that list," snapped Bronzong. "I don't 
want a weakened team anymore than you do- if I wanted to knock him out specifically, I'd wait until the merge." 

Weavile sighed. "Alright. Just...go easy on him." 
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"I could ask a lot of questions- why is Weavile so worried about Banette, why I'm being so nice to a 
competitor, why I didn't beat Banette to that jab at Mew," muttered Bronzong. "But no. My real question is 
how the hell those sandcastles popped up. Seriously." 
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"Banette's been thrown off his game," said Trevenant, smirking. "I won't deny it- it's good to see. That's a 
strong competitor tossed aside- in more than just the game." 
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"Only difference I see between normal Garchomp and Mega Garchomp is that while Garchomp is normal a 
grouch, Mega Garchomp is almost...a psychopath? Homicidal? If I was a ghost, I'd be freaking out right 
now," said Gengar, shivering. 
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"SMASH THEM INTO PIECES AND GRIND UP THE BONES!" snarled Mega Garchomp. 
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"That Sand Rush ability was a fluke," scoffed Bisharp. 



000 


Everyone gathered up in the castles, with Weavile and Gothitelle at the cannons for the Graceful Gardevoirs. Bisharp 
and Toxicroak poked their heads out of the castle, before exchanging a glance. Toxicroak chuckled nervously. 

"I...uh...we're screwed!" said Toxicroak, giving a scared laugh. 

"Do you always laugh?" asked Seizor curiously. "Like, no matter what situation?" 

"It's a condition- kind of like a nervous tick." 

"Enough about that," interrupted Bisharp. "I think we can make it- we just need to survive and not get hit by any of the 
dodge balls." 

"That still gives them the option to break our castle down," pointed out Crobat. "They've got two cannons, Mega 
Garchomp, and other powerhouses like Swampert-" 

"We've got a few powerhouses ourself," said Seizor, flexing. "We'll play smart and try not to mess up. Let's make sure 
Mega Garchomp squandered her Mega Evolution, got it?" 

"Alright...let's go!" yelled Trevenant. 

"On your mark...get set....GO!" roared Rhydon into a megaphone. 

Gothitelle immediately fired her cannon, but Bisharp dodged it long before it got close. It bounced harmlessly away 
into the Vileplume fort. In response, Medicham picked up the ball and dash forward, hurling it at Alakazam. The 
psychic lazily grabbed the ball with his mind and tossed it back, while Medicham rolled to avoid it. Alakazam smirked 
at her, before Mega Garchomp pushed him out of the way. 

"THIS ONE'S MINE!" 

Mega Garchomp whipped the ball down towards the Vileplumes, and everyone cleared the way to avoid it. 
Mamoswine, however, was too slow, and got hit directly in the nose, letting out a howl of pain. The giant Pokemon 
looked down at his nose and let out a sad whine, before trudging out of the fort. Rhydon pointed to him. 

"One down!" 

"THAT'S RIGHT, PUNK!" screamed Mega Garchomp. 

"WATCH YOUR AIM!" snarled Luxray, electricity coursing through her fur. 

"HE'S THE ENEMY!" snapped Mega Garchomp. 

Weavile, in the meantime, fired her cannon towards the upper section, where Arcanine was walking with a ball in his 
paws. She aimed for his feet, but the dog jumped back, letting out a triumphant bark. 

"Nice aim!" he yelled. 

Weavile grinned. "I know." 

Arcanine looked down and his eyes widened- the sand had crumbled away where the ball had struck, leaving a dent 
in their fort. 

"Less time than we thought," grunted Trevenant. 

"Let's just win before that!" yelled Gengar, hurling a ball towards the other team. Wooper hopped in the air and 
blasted it with his water, sending it veering to the side. Seizor, on the other hand, dashed forward and threw her ball 
at a curve. Weavile ducked under it, but it hit Diglett head on. The dazed mole slumped in his wheelbarrow. Wooper 
sighed and pushed him down and out of the castle. 

"Careful, their aim is good!" said Alakazam. 

"If we can knock Alakazam out, they'll lose their strategist," said Trevenant. 

"Good idea," admitted Medicham. "But it'll be hard to execute." 



"Then let's thin the ranks," said Toxicroak, grinning, before his eyes widened. He ducked, a powerful shot from 
Swampert embedding itself in the wall. 

Kabutops grinned. "Way ahead of you!" 

He dashed over to grab the ball, before it deflated when he popped it with his scythe. 

Mew teleported into the room. 

"KABUTOPS!" 

"IT WAS AN ACCIDENT!" snarled Kabutops. 
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"Look, it isn't exactly easy having these for hands!" protested Kabutops. "I can't hold things. I can't softly 
touch something. I mean, yeah, I can slice meat without a fork, I can rock climb with easy, I can chop up 
wood for fires but...okay, never mind, I've got a pretty good deal here." 
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Mismagius flew forward, but Weavile was ready. Grinning, she fired the cannon, nailing the witch girl in the head and 
sending her plummeting down in the sand below. 

"MISMAGIUS IS OUT!" snapped Rhydon. 

Bisharp glanced at Honchkrow and Crobat. "We need to disable those cannons. Could you two fly and try and lob it 
into the cannons to disable them?" 

"Sure thing!" said Crobat, grinning. 

"Yeah, I tink we can- GAH!" Honchkrow's sentence was interrupted by a dodgeball nailing her in the skull. She fell 
onto her back before getting up, snarling and swearing as she stomped out of the castle. 

Crobat glared over, where Mega Garchomp was grinning. Crobat scowled and grabbed a ball, gliding forward. He 
dodged some balls tossed by Luxray and Swampert, before tossing one directly at Mega Garchomp. She tried to 
avoid it, but bumped into Wooper. As she struggled to regain her balance, the ball bounced off her back and Crobat 
caught it. Mega Garchomp let out a roar of fury, before Mewtwo restrained her with telekinesis, carrying her out of the 
castle as she thrashed violently in the air. 

But Crobat wasn't done- dodging an attack from Gliscor, he twisted in the air and hurtled towards Gothitelle's cannon. 
She attempted to fire on him, but Crobat stuffed the cannon with the dodgeball in his feet before flapping back 
towards the others. Gothitelle's cannon refused to fire, but it also started to malfunction and shake. Gothitelle's eyes 
widened as the cannon began to make strange noises- she pushed it over the edge of the castle, where it exploded 
as it fell, leaving a sizable dent in the sand. 

"Go Crobat!" yelled Medicham. Crobat smiled as he flew back to his friends, but Alakazam was ready for him. Using 
his telekinesis, he nailed Crobat in the back, sending the bat crumpling to the ground. 

"Ooooh," muttered Gengar, groaning. 

"He still managed to get out their strongest player and take out a cannon...good work, dude," said Kabutops. 

Seizor ran forward, swinging her arm in a wide arc before boomeranging a ball across the divide. Mightyena didn't 
even see it coming, the force of the ball knocking her off the castle. 

"We're catching back up!" shouted Trevenant. 

"Not for much longer," said Gothitelle, hurling a ball back over. Everyone braced themselves and dodged it easily. But 
they weren't prepared for the second ball that viciously followed, striking Bisharp in the stomach. He hissed and 
dropped to his knees, before getting up and stomping away. 

"Damnit...there goes our leader," snapped the tree. 

"We don't need a leader, just common sense," argued Seizor. She held up a ball. "Follow my lead." 



000 


"Okay...we need to talk," grumbled Bronzong, as Banette slouched around the sand base. 

Banette gave him a look, his eyes expressionless. "No we don't. Don't play like you know what I've gone through." 

"I don't," admitted Bronzong. "But I have a rough idea after facing your fear. You're not so much disturbed by the fact 
that you couldn't scare them. You've got a similar problem to your scarecrow friend, don't you." 

Banette was silent. 

"You're afraid that if you get hurt again, you might submit to your grudge and do more things you regret," said 
Bronzong, eyes narrow. "I felt that fire inside of you as I was being torn in two. You felt pain, physical and mental, and 
that brought out a side of you. No wonder you understood Cacturne so well." 

Banette sneered. "Yeah, thanks for reminding me. Except his problem is going away. According to our friendly 
empathetic friend, his personalities have almost completely combined at this point." 

"Yeah well, guess what," snapped Bronzong. "When Hypno and Mismagius hurt you, you didn't lose yourself- yeah, 
you punched Hypno, but you didn't lose yourself to that thing in your past. It’s gone, Banette! You've changed into a 
better Pokemon, so stop worrying and start living!" 

Banette froze. "What?" 

Bronzong sighed. "You have to forgive yourself, and you have to realize that it won't happen again. You were freshly 
evolved, left alone, a lot of things happened. You hadn't completely gotten a grip. Well, now you have. So if you don't 
want to get eliminated, I suggest you show it and- eh?" 

A ball flew past all of the other Gardevoirs and struck Bronzong in the back. He scoffed and glanced at Banette. 

"Try to think it over and see if I hit the nail on the head, okay?" 

The bell floated out of the castle, before stopping dead. 
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"That was...nice...good of me?" asked Bronzong. "What's...what's HAPPENING to me?" 
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"He...he didn't even move!" snapped Krookodile. "So useless...I swear, if we lose-!" 

"No...he wasn't useless- we lost a player, but we got another one back!" said Weavile, smirking. 

Banette ran out from the back, leaping in the air and firing a shot straight across the divide. Gengar barely avoided 
the blow, his eyes wide. 

"Guys...Banette's back in the game..." 

"That's...not good," admitted Toxicroak, giving a nervous chuckle. 

"Whatever...he's not gonna change shit," hissed Trevenant, whipping another ball across the battlefield. Krookodile 
gulped and pushed past, before smirking. His tail wrapped around and hit Noivern, knocking her into the ball. 

"Owl" 


"Gotcha!" snarled Trevenant. 

"Oh...shit, sorry!" yelled Krookodile, going over to help Noivern up. Hypno's eyes watched him, gleaming with 
interest. 

"It's cool, bro...just...watch where you go in the future, you dig?" muttered Noivern, rubbing her skull. 

"I promise," lied Krookodile. 



Hypno gave a grin, noticing everything that had happened in that exchange, but unfortunately, his thoughts were cut 
short by a ball striking him in the head. Hypno staggered before falling out of the sand castle, landing on the soft sand 
below, utterly dazed. 

"THAT'S FOR EVERYTHING!" roared Weavile. 
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"If we lose, Bronzong's out of the question, might as well sabotage Noivern," said Krookodile shrugging. 
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"There's no way that wasn't intentional," said Hypno, smiling. "Interesting development. Krookodile, eh? That 
might be something for me." 
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Kabutops growled, tossing a ball in the air before kicking it across the area. Alakazam easily sidestepped it. 

"We need to take the brainiac out!" shouted Kabutops. 

"If I can interject-1 have a strategy- we all aim for Alakazam at the same time," said Trevenant. "He can't possibly 
dodge us all!" 

"Even so...there's only so much we can do...we have to distract him," argued Seizor. 

"Leave THAT one to me!" snarled Trevenant, a sickening smile on his face. He frowned, before eyeing Wooper 
blasting away an attack from Arcanine with a jet of water. Chuckling, Trevenant fired his shot, the ball swerving before 
it struck Wooper in the head. The Pokemon spun around from the force of the blow, water spraying everywhere, 
damaging the walls of the castle and hitting all of his teammates. 

"Wooper! Quit it!" yelled Gliscor, flailing in the blast. 

"Great, now he’s gone and damaged the- GAH!" Alakazam's voice was interrupted by four dodge balls striking him at 
the same time. The Psychic fell backwards. Gothitelle and Weavile both turned in worry, but Alakazam raised a hand, 
getting to his feet on his own. 

"I'm fine. That was clever on their parts...," said Alakazam, folding his arms. "You'll have to win the game now. Good 
luck." 

Wooper dragged his tail as he walked out, Alakazam scowling at him the whole time. 

"We got him!" yelled Gengar. "This is great!" 

"Don't let up yet!" shouted Kabutops, dodging a cannon blast from Weavile. "They still got the cannons...and they've 
got some strong players!" 

Swampert threw a ball so hard it embedded itself in the wall, cracking the hard sand around it. Arcanine stared at it in 
shock, before Gliscor swooped over, hitting the dog with a ball and sending him tottering off the edge of the castle. 

Krookodile grinned, leaning over the side of the castle. "Sorry, but I think we've got this in the bag. We've still got our 
cannon, and you've got two players who've been away for a season." 

Seizor and Kabutops froze, with Seizor folding her arms. 

"Oh really?" asked Seizor, pointing a claw at Krookodile. "You think I can't keep up with you, big mouth? Want to 
come over here and say that?" 

"I can't, it's against the rules!" yelled Krookodile. "But you might not want to get distracted!" 

Seizor turned to see a cannon being fired. She quickly sidestepped the ball, which hit Gengar in the face. The Ghost 
let out a quiet, dazed chuckle, before falling on the ground. Trevenant grumbled and dragged him away, before 
tossing him out of the castle. 

"I'll teach you to doubt me!" yelled Seizor, taking her ball, and throwing it hard. The ball seemed to swoop upwards, 



going up past Weavile. Krookodile laughed. 
"Nice shot!" 


Seizor smirked. "Thanks." 

Krookodile turned, before seeing where the ball had struck- it had hit the sand above Weavile, which had been 
weakened by Wooper's water spray. The sand crumbled, and Krookodile leaned on his tower, eyes wide. 

"Oy, claws! Get outta there!" 

Weavile glanced up before letting out a shriek, the sand falling on top of the cannon, causing it to totter and fall off of 
the edge, landing in the large dunes below. Weavile and Luxray peered over the edge. Luxray glanced at Weavile. 

"I told you to let me use it," said Luxray sternly. 

"And doom us all?" muttered Weavile. "Fat chance." 

They both shared a glare before two balls struck them both in the head. Kabutops and Medicham were grinning from 
the other side of the field. 

"We're on even playing ground now!" yelled Kabutops, pointing a scythe at Krookodile. "Got any more words you 
wanna get off your chest?" 

"Ugh!" growled Krookodile, before he swung his arm, whipping yet another ball across the field. Medicham dodged it, 
before rolling to avoid a shot from Gothitelle. Gliscor's eyes bugged out as he dashed behind a wall to dodge a shot 
from Trevenant. Banette leaped forward, throw a shot that Seizor barely avoided. 

It wasn't until Krookodile chucked another ball that a player got out. Toxicroak was finally hit, and walked out of the 
base clutching his head. Krookodile let out a cackle of triumph that was interrupted when Medicham hit him. 

"That's for everything you've done!" muttered the fighter. 

Trevenant dodged another hit from Swampert, spinning and hurling the ball in his hand at Gothitelle. She tried to 
dodge, but it hit her arm, knocking the Gardevoirs from four to three. Swampert gulped and glanced at Gliscor. 
Banette, on the other hand, leaped forward and chucked a ball at Trevenant. Trevenant was hit in the head, before he 
snarled, glaring down Banette on the other side. 
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"He didn't look too happy when Banette got him!" said Toxicroak, giggling quietly. 
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"Who knew that crocodile was such a cocky jerk?" asked Kabutops, arching a brow. "Hello? Being an old 
player doesn't make you bad." 
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Trevenant cracked his knuckles. "I'll get him. I will." 
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Medicham, Seizor, and Kabutops grinned, flinging balls at the other side. Swampert dodged a few before tossing 
back a hard blow did a lot of damage to the castle. Seizor grit her teeth and threw her ball back, aiming her shot at 
Gliscor. Gliscor dodged it, swooping to the side, but a ball from Medicham ended his time in the challenge. He 
plummeted downwards, bumping into the castle and taking a bunch of sand down with him. 

Banette growled. "This is bad..." 

Swampert gulped as more shots came their way. "What do we do?" 

"Well, I mean...I don't know," admitted Banette. "But- DUCK!" 

Banette got down, but Swampert was nailed in the jaw, Kabutops grinning at him from across the way. 



"Another down, one to go!" yelled Seizor. 

Swampert sadly glanced at Banette as he walked out. "Good luck!" 

Banette looked across, his eyes wide. Medicham, Kabutops, and Seizor were all up? How the hell was he supposed 
to pull this off? Kabutops and Seizor fired away, with Banette getting low to the ground to avoid their hits. 

Weavile and Alakazam watched from the sidelines. "I think we lose this round." 

"If any one can pull this off, it’s Banette," argued Weavile. 

"Maybe. Unlikely, though." 

Banette's eyes narrowed, before he looked across the divide. He grabbed two dodge balls in his hand and ran 
backwards. Seizor and Medicham exchanged a glance. 

"What do you think...he is doing?" queried Medicham. 

The question was answered as with a loud cry, Banette leaped out of one of the castle's "windows" and flew through 
the air, hurtling towards the Vileplume Castle. Seizor and Kabutops both let out shocked gasps. Seizor gripped a ball 
tightly, but before she could make a move, Banette swung both of his arms, firing two shots at the enemy team. 
Seizor's eyes narrowed as she wound up and fired a counter shot. 

Medicham was hit first and she dropped to her knee, but Kabutops dodged the second ball. Seizor's ball, on the other 
hand, soared through the air and hit Banette in the face. Spinning in the air, Banette dropped down and landed in the 
sand, groaning. 

Rhydon blew his whistle, and Mew reappeared on the scene. 

"Congratulations, campers! The winners of this challenge are...the Victorious Vileplumes!" 

"YES!" yelled Seizor, grabbing Kabutops. The two hugged each other, with Medicham punching the air nearby. The 
Gardevoirs sighed, with Swampert going over to help Banette up. 

"Sorry...I couldn't pull it off." 

"That was a fine last stand, dude," said Noivern, nodding vigorously. "You did your best!" 

"But it wasn't good enough, was it?" asked Mew, smirking. "Anyways, gather up your brains and decide who's going 
to be the one going home tonight. And remember, for two of you, a night on the Nightmare Isle awaits!" 

Mew teleported away, laughing. 
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"I sure dodged a bullet there!" said Mamoswine, shaking out his fur. "If we had lost, I would've been sent 
packing for sure...but...who will the Gardevoirs send home?" 
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"Well, this one won't be too easy," said Gliscor, tapping his chin. "It's basically 'did you suck in the dodgeball 
challenge or not' tonight." 
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"What eez your plan for ze vote, dear?" asked Gothitelle, looking to Alakazam. His eyes were narrowed in thought. 

"I don't know. There are plenty of candidates. Diglett is not too great as a player. Krookodile caused trouble. Wooper 
blasted water and weakened the base. Mightyena's still mediocre. I suppose even Garchomp is possible if go with the 
fact that she's already used up her single Mega evolution." 

"I suppose sat could work, but at least she tried to 'elp ze team, oui?" argued Gothitelle. 

"True enough, true enough...," said Alakazam, sighing. "This game is...not nearly as much fun as I was hoping. I can 
honestly say I'm bored." 



"Bored?" 


"Not with you or anyone else here," said Alakazam hastily. "That part is fine. But as for the puzzles...the games, the 
challenges...for the most part...they're dull. I wish Hypno had been on my team. That would've been fun." 

"You really wish to do battle wiz 'im another time," said Gothitelle, hiding a smile with her hand. 

Alakazam gave her a smile in return. "Is it that obvious? To think I've been given the opportunity to annihilate that 
scum for a second time. It's absolutely wonderful." 

Then he coughed. "I digress. Who do you think we should vote for?" 

"Any of ze candidates you mentioned," said Gothitelle. "Zis challenge was not ruined by one person, but multiple 
members of our team did not perform up to ze standards we needed." 

"Well stated. We'll just have to wait and see." 
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Krookodile stalked through the woods, his tail swishing back and forth as he wandered through the trees. He 
grumbled to himself, hoping that he was safe from the elimination. He hadn't done anything wrong. 

"Worried, are you?" 

Krookodile froze and turned, seeing Hypno smiling as he rounded a tree. "I would be if I were you." 

Krookodile growled. "The hell do you want?" 

"I saw what you did to Noivern- very subtle...and very sneaky," purred Hypno. "Here's what I propose- you ally with 
me, and I won't reveal it." 

Krookodile stared him down, before letting out a loud laugh. "Okay, do you think I'm that dumb? No one's gonna trust 
you over me, pal! Why don't you tell me the real reason you're hounding after me?" 

Hypno stared, scowling deeply- his plan hadn't gone through. That clever croc called his bluff. "Very well. I want an 
alliance with you- join forces with me and we can sabotage and destroy everything from inside out." 

"And why the hell do you want me for that?" snapped Krookodile. 

"You're on the enemy team, and you want to win as much as me," explained Hypno. "With you bringing down one 
team, and me destroying the other, we can easily take control of this entire competition post merge. And I can't betray 
you, due to the fact that you're a Dark-type. This deal is good for you." 

Krookodile frowned, stroking his chin, before grinning and holding out a hand. "Alright, you've got yourself a deal. On 
one condition. We wait two or three challenges before we start sabotaging." 

Hypno frowned, folding his arms. "Why is that?" 

"You get someone out in those two or three challenges, then I'll ally with you," said Krookodile, smirking. "I'm not an 
idiot- you're bad news and everyone knows it. So if you can take someone out and still walk, I'll believe you haven't 
lost your touch. Until then..." 

Hypno grit his teeth, before smoothing his fur. "Fine. If you don't get eliminated tonight, that is." 

Krookodile chuckled. "I doubt it'll be me. I know a couple votes already- the fact that I'm not a threat works wonders." 
With that, Krookodile swaggered away, Hypno's angry gaze following every step. 
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"Well, Graceful Gardevoirs...here we are again- another night, another ceremony, another Pokemon sent packing!" 
said Mew, smiling. "Anyways...if I call your name, you're safe. Alakazam!" 

Alakazam smiled, getting up and going to receive his block. 



" Banette... Swam pert." 

Banette and Swampert high fived, running to grab their blocks. 

"Gliscor." 

"Yeah baby!" 

"Weavile!" 

"Of course." 

"Gothitelle!" 

"Naturally." 

"Luxray!" 

"VIVA LA REVOLUTION!" 

"And Bronzong!" 

"Tch," muttered Bronzong, joining the rest. The remaining campers looked nervous. Wooper and Diglett looked at 
each other warily, while Noivern and Mightyena both gulped. Krookodile folded his arms defiantly, while Garchomp 
gnashed her teeth. 

"I guess all of you under performed today," said Mew, snickering. "Of course, for one of you, this is the curtain call, 
but the rest of you will get to perform again. Anyways...Krookodile, Noivern, you're both good." 

Krookodile laughed, glancing back at Hypno, while Noivern sighed in relief, going to go float next to Weavile. 

"...Diglett...and...Mightyena, you're both safe as well! 

Mightyena sighed in relief, before she calmly pushed Diglett to the others. Diglett gave Wooper a fearful look. Wooper 
glanced to Garchomp, who's eyes were scowling at him. Wooper gulped. 

"Wooper, you blasted your base with water and weren't too useful...Garchomp, you just used your Mega Evolution to 
win a challenge, but you STILL lost...so...who's it gonna be?" 

Wooper gulped and shifted in his seat, while Garhomp just spat on the ground defiantly. 

"The player who stays is..." 

Everyone leaned in to watch closely. 

"...Garchomp." 

"...oh," said Wooper, a little shocked. "Well...uh...okay." 

Garchomp opened her mouth before she swallowed and gave Wooper a pat on the back. "Sorry." 

Wooper huffed and got up, glancing to the other campers. "Well uh...a little earlier than I thought, but hey, I had a 
great time!" 
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"Garchomp's wasted her Mega, she's just a spare body we can vote off on a rough night," muttered Weavile. 
"Wooper, on the other hand, is a former finalist. I'd rather have him gone." 
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"He messed up our base, and Garchomp is crippled- no flying under the radar this time, Wooper," said 
Bronzong, smirking. 


000 



"Well, I gave it my all, but I guess I won't be a finalist two seasons in a row," said Wooper sadly. He perked 
up. "Oh well, Mamoswine, Diglett, and Luxray will keep carrying that torch for me! I know you guys can do it- 
make me proud and win one for Team Vent!" 
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Wooper trotted down to the dock before stopping. At the edge of the dock was a large toilet. 

"What...Mew...what the hell?" asked Wooper, staring. Mew telekinetically picked up Wooper, laughing. 

"Well, this time, I thought I'd give you a bit of fun getting off the island! This toilet will take you through a large tube 
and far away from here. Nice work, Wooper, but it's time to get flushed!" 

"Wait, is this clean-!" yelled Wooper, getting dropped in the toilet, but Mew didn't wait- he flushed the toilet and 
Wooper went down, letting out a shout the whole time. Mew dusted off his hands before posing proudly. 

"Ah...that one felt good...really good...ANYWAY!" said Mew, clapping his hands. "We need to find out who's going to 
the island on each team. So...for our losers, the Graceful Gardevoirs, the camper heading to the island is...Noivern!" 

"Aw, man, what the heck is that!" complained Noivern. Gliscor folded his arms unhappily. 

"And for the Victorious Vileplumes...Honchkrow." 

"Whaddya mean dere sendin' me over?" asked Honchkrow. Mewtwo came along and grabbed both girls, dragging 
them away to the island. 

000 

"This bites," muttered Gliscor. 

000 

"This bites," mumbled Crobat. 

000 

Arcanine mumbled under his breath as he headed bad to his cabin for a good night's sleep, but when he rounded the 
corner, he found Mightyena standing there. He sighed, closing his eyes before opening them and fixing her with a 
glare. 

"What do you want now?" asked Arcanine, scraping his paw against the ground. "You and I tend to not get along. I 
haven't spilled-1 haven't done anything. Get off my back." 

He started to walk past her before Mightyena spoke. 

"Who was she?" 

"...who was who?" asked Arcanine, trying to stall her out, or hoping she made a mistake. 

"That girl on the plane." 

"...Ninetales," said Arcanine, glancing back at her. "Why do you ask?" 

"She...when you got my fear...you weren't surprised...or scared?" 

Arcanine swallowed noisily before turning to face her. "No. I wasn't. Rejection happens- it wasn't fear that I was 
experiencing- it was pain. But I knew that I had already went through it once. I could go through it again." 

"...did she really treat you like that?" asked Mightyena quietly. 

"Not...exactly that bad. Not nearly as coldly," admitted Arcanine. "She led me on, kissed me at one point, only to back 
out at the end and say Houndoom was the one she wanted all along. I was just brought along for the ride. Funny 
huh?" 


"I...I didn't think-" 



"Yeah, fun fact, no one does," barked Arcanine. "Everyone looks at me and thinks 'oh he’s just another jock, another 
dude on the football team', yeah no. I deal with shit all the time. So, when you're done making an ass of yourself, 
come find me, because you've brought up shit that I don't want to talk about. Goodnight." 

Arcanine stormed into his cabin, slamming the door behind him. Mightyena was left alone, staring at the doorway. 
Perhaps they weren't so different after all. 
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"It appears Hypno has other plans," commented Bisharp to Toxicroak. "Regardles, I don't really have any thoughts for 
the meeting. Wooper's been eliminated. I suppose that's good for us in a way, but he wouldn’t have been my 
preferred candidate." 

"Well, there's still plenty of time before the merge," said Toxicroak. "As long as we win and force the Gardevoirs to 
shrink their numbers, we can easily overtake them." 

"Indeed," agreed Bisharp. He glanced over. "Thoughts, Trevenant?" 

Trevenant didn't answer. He was gripping another tree hard, staring off into the darkness, a fist clenched at his side. 
"Trevenant?" 

"He's still moody," whispered Toxicroak. 

Bisharp gave Toxicroak a confused look. 

"He took that shot Banette hit him with personally." 

"YOU WANT TO SHUT YOUR TRAP BEFORE I SHUT IT FOR YOU?!" snarled Trevenant, his eye glowing. 

Toxicroak cackled, while Bisharp gave him a disapproving look. 

"Trevenant, it was a challenge, it's not a big deal," said Bisharp. 

"Let me tell you something, right here and right now," growled Trevenant. "I’m gonna get him. I don't know when and 
how, but I'm gonna get him. That puppet is MINE." 
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Yikes! What a chapter! Oh well, not nearly as crazy as the last one. 

Wooper walks this time. Tragic, sad, but as it goes with most runner ups, they don't last long in the season after. 
Wooper was eliminated partially due to his mess ups in the challenge, but also because of his past as a strong 
competitor. Reminder that Wooper was eliminated due to injuries in Season One, and was a finalist in Season Two. 

Fun Fact: Wooper is actually extremely smart, but his ADHD makes his mind sort of wander. 

The challenge was sort of a three way mix on Abandoned Ship Scanner Challenge, Snow Fort Challenge, and 
arguably the Dodge Ball challenge. I like to imagine they had big, three story castles as their bases. Anyway, this was 
a fun challenge to write, probably my favorite so far. 

Seizor and Kabutops shined this chapter- I'm determined to prove they're more than just a rival/background couple. 
And speaking of Seizor, UH OH. Looks like someone found an immunity idol! 

Hypno scheming, mad Trevenant, Arcanine and Mightyena, blah blah, you read all of this. Onto a sneak peek! 

Next Chapter: A femme fatale steps back in to host, but absolutely no one is pleased. The challenge is violent, 
vicious, and only one team can be victorious. One contestant misses another, while another is determined to put 
another back in their place. At the center of episode, two foes face off for a second time, their entire battle leaving the 
rest of the campers speechless! 


Wooper: Hey, you guys should review! For me! The teams! The vent! Review! 



*Chapter 8*: Lopunny's Big Bad Brawl! 


Hey guys, it's time for another chapter! Sorry I've been absent, my laptop was lost for a week, and after that I had a 
bunch of work to do. I worked hard to get this up as soon as possible. It's gonna be a good one, so I hope you're 
ready for it! 

Cacturne and Gardevior return this chapter, but I'm gauging fan interest- if you'd like Cacturne and Gardevoir to give 
mini performances of songs on Nightmare Isle Nightly, tell me! 
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Celebi had a pair of headphones on, reading a magazine, humming and singing quietly. 

"People may not think...you're much to see...but babe you light a fire in me," sang Celebi quietly, listening to the 
latest album produced by Cacturne and Gardevoir. 

"Uh...Celebi?" asked the cameraman, a nervous looking Watchog. "We're rolling." 

"CRAP!" shouted Celebi, tossing her magazine aside. 

"Hi everyone, Celebi here, and it's time for another Nightmare Isle Nightly!" shouted Celebi, throwing up her hands. 
The crowd cheered happily. Celebi wiped her brow. That had been a close one. "Anyways...my guest tonight is uh... 
well...oh yes! The man behind the album, and the island...along with his partner, the former champion...for their 
second visit, we have Gardevoir and Cacturne!" 

Gardevoir stepped in, waving to the crowd happily, while Cacturne followed at a more leisurely pace, giving a 
halfhearted wave to the crowd. They both moved to sit back down. 

"I didn't think we'd be called back so soon," admitted Cacturne. 

"Well, unfortunately, Vileplume and Clefable had to reschedule later- but, I planned on inviting you back soon 
anyways," said Celebi. "After all, now that the fear challenge has been had..." 

"The whole island has been updated," said Cacturne, nodding sagely. 

"So, Cacturne, what sort of updates were made to the island?" asked Celebi. 

"Obviously, we had some restraints due to some impossible fears to emulate- but we DID add an abandoned hospital 
that would certainly terrify Bisharp and the needle fearing Swampert. A few pitfalls- they won't bury you alive, but 
Toxicroak wouldn't know that. We simply put in new things to scare the Pokemon. Some large falls and cliffs, a 
couple of clown statues, that stuff. Some deep puddles for Arcanine. A few burned rubble areas...Bronzong, Seizor, 
Weavile, and...Banette don't like fire." 

"Would you know anything about the missing footage from the Fear Challenge episode?" asked Celebi, frowning. 
"Fans were appalled that for the first time, footage was cut." 

"Well, Mew doesn't use all of the footage each episode," pointed out Gardevoir. "I'd guess that Banette's fear might've 
caused disturbances in the camera- Weavile's fear was burning buildings, perhaps the camera got damaged in the 
debris." 

Cacturne gave Gardevoir a look, but no one could hear the conversation they were having in their head. They both 
seemed to know more than they were letting on. Celebi coughed dryly. 

"Well, it may not relate to the Nightmare Isle's remaking, but we also have news!" said Gardevoir, changing the 
subject. Cacturne looked away. Gardevoir grinned before holding out her hand to Celebi. Celebi stared. A beautiful 
ring was on her finger, next to another, less flashy ring. 

"Wait...a ring on your finger...you mean...you two?" asked Celebi, eyes wide. Gardevoir nodded excitedly. Celebi 
and Gardevoir both squealed while Cacturne sighed in embarrassment. 

"MARRIED?" asked Celebi. "OH MY GOSH WHEN'S THE WEDDING?" 

"We haven't decided yet- we're thinking after this season is over so our old friends can come along!" said Gardevoir. 



"How did he propose?" asked Celebi, interested. 
"Well-" 


"Can we not discuss this?" asked Cacturne, arms folded in defiance. 

"Oh come on, at least let me share the story!" said Gardevoir, poking him in the side. 

Cacturne shrugged, smirking. "I mean, fine, but if you do, you'll have to pay that price somewhere else. And it just so 
happens-" 

"Don't you dare!" hissed Gardevoir. 

Cacturne gave a sly grin. "Try me. I'll get rid of all of it." 

"0...kay, I'm missing some context but uh...before we cut back to the point of this minishow, I have to ask...how did 
the album go?" asked Celebi, interested. 

"Amazingly...they paid for the ring," muttered Cacturne under his breath. 

"It's been great- we've decided to take some time off to relax and watch the show, but we may consider doing 
concerts during the time," said Gardevoir. 

"Remind me when you're free- we could use a bit music on this show!" said Celebi. "Anyways! Time to check on the 
Nightmare Isle! So, last time the idol was found by Seizor, so we don't have to look there. We just need to see how 
Honchkrow and Noivern are doing." 

"The idol was found?" asked Cacturne. "By Seizor? This soon?" 

He grinned. "Interesting." 

Gardevoir gave him a glance, which Cacturne returned. After holding another conversation with just their eyes, they 
both turned to Celebi. 

"Well, we should see how the victims are faring," said Gardevoir. 

"You two are acting very strange- I'll blame the ring," said Celebi, laughing. "I won't pry. Anyways, let’s check the 
Nightmare Isle!" 
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"Why da hell...did Mew...have to hide it...on da ground!?" asked Honchkrow as she stumbled through a path of 
bushes. She finally emerged, coughing before spitting out a leaf on the ground. "Unbelievable." 

She shook out her feathers and tapped a tree with her talons, crawling up it and peeking in a hole. Just because it 
wasn't in the tree TOPS didn't mean it wasn't in the tree TRUNKS. 

"Crobat gave me good inteL.poor guy, must be worried sick about me," muttered Honchkrow. She shivered as she 
walked ahead, noticing some white bushes up ahead. Her eyes narrowing, she took some cautious steps closer 
before pushing through them. Her eyes widened as she stumbled upon a frozen lake. It wasn't pretty- there was 
barely any light shining through the dense trees, and the lake looked black and odd. Honchkrow swore and flew over 
it, before stopping. 

"Maybe... underwater..." 

Honchkrow flew down and tapped the ice with her beak, before busting it open with a slash of her powerful wings. As 
she lowered her head to peer into the black water, a harsh wind blew, knocking the mafia bird in. Honchkrow let out a 
loud screech, before crawling out almost immediately. The ice had refrozen by the time she emerged, her foot caught 
in the frozen fluid. Hissing, Honchkrow shattered the ice with her talons, freeing herself. She glared down as the 
water froze over again. 

"If I had been in dere for too long...," muttered Honchkrow, making a face as she imagined getting trapped under the 
ice. Then she remembered. 

"Wasn't dat...MariH's fear...did Mew...add OUR fears to da island?" 



Honchkrow let out a low grunt, turning and trotting away. "What a joik. I need a cigar." 

Elsewhere... 

"Aw sheesh, what was that?" asked Noivern, looking around wildly as a screech echoed across the forest. 

She flew up into a tree, crouching down and getting low, her eyes listening for any sign of something coming to get 
her. Noivern bit her lip- this place was pretty nasty- creepy trees, freaky caves, and all of that. 

The branch broke under her, and she started to plummet, before she pulled out of the fall and went high in the air. 
Panting heavily after the scare, she looked around, before her eyes saw something...what was that? 

"Is that...a town?" asked Noivern, gliding closer. Down below was a small area filled with buildings. But the buildings 
were far from being in good shape- the houses were broken, windows shattered, covered in grime and cobwebs. A 
playground was seen, the swings swaying ominously in the wind. A broken down hospital was near...and far 
beyond...what was that? She couldn't make that out. Noivern flew closer, before staring at something through the 
trees. With a gulp, she started flying in the other direction. 

Something was wrong with that mansion, and she didn't want to know what. 
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"Well, not too much going on there, since we already know the idol's been found," said Cacturne, chuckling quietly. 

"Honchkrow seems to be figuring more about the island- a bit unexpected for someone of her background," said 
Celebi, stroking her chin. 

"Don't let the thug accent fool you- Honchkrow isn't like Rhydon and Trevenant, she's a lot sharper than she looks," 
warned Gardevoir. "Honchkrow is slow to get going, but if you let her get too far in the competition..." 

"She becomes unstoppable...and I think we may get to see her leader side soon," said Cacturne. 

"As for Noivern, she seemed to have the same reaction to the mansion as the others," said Gardevoir. "That thing is 
crazy...also, Cacturne, did you make that little village." 

"I'm surprised you noticed my work," responded the scarecrow. 

"Thank god our house doesn't look that." 

"Only because you didn't let me pick the wallpaper." 

"Alright well, unfortunately not much drama happened this time!" said Celebi. "But we'll be back again to check up on 
the contestants next time!" 
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Gengar sat in the cafeteria, thanking Mewtwo for his meal, before he glanced next to him. Gliscor, Crobat, and 
Banette were all there. "So...what do you think about this season so far?" 

Gliscor frowned to himself. "I dunno man...this hasn't been my favorite one. It feels less...fun, you know? So many 
Pokemon are just trying to win. Where's the good times?" 

Crobat gave Gliscor a hard look. "Okay, from a guy that totally wanted to win in the last two seasons, that's weird 
coming from you." 

Gliscor paused, tapping his chin with his hand. "Well, you want me to be honest? I’ve still got most of the money Mew 
gave me for getting me sick last time. I don't really have to worry about anything financial wise for a while. But like... 
that whole sickness thing got me thinking- first season- eliminated because of Lopunny. Second season, I was 
basically my girlfriend's bitch." 

"You weren't just your girlfriend's bitch," said Crobat. Gengar gave a nod. 

Gliscor glanced to Banette. "You agree with that?" 



Banette gave him a look. "What? No, you were whipped like crazy." 

"Banette!" said Crobat, exasperated. 

"My point is- romance, big problems for us last time," said Gliscor, pointing to everyone. "Gengar was trying to woo 
Froslass the whole time, Crobat you were in a depression, I was whipped, and Banette got accused of being 
unfaithful. Why not you know, try and just have fun this time around?" 

"...he makes a point," said Gengar, shrugging. "I'm sad about Froslass being gone, but I can't let that get me down." 

"Well, while you guys put relationship shit behind, I'll be over here coping with my ex who suddenly hates me for 
some reason," muttered Banette, shaking his head. 

"Whatever...tell you what dude," said Gengar, grinning his old grin back in season one. Crobat’s eyes widened. 

"He has the Gengar look," said Banette. "I know that Gengar look." 

"Party," said Gengar, grinning. 

"A party? Now?" asked Gliscor. 

"No, not NOW," said Gengar, smirking. "Tonight. If we have a challenge, then after the elimination." 

"We're on different teams," said Gliscor. "What the hell do we do to explain why we're playing around with you guys." 

"Just tell Alakazam it was MY idea- Banette can back you up. Brainiac knows I wouldn't try and screw you with a fake 
party." 

"...okay, I'm game," said Gliscor, a smile coming to his face. 

"What about the Nightmare Isle?" asked Banette. "Some of us will have to go if we have a challenge-" 

"Don't worry about that!" complained Gengar. "I gotta go talk with Mewtwo about lending me food!" 
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"You get a party in Gengar's head and it's gonna happen," said Crobat, shaking his head with a smile. "Still, 
good he's keeping a grin on his face." 

000 

"We are gonna have FUN TONIGHT!" yelled Gengar. "Party Master Gengar is BACK IN ACTION! WOO!" 

000 

Medicham concluded her training in the forest, cracking her knuckles as she wiped off the sweat with a towel. 
Breathing heavily, she slowly made her way back to the campgrounds, moving through the trees. She soon arrived, 
quietly going towards the bathrooms to shower off. As she reached it, the door opened, and she bumped into HIM. 

Bisharp looked down at her. "Sorry. Didn't see you there." 

"It's fine," said Medicham, a bit stiffly. She and Bisharp didn't see eye to eye. Bisharp sighed. 

"How is the island treating you so far?" Small talk? From him? Absurd. 

"The temperature and biomes of this island feature many places for training- as such, I am enjoying my time here. 
The challenges have proven to be interesting enough to hold my attention as well." 

"Have you been making friends at all or simply training?" asked Bisharp curiously. He was only asking to know her 
allies. Medicham restricted his movements by quite a lot. 

"I...am rather independent," admitted Medicham. She flushed in embarrassment, but only slightly. "I usually fit in 
more with men, as most girls find me to be a bit...sweaty and serious for their tastes." 

"There's nothing wrong with being serious," said Bisharp, giving her an odd look. He shrugged. "Seizor and Kabutops 



may train with you." 

"I would feel as if I am interfering with their relationship. A third wheel, I suppose," said Medicham. "Maybe Swampert- 


"Don't trust Swampert- he's on the other team," warned Bisharp. "It’s a competition, after all." 

"...then what does it mean when the teams are disbanded?" asked Medicham, staring Bisharp down. 

"What’s THAT mean?" 

"Well, you are friends with Trevenant and Toxicroak, and you get along fairly well with our team- do they become your 
enemies when you've made it to the merge?" asked Medicham, curious. 

Bisharp was silent. What could he say? Saying yes and she could go tell everyone he said that. Saying no would be 
completely out of character, and Medicham would be suspicious. 

Medicham didn't wait for an answer. "I see. You don't know yourself. Have a nice day, Bisharp." 

Medicham entered the bathroom, heading towards the women's section. Bisharp glanced behind him, before shaking 
his head and walking away. 

000 

"I'll ask Swampert anyway," said Medicham, arms folded. 

000 

Mightyena was alone in the forest. She was sitting by a river, looking down into the water. Clear and flowing. Just like 
the tears on her face. 

Why wasn't it going away? The pain? The hurt? She had joined in the competition as an excuse to get away from it 
all, and nothing was getting better! And of course, she had to keep her eyes on HIM. Arcanine. He had seen her 
crying...he knew she was weak, he'd try and take advantage of that...but... 

But he hadn't, had he? He had asked why she was crying, but she had lashed out. Mightyena cursed quietly. If only 
she had the strength to lash out at Absol. Then maybe none of this would've happened. 

But Arcanine- he had been used. He'd been hurt. Maybe he wasn't so bad after all... 

"I want answers." 

Mightyena jumped and turned around, hackles raised. Arcanine, on the other hand, was calm, eyeing her quietly, his 
gaze level. He stepped forward, but she stepped back. Sighing, Arcanine gave in and sat down. 

"There. I won't get close. I'm sorry for getting so snippy with you after the fear challenge, but it was a rough night for 
everyone." 

"...it's...fine," mumbled Mightyena. 

"...you were crying again," said Arcanine. 

Mightyena swallowed. "Yes. So?" 

"Why?" 

Mightyena looked away. "You wouldn't understand." 

"You said that the first time, but you don't look so sure. Why wouldn't I understand?" 

"Because you're...you're...popular!" spat Mightyena. "You've got plenty of friends. Your a jock, the star player, Mr. 
Handsome and Perfect! Pokemon like you don't have the same problems as Pokemon like me!" 

"You say that, but you don't know that- yeah, I may not have gotten shoved into a locker, but we probably both had 
crappy relationships and shit," said Arcanine, eyes narrowed. 



"...there was a boy...he was...like Ninetales," said Mightyena. "He...he was so kind...he noticed me, talked to me 
and...he used me...l helped him with homework, but when he had finally passed the class...he went back to another 
girl." 

"And left you all alone again...I know how that feels...to be used by someone...they act nice, and kind, and loving, 
and then you're left in the dust. And it hurts," said Arcanine quietly. "I'm sorry that happened to you." 

Mightyena sniffled. "I...thank you l...wait a minute." 

"Eh?" 

"You...you're going to do it too!" whispered Mightyena. "THAT'S why you've been trying to help me even when I've 
been mean! You need something from me, don't you? You want something, like every other boy! I should've known!" 

"Wait...wait...hold on, that's not-!" began Arcanine. 

"Yeah right! I should've seen that coming!" snarled Mightyena, tears gone and replaced with fury instead. "Stay away 
from me, you jerk! I won't get fooled again." 

Arcanine stood up, before letting out a roar and blasting a nearby tree with fire. Mightyena cowered in fear, but 
Arcanine didn't turn to her. He scuffled his feet and stomped the ground, before letting out a howl of anger. 

"THAT IS IT!" shouted Arcanine. "I'M SORRY I ASKED! Arceus, I try and help someone and be nice, but everyone 
thinks I'm an asshole! Everyone thinks I'm the bad guy, that I seduced Ninetales to try and steal her from Houndoom, 
but you know what? Whatever. That's it. I am done." 

Arcanine turned and stomped off. "You can keep crying all you want. I don't want to help anymore. If what you want is 
for assholes to leave you alone, then wish granted, princess." 

000 

"I am so sick and tired of always being the bad guy!" ranted Arcanine. "She's unbelievable! Well, if she wants 
to see me as an asshole, I'll help her out. I'm done being walked all over! DONE!" 
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"I saw Arcanine earlier, and he looked PISSED!" said Gliscor. "I'll talk to him when I can. Hopefully the party 
cheers him up." 

000 

"Attention campers!" yelled Mew. "It's time for another challenge. "Veterans, kindly lead the newbies to the area 
where the baseball diamond once was. You can't miss it when you're there. I've got a surprise waiting." 

Seizor grinned, pointing towards a forest. "Alright guys, follow me." 

Kabutops snorted. "Are you cracked? It's only in the complete opposite direction." 

Seizor scowled. "Okay, as someone who was on this island LONGER than you, I think I would know." 

"And as the Pokemon who was ELIMINATED after the baseball challenge, I think you're full of shit." 

"Oh really?" asked Seizor hotly. "You want to get beaten to shit instead?" 

"By you? Fat chance." 

"NIMBASA CITY!" yelled Luxray. 

Everyone turned and stared at her for a long time. 

"That's where the Baseball Diamond is!" explained Luxray proudly. 

"Are you nuts?" asked Toxicroak. 

"Well...technically, that IS correct," admitted Bisharp. 



"Guys...follow me," said Mamoswine sheepishly, moving in another direction. The arguing couple turned and gaped 
as Mamoswine and Luxray led the way. Everyone followed behind them. 

Mamoswine and Luxray were having a pleasant conversation about the weather as they led the gang along. 

"I'm so happy that the sun has been so active here...as much as I love thunderstorms, it's...been awhile since we've 
had so many nice days in a row," said Luxray, sounding far more calm than she ever did normally. 

"Well, I obviously prefer the cold," laughed Mamoswine. "But sun isn't that bad. Hey, would you like to go for a walk 
on the beach later? Look for more shells for you collection?" 

"Totally! I found this cool one that looked like a Spinarak fighting a Cryogonal!" 

"That sounds awesome," said Mamoswine, while Luxray brushed up against him happily. 

Weavile and Garchomp exchanged a bewildered glance. 
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"She sounds...almost...NORMAL when she talks with Mamoswine," said Weavile, rubbing her head in 
thought. "Like...like she's not in a nuthouse. Is that a side of Luxray that he gets to see only?" 
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"Nauseating," grunted Hypno. 

000 

"Here we are- whoa, what the heck?" asked Mamoswine, eyes widening. Luxray's jaw dropped. Everyone else 
stared. 

In the center of the massive field was an enormous black cube. Completely dark, it was metallic and had no windows. 
Sitting outside of it was Noivern and Honchkrow. Crobat flew forward, giving Honchkrow a peck on the cheek. 

"How was it?" 


"Not too bad, but I wouldn't go and do it again," admitted Honchkrow. 

"Good to have you back, Noivern," said Swampert, smiling at Noivern. 

"Thanks dude...hope I don't get picked again," said Noivern, shivering. 

"So...what the hell is this thing?" asked Banette, turning to Alakazam. 

"It's...clearly a large black cube...l assume we're meant to go inside at some point...it must have some purpose that 
is unknown." 

"So what you're saying is...you don't know," said Krookodile with a smirk. 

Alakazam scoffed and looked away. 

"Is dere a door to it?" queried Honchkrow, peering around at the block. 

As if she had said the magic word, a rumble shook the earth around the Pokemon and a part of the cube seemed to 
fall off. However, they noticed that the piece had flopped over, revealing a staircase inside of the cube. Banette gave 
a grin and nodded to Gengar. 

"After you." 

"Hell no," said Gengar, holding up his hands. 

"Boys," grunted Garchomp, stomping forward and lashing her tail as she walked inside. Everyone shrugged and 
followed her in. 

"Uh...whoa," said Mamoswine, eyes wide. 



The inside of the cube was more awe inspiring than the outside. They were in what appeared to be a massive 
stadium. Other than the staircase and the outer edges, the entire circular arena was covered with grass. There were 
strange circular designs in the grass- circles were outlined in white, and they seemed to get smaller and smaller. 
Alakazam eyed the lines curiously. 

"...what are the indications of the lines, I wonder," murmured the Psychic. 

"Of all things, THAT'S what you're wondering about?" snapped Krookodile. "Not, you know, the idea of having a 
challenge inside this massive weird thing?" 

"That'll be explained soon enough," muttered Hypno, counting the painted rings under his breath. 

"Yes it will!" said Mew, floating in with Mewtwo in an arm chair. "What do you think of our floating chairs? Pretty neat, 
huh? We actually went down to this cool store and got a nifty deal-" 

"Rather than doing the sensible thing-," drawled Bronzong. 

"-and floating them yourselves?" asked Banette, arms folded. 

The two exchanged a glance, before sharing a smirk. Mew stared in confusion, while Mewtwo chuckled under his 
breath. 

000 

"Alright- Banette's not THAT bad...for a loudmouth," said Bronzong. 
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"ANYWAYS," grumbled Mew through gritted teeth. "Another day, another challenge, you know the drill. This time, 
your challenge is based on the old King of the Hill challenge! Just like last time, it's going to be a survival challenge-" 

"ANOTHER one?" asked Garchomp, staring in annoyance. "We've already had Primeape's and Rhydon's. This is 
ANOTHER 'last as long as you can' challenge? Come ON!" 

"Sorry, but when you get to all participate, things get even better and more drama emerges," said Mew, grinning. "So, 
once again, we've brought back a contestant to host the challenge, so introducing...the ravishing rabbit 
herself...Lopunny!" 

Lopunny floated down in her own armchair, smiling evilly down at all of the other contestants. "Well, well, well. Look at 
what losers are still stuck competing for a cash prize." 

"And look who didn't make the cut," said Mismagius, chuckling. Lopunny scowled. 
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"Lopunny's an old enemy," said Mismagius. "But she doesn't have brains, not like Weavile did. This 
challenge is probably going to be easy." 
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"As long as there's no makeup, I can handle whatever Lopunny throws at me!" said Crobat. 
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"I may not have returned on the show, but it wasn't because I wasn't accepted- it's simply because I, unlike all of you, 
have moved on to bigger and better things," scoffed Lopunny. 

"Do enlighten me," said Alakazam, looking skeptical. Lopunny opened her mouth, but Banette was quicker. 

"Spending all of your money trying to buy brain cells instead of shopping?" asked Banette. 

"CAN IT!" snarled Lopunny. "The challenge this time is King of the Hill. All of you veterans should remember that 
challenge- Garchomp being tripped up by Gengar, Bellsprout getting sent soaring by Rhydon, Banette actually losing 
to Hitmonlee-" 



"Cacturne beating you without even touching you," continued Banette, eyes gleaming. 

"POINT BEING!" shouted Lopunny. "This time, it's going to be a little different. This time, you'll all be fighting as a 
team to see who can stay on the longest- rather than dueling each other, you'll all be fighting at the same time!" 

"What?" asked Mightyena, eyes wide. "That's crazy." 

"And that's exactly what we love about it!" yelled Mew, clapping his hands. "Once you're all on the battlefield, it will 
rise up. As players are knocked off, the battlefield will shrink. So from 20 fighters to 10, the battlefield will get a lot 
smaller! If it gets to the point where a member of each team is left on top, they'll have sudden death on the smallest 
platform. The circles on the battlefield will show you how small the field is going to shrink." 

"Any questions, idiots?" asked Lopunny. 

"Rules on flying?" asked Noivern, cocking her head to one side. 

"Not allowed!" said Lopunny, sticking her nose in the air. "Unfair advantage. Floating doesn't count either- if you don't 
have legs and float, you must be at least a foot from the ground...witch bitch." 

"WHY YOU LITTLE-!" hissed Mismagius, charging up a ghostly energy. 

"And attacking?" asked Alakazam. "Are we limited to simple punches and kicks, or are special abilities allowed?" 

"Any ability can be used," said Mew. "But don't focus on one person for too long- after all, this is a FULL TEAM 
EVENT." 

"Is there any pattern that you'll have? For people getting out, of course," queried Medicham. 

"Fall off and you're out," said Lopunny, preening herself. "Each time a member of both teams, we raise the 
battlefields. Any other stupid questions?" 

Everyone glanced at each other, before shrugging. 

"Alright then!" said Mew, clapping his hands. "Everyone, get on the field. There are platforms for all of you to stand on 
until the game starts!" 
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"No flying puts me and the others at like, a HUGE disadvatange," said Noivern, shaking her head. "But, like, 
I've got to totally try!" 
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"A BRAWL!" yelled Garchomp, flexing her muscles with a grin. "FINALLY! Only it sucks that I can't Mega 
Evolve." 
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"Greeeeeat...physical labor...why?" asked Bronzong, huffing. "Lopunny just wants to see us beat each other 
up..." 
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When all of the remaining contestants were ready on their platforms, they all waited. Alakazam glanced back and 
forth warily, while Garchomp gnashed her teeth. Diglett squirmed in his wheelbarrow, while Trevenant cracked his 
knuckles. Smoke flared out of Arcanine's nostrils as he growled under his breath, and Honchkrow tilted her hat. 
Lopunny looked over all of them with a gleeful smile before throwing up her hands. 

"LET THE BATTLE FOR THE HILL BEGIN!" roared Lopunny. Mewtwo rang a gong. Everyone shifted their feet as the 
grassy platform rose into the air, resembling a large, wide plateau. The first "pillar" was enormous. When the tower 
stopped raising out of the ground, a few Pokemon snapped into action immediately. Medicham dashed through the 
grass, while Garchomp and Banette tore through the grass. Arcanine bounded forward, fire glowing in his mouth. 

Diglett stared in horror as Trevenant scuttled towards him, before blasting him off of the pillar with a nasty punch. 
Diglett let out a shriek as his wheelbarrow soared off the edge. Trevenant let out a foul laugh as Diglett plummeted 



below. Medicham whirled around, gaping at the ghostly tree in disbelief. 


"Trevenant, you didn't even let him get out of-ah!" Medicham leaped backwards as Gliscor rushed forward, slamming 
a claw in the ground where the warrior had been moments before. Her eyes narrowed, but Gliscor gave her a grin. He 
leaped backwards, letting the wind carry him away. Medicham scowled. 

"Flying isn't allowed!" protested Seizor, witnessing the spectacle. 

"Gliding is," said Gliscor, chuckling. 

"...he's barely floating- I'll allow it," said Mew. "But no leaping too high, Gliscor." 

"Got it." 

Mismagius floated around Gothitelle, who narrowed her eyes. Gothitelle charged up a powerful blast, but Mismagius 
avoided it. Mismagius countered with her own blow, but Gothitelle ducked. Gothitelle leaped into the air and threw a 
psychic attack back at Mismagius, knocking the ghost down, but not off of the battlefield. Gothitelle was about to 
finish the job when she heard a loud cry- Mamoswine was charging at her, and she made a hasty retreat. Mamoswine 
snorted and chased after her. 

Toxicroak looked around, dodging a far away attack from Luxray. He gulped, before turning around. His eyes bulged 
out of his head as Garchomp swung a powerful arm. Toxicroak was knocked off of the platform, flailing all the way 
down. Lopunny floated down, pointing to a painted ring. 

"GET IN THE RING IF YOU'RE STILL IN!" 

All of the remaining players dashed into the slightly smaller arena, which started rising out of the ground. Everyone's 
eyes widened as they stared as a second pillar rose out of the first. It wasn't much smaller, but rather than grass, the 
terrain was made of dirt. 

"It's gonna be a bit more rough- don't let any dirt slow you down!" yelled Mew. 

Luxray charged herself up and launched herself at Crobat, who rolled to the side. The poor bat was struggling without 
his ability to fly, and it showed. Mismagius ran over to help him out, striking Luxray with a ball of energy, causing the 
lightning cat to turn on her. Crobat panted, but his relief faded when Noivern appeared. With a loud shriek, she 
blasted him backwards, sending Crobat tottering near the edge. Noivern was about to leap in for the kill when Bisharp 
arrived, defending Crobat and pushing the dragon back. 

On the other side, Arcanine charged forward, swinging legs at a retreating Seizor. Seizor gulped, dodging a blast of 
flame from Arcanine, wondering what the heck had gotten into him. Arcanine glared before charging forward. Seizor 
ducked, but Arcanine sailed over her easily. When she turned around to guard, she was met with a powerful kick, 
sending her over the edge. Kabutops, who was in a fight with Swampert, turned and glared. 

"We're not losing yet!" shouted the shellfish. 

"We'll see about that!" said Alakazam, grabbing Gengar and hurling him across the battlefield. Gengar rolled back on 
his feet, but he only barely managed to avoid a wicked punch from Garchomp. Gengar's eyes widened as Garchomp 
gave him a nasty grin. 

"WE HAVE UNFINISHED BUSINESS, SHADOW BOY." 
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"Still a grudge? It's SEASON THREE! STILL A GRUDGE?" asked Gengar. 
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"This is a whole different game," said Seizor, frowning. "It's not about fighting. It's how well you can stay on 
the platform." 

000 

As Alakazam stepped forward, ready to knock the Crobat on the edge over, he noticed a flash of blue out of the 
corner of his eye. Alakazam barely had time to dodge an attack from...Swampert? 



"Swampert, you blithering idiot, I'm on your team!" snapped Alakazam, avoiding another punch. Then he saw it. 
Swampert's eyes were vague and unfocused. And there, in the background. 

Hypno grinned. "It's about time we settled this, right?" 

"I couldn't have stated it any better myself!" snarled Alakazam, but a smile was on his face. 

As Gengar ran from a furious Garchomp and Arcanine charged after a fleeing Noivern, Weavile sprung into action 
and knocked Crobat off of the edge. Honchkrow, who was engaged in a fight with Luxray, turned at the sound of 
Crobat's yell. 

"Why...of all da-," seethed Honchkrow, but she was interrupted by Luxray zapping her. Banette jumped out of 
nowhere and punched her, sending her skidding to the edge, where she soon tumbled off. 

"And the Gardevoirs take the lead!" yelled Mew. "Current events- Honchkrow, Crobat, Seizor, Toxicroak, and Diglett 
have been knocked off. This game is definitely in favor of the Gardevoirs right now, but with Hypno controlling 
Swampert and several power players, we'll have to see what happens next!" 

"I know I said I'd only raise it when one member of each team falls but...screw that, we're going up again!" shrieked 
Lopunny. "Get in the middle." 

Everyone stopped what they were doing and dashed to the center, where another pillar rose out of the dirt battlefield. 
This time, the terrain was sandy. Mamoswine took a step forward, only to find that he was starting to sink in the sand. 
Grunting, he let himself go down, giving everyone a challenging glare. 

Arcanine, meanwhile, was still on a rampage. He swung his head to hit back Mightyena, knocking her away. 
Mightyena winced in pain, leaping away from Arcanine. 

"Look I... I’m sorry, okay?" asked Mightyena. "I didn't mean-!" 

"It's a little late for that!" spat Arcanine. "From now on, competition comes first!" 

Arcanine charged Mightyena again, knocking her off of the pit of sand. Mightyena let out a loud whine as she dropped 
downwards. Banette looked over, eyes wide. 

"Oh snap!" 

Krookodile dodged a few attacks from Kabutops before slamming his tail against the shellfish's side. Kabutops 
staggered away, while Krookodile dove into the sand, about to give chase, when he remembered- Mamoswine was 
stuck in the sand. Smirking, Krookodile tunneled towards him until his nose collided with the pig's leg. Grinning, 
Krookodile opened his jaw and bit down. 

Mamoswine's eyes widened before he started shaking his body. Nearby, Gliscor and Bisharp glanced away from their 
fight as Mamoswine started shifting the sand around. Meanwhile, Garchomp finally caught to Gengar, picking him up 
over her head and hurling him down off of the pillar. 

"VENGEANCE!" she roared. Gengar, despite falling, rolled his eyes. 

Mamoswine stomped and shook around before he burrowed under. Everyone watch Mamoswine digging through the 
sand before the powerful Pokemon yanked Krookodile out. Krookodile was caught on his tusks, and gave 
Mamoswine a nervous grin. With a loud cry and a toss of his head, Mamoswine hurled the screaming crocodile off of 
the pillar. 

"Not bad!" yelled Mew. 

"Let's raise the level again!" said Lopunny, pressing a button. "Everyone, get to the center!" 

Everyone quickly wandered to the center (with Alakazam dodging an attack from Swampert in the process, before the 
pillar started to rise. This pillar was very cold and everyone was startled to see snow forming on the pillar. Banette 
took a cautious step before he let out a shout. 

"There's ice now!" yelled Banette. "Careful guys." 

"No problem," snarled Arcanine, burning a path through the snow as he lunged for Luxray, who rolled out of his path. 



On the sidelines, Bronzong watched lazily, before he noticed Kabutops skating over. "Uh oh." 

Bronzong carefully twirled out of the way, while Kabutops nearly slid over the edge. With a loud shout, he dug his 
scythes in the ice, screeching to a halt, before he turned to glare at Bronzong. 

"Fight me like a man, jackass!" hissed Kabutops. 

"I'll fight my way, thanks," drawled Bronzong, backing away. 

Banette leaped out of the way as Medicham tried to hit him with a Hi Jump Kick, before he fell on his butt again. 
Rubbing his side, he looked up to see Mismagius charging up a blast of power. Banette's eyes widened, but before 
anything could hit him, Noivern dove in, beating Mismagius away with her powerful talons. As Mismagius floated 
away, Weavile grabbed behind her and knocked her over the edge. 

Banette grinned. "Thanks! That was close." 

"Too close," snarled a voice. Trevenant appeared, grabbing Banette and holding him up in the air. Banette struggled, 
while Trevenant laughed cruelly. 

"Time's up, puppet brat," snarled Trevenant. "I'm going to have fun- ARGH!" 

Gliscor had broken away from Bisharp and slammed into Trevenant, sending the tree skidding away. Gliscor gave 
Banette a grin before moving back towards the dark knight. Trevenant slammed a fist into the ice, looking up, his red 
eye fixed on Banette. 

"You're not getting away that easily." 
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"Trevenant holds a grudge-1 need to make sure that anger doesn't give us away," mused Bisharp. 
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Kabutops had moved on to clash with Garchomp. Kabutops hacked and slashed at her, but Garchomp refused to 
give ground, giving powerful jabs and kicks, occasionally chomping at him with her teeth. The two narrowly avoided 
Alakazam and Hypno, who was still using Swampert as a puppet. Kabutops snapped back with a kick, but Garchomp 
dodged it. The two continued skating across the ice. 

Bronzong watched from afar, before he frowned, an idea forming in his mind. Getting close, he picked up speed 
before ramming into Kabutops. The delinquent was caught off guard as he slid into Garchomp, sending both 
Pokemon skidding off the edge. 

"Whoa!" yelled Kabutops. 

"I'M ON YOUR TEAM, BRONZONG!" roared Garchomp as she tumbled over. 

"Eh...casualties," muttered Bronzong indifferently. 
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"I hate him...I'll get him back for that!" growled Garchomp, rubbing her nose. "I bet he did that on purpose." 
000 

Bronzong smirked. 
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"Middle again!" trilled Lopunny. Everyone groaned as they made there way to the center again. The platforms were 
getting much smaller- this arena was only about the size of a movie theater, compared to the stadium from before. 
The landscape shifted again and this time, the platform seemed to be made of water. Water flowed over the edge of 
the pillar, and down below. The whole thing was starting to look like a bizarre cake. 

"Water!?" yelped Arcanine, his determined face fading for a moment. Then his eyes narrowed. "That's not gonna stop 
me. Not this time." 



"He's determined," grumbled Bronzong, noticing from afar as Arcanine headed towards Luxray. 

Meanwhile, Alakazam stared down Hypno, his eyes focused as Swampert lumbered towards him. Hypno grinned as 
he moved his hand, but suddenly, Swampert stopped. Hypno's eyes widened in astonishment. 

"But how-!" 


"Now eez your chance, Alakazam!" shouted Gothitelle, focusing her power to grasp Swampert and hold him down. 
Alakazam's eyes closed in concentration, before he glanced over, noticing Mamoswine chasing down Noivern. 
Reaching with his mind, he grabbed the massive pig and flung him at Swampert. Mamoswine let out a loud squeal as 
he struck Swampert, sending the dazed Water type sliding across the edge, while Mamoswine himself hit the ground, 
laying on his side in the water. Alakazam faced Hypno again, before a shout caught his attention- Gothitelle had been 
struck by Trevenant, and was getting beaten closer to the edge. 

"Stay away from me you ruffian!" hissed Gothitelle, slapping Trevenant away. Trevenant growled and charged her 
down, kicking her off the pillar. 

"YOU stay away from ME!" sneered Trevenant. Alakazam groaned- they had just lost two players...the Victorious 
Vileplumes were slowly getting closer to catching up. But then again, Hypno had lost his puppet. 

"Fight me alone...if you dare," said Alakazam dangerously. 

"Don't get so cocky since you caught me off guard last time!" spat Hypno. "This time I'll wipe the grin off your smart 
little face!" 

Arcanine snarled as he leaped after Luxray. The wild and crazy girl was having a moment of conflict- she couldn't use 
her electric powers due to the pillar being made of water- while she could shock Arcanine to keep him away, she 
would hurt her fellow players. Luxray bit her lip, before she got an idea. 

"STOP!" shouted Luxray, staring down Arcanine. Arcanine froze for a moment, before his eyes narrowed and he 
dashed at her at an extremely fast speed. 

Luxray giggled as she fell. 
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"Well that didn't work!" said Luxray, smacking her head with her tail as she laughed. 
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Mamoswine scowled at Arcanine as he got up, but there was no time to waste. Lopunny had flown over in her floating 
arm chair, signaling for them all to get in the middle. As the pillar rose, Gliscor looked over the side- they were really 
high up. He felt fine, but he could tell that some of the Pokemon, like Mamoswine and Weavile, were looking nervous. 
The field changed again, with this pillar changing to resemble muddy, swampy terrain. Bisharp looked down in 
disgust, smearing mud off of his blade in annoyance. 

The fighting broke out, with Mamoswine fending off Gliscor, Noivern duking it out with Medicham, Banette avoiding 
Trevenant, and Alakazam and Hypno, who were still locked in their war. Arcanine had shifted his focus to Weavile, 
blasting flames at her. Bronzong drifted on the sidelines, trying to keep an eye on everyone. 

Banette ducked a punch from Trevenant, his eyes wide as the tree drove him closer and closer to the edge. 

Trevenant grinned and lunged forward with a fist, but Banette vanished into the shadow, slipping behind him and 
elbowing him towards the edge. Trevenant fell over and landed in the goop. He pushed himself up with a snarl, but he 
was stuck. 

Weavile, on the other hand, was dodging the blasts of flame, her eyes wild and scared. "Stop it! Dude, I know it’s a 
challenge, but fire's not cool!" 

"Yeah, well I'm tired of losing!" snarled Arcanine. "I'm sick of being the bad guy!" 

"What the hell are you talking about?" snapped Weavile, leaping aside and sliding in the mud. "You're not a bad guy. 
You saved me!" 

"Well everyone has this idea that I'm a user and a sneak!" growled Arcanine, hitting Weavile. Weavile hit the mud, but 



she was stuck. She gave Arcanine a dirty look. 


"You're NOT a bad person!" snarled Weavile. "I would know because I, unlike you, know what it's like to be bad! You 
have no idea what it's like to be really hated, asshole! I understand you have some problems, but you're a strong guy 
and you shouldn't be bothered by it!" 

"I'm not as strong as I'd like!" growled Arcanine. 

"Well if you're so bad, why'd you save me?" challenged Weavile. Arcanine stopped, and looked like something had 
been cleared from his eyes. 

"I...I don't...I don't know...," admitted Arcanine. Weavile grabbed him. 

"GLISCOR!" 

Gliscor looked over. Bisharp shoved a blade forward, but Gliscor caught it and knocked him in the mud. The Ground- 
type charged over, avoiding the Mamoswine, and punched Arcanine, sending the dog over the edge. But Arcanine 
was ready, grabbing Gliscor and dragging him over. Weavile grabbed Gliscor's tail, trying to pull him away, but they 
both went over with Arcanine. 

"...well that worked nicely for us," admitted Hypno. 

"Oh come on," drawled Bronzong. 

Lopunny appeared again, motioning everyone to make it to the center (although Trevenant had some difficulties, and 
had to be dragged by Mamoswine). The landscape shifted again- to a hot, warm rock, with cracks in it. Steam 
occasionally spurted out of these cracked, keeping everyone warm. 

"Th-there's no actual lava, right?" asked Mamoswine nervously. 

"Mamoswine, it's hot- it's not boiling," said Mewtwo, looking exasperated. 

Everyone split into fighting groups again. Medicham went back to her battle with Noivern, and Banette was busy with 
Trevenant. Bronzong tried to slink away, but Bisharp pounced after him. 

"It's about time I took care of you," snarled Bisharp darkly. 

"Take care of yourself," countered Bronzong lazily. Bisharp started knocking him backwards. Bronzong tried to fend 
off the blows as best as he could, but the edge was getting closer. Suddenly, Bisharp backed off. 

"Eh?" asked Bronzong, before he turned, seeing Mamoswine charging right at him. The pig struck Bronzong hard, 
and Bronzong struggled not to be pushed- but Mamoswine's girth was too much. Mamoswine advanced slowly, 
dragging Bronzong over to the edge. Noivern, who was avoiding kicks from Medicham, thought fast. Dodging a 
punch, she glided over and hit Mamoswine. Mamoswine was caught off guard and went tumbling over, dragging 
Bronzong with him. 

"Smooth move!" yelled Banette. 

"That's how I rock and- AGH!" Noivern was caught off guard by a vicious shot from Bisharp, who laughed as she 
rolled across the land scape. 

"Easy pickings," spat Bisharp. 

"Careful! They still outnumber us!" yelled Alakazam, dodging another attack from Hypno. 

Hypno laughed, throwing a shadow ball at Alakazam, who ran to avoid it. Hypno launched more and more attacks, 
but Alakazam continued to avoid them...albeit barely. 

"Be careful, mon amour!" shouted Gothitelle from down below. 

"I think they've got this in the bag," commented Gliscor to Diglett. "We might want to start thinking of someone to 
vote..." 

"No way!" hissed Weavile. "They've got this. Alakazam and Banette are great, and well...Noivern may be new but-" 



Noivern was hit again, skidding close to the edge. Bisharp advanced on her, while Trevenant creeped towards 
Banette. Medicham stood by, doing nothing- it would be unfair to interfere with a fight. 

"Finish her off, Bisharp," said Medicham. "Do not waste time." 

"I'm not," growled Bisharp, slicing his blades together. He lunged forward, and Noivern flinched, but as he did, a waft 
of steam flew into his face. 

"Ugh...stupid...battlefield," grumbled Bisharp, wiping his eyes. But Noivern was ready. She crawled around him and 
tripped him. Bisharp hit the ground with a shout of pain, and Noivern blasted him with a wave of sound. Bisharp flew 
off the edge, but not before he had stabbed a blade in the side. 

"He's off!" yelled Garchomp. 

"No...it didn't count in Season One, that won't count here!" protested Gengar. 

"Bisharp is still in!" yelled Mew. Bisharp grinned meanly and grabbed Noivern's tail. 

"If I'm going down...you're going down with me!" snapped Bisharp, kicking off the wall and dragging Noivern along. 
Noviern scrabbled on the ground, but she was pulled away with Bisharp. "FINISH IT, MEDICHAM." 

Medicham watched in shock as Bisharp tumbled away, before she turned. Banette was still at battle with Trevenant. 
Trevenant punched Banette and knocked him over the edge. 

"Gotcha!" snapped Trevenant, but Banette wasn't done. He latched onto the edge with his claws and rolled back up. 
Trevenant tried to stomp him with a root, but Banette was too quick. He punched Trevenant square in the jaw, and 
the tree teetered on the edge, before he let out a dull groan, falling back. Banette smirked, while Medicham got 
herself ready to fight. 

Trevenant's eye widened. "OH NO YOU DON'T, RUNT!" 

Banette's eyes widened as Trevenant reached, grabbing the tail on Banette's head. Banette stared in horror as 
Trevenant didn't just stop there. Grinning foully, Trevenant reached towards the zipper. 

Banette jumped. 
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"He could have killed me!" yelled Banette. "Did no one see that? HE COULD HAVE KILLED ME!" 
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"I wasn't actually going to pull it," scoffed Trevenant. "But it got him to fall." 
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"I wonder why Banette jumped, yo," said Noivern, eyes wide. "He looked scared as hell, but I don't see that 
as a reason for him jumping." 
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Alakazam cursed as Banette disappeared from view. He had Medicham to his left, and Hypno in front. Hypno 
grinned, clapping his hands. 

"Well, well, well...just you, me, and another player- sound familiar?" asked Hypno. "If only Weavile were still up 
here...the three could be reunited." 

"Medicham, work with Hypno and take him down!" ordered Bisharp. 

Medicham hesitated. 

"MEDICHAM!" snarled Bisharp. 

"You know...it's a shame, really. How we turned out enemies- we're really rather similar, you and I," continued Hypno. 
"We both plot. Manipulate others, loathe our parents...we could work very well together outside of this competition." 



"You sound like a pathetic story villain," spat Alakazam. He glanced to Medicham, making sure she was in his 
peripheral vision at all times. "I'm nothing like you." 

"MEDICHAM, I SWEAR!" roared Trevenant. 

Medicham's eyes clenched shut. "I'm sorry." 

"Hypno, stand aside!" she shouted, as she dashed forward. "I will defeat Alakazam myself!" 

Alakazam turned wildly, but as he did, Hypno charged up a Shadow Ball. When the energy was completed, however, 
he didn't release. Alakazam had turned to face Medicham and. 

"Wh-what is...this?" asked Medicham, being held in front of Alakazam like a shield. "I can't move!" 

"What the...his mind shouldn't be able to completely hold her!" protested Toxicroak. "She's a Psychic too!" 

"Alakazam's father is a Machamp!" revealed Weavile, grinning. "He's got physical strength and mental strength! And 
enough to hold Medicham in front!" 

She glanced to Gothitelle. "Isn't this great? He's-" 

Gothitelle was frowning. "Alakazam would not normally use someone as a shield. Zat is not his personality. Zat 
seems like something that Hypno would do." 

Weavile's smile faded, before she looked down. "He's...he's not Hypno, though. He's still a good-" 

"I am aware, believe me," interrupted Gothitelle. Her eyes were calm, but focused. "If Alakazam eez using such 
tactics, zen he definitely does not want to lose." 
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"Who would think that brainiac would have an ace in the hole? Come ON!" grunted Krookodile. "Stop pulling 
out all of these wonky moves! I need to get these guys eliminated!" 
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At the top of the pillar, Hypno smirked. 

"Is that your shield? Using someone else so mercilessly...who do you think you are? Me?" asked Hypno, shaking his 
head. 

Alakazam's eyes narrowed. 

"We really are alike," continued Hypno, glancing at the Shadow Ball in his hand. It was simple- hit Medicham hard 
enough to knock both her AND Alakazam off of the pillar. It was that easy. He look at Alakazam, smirking with his 
eyes narrowed. 

Bisharp, on the other hand, was livid. "Hypno. Don't do it. We can't risk you getting rid of the numerical advantage." 
Hypno wasn't listening. 

"Hypno, don't hit Medicham!" yelled Mamoswine. 

Hypno looked at Alakazam, who was daring him with his eyes. 

"Do it," dared Alakazam. "I see that personality lurking behind your eyes. Show them how ugly you really are." 

BAM! 

Medicham flew off the edge, but Alakazam had managed to roll aside, avoiding the blow. Hypno's eyes were blazing, 
biting his lip to hold back a scream of fury. Lopunny flew in. 

"And the final two are Hypno and Alakazam!" said Lopunny, as a glowing pillar raised the two even higher. Hypno and 
Alakazam shared dual glares with one another. "Let's see how it goes!" 



"If he doesn't win this, I'll skin his hide- he threw away an advantage so easily!" growled Bisharp. 

Medicham just scoffed, folding her arms. "For once...we agree." 
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"This got intense really quickly," said Banette. 
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"Hypno versus Alakazam again...you know, try as we might to deny it, we all kind of want to see it," admitted 
Crobat uncomfortably. 
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Alakazam faced Hypno, and Hypno faced Alakazam. The two of them stood perfectly still at the top of the pillar. 
Alakazam's eyes narrowed, while Hypno bit his lip. 

And a moment later, everything sprang to life. 

Hypno launched shadow balls everywhere on the pillar, while Alakazam grit his teeth and threw up a Light Screen. 
Alakazam attempted to grab Hypno via telekinesis, but Hypno easily parried the blow with his mind. The two began to 
move, slowly around the pillar, as if they were dodging each other's attacks- but everyone knew that while they might 
not have seen the psychic moves, they were there. 

"It should've always been this way!" roared Hypno, leaping forward with a charged up fist. Alakazam's eyes widened 
before ducked under the draining punch. "You and me, enemies to the bitter end, duking it out with each other!" 

"Whatever happened to working together?" challenged Alakazam, swinging a leg. But Hypno caught and pushed 
Alakazam back. Alakazam got close to the edge, but easily caught himself. 

"Me? Ever work with you? You're beneath me you imbecile!" spat Hypno. "I only wanted to lure you in to knock you 
down!" 


"Imbecile?" asked Alakazam, calm and in control as usual. "If so, what does that make you? I've outwitted you on 
several occasions." 

"Oh really?" asked Hypno, his eyes glittering dangerously. "You think you're better than me?" 

"A better man? Yes," admitted Alakazam. "No amount of surgery can fix that ugly personality of yours, Hypno." 

"DON'T YOU DARE CALL ME UGLY!" snarled Hypno, throwing another shadow ball at Alakazam. This time, he was 
unprepared, and he staggered close to the edge. The Psi Pokemon glared at the hypnotist, who slowly advanced 
upon him, pendulum in hand. 

"Let me hypnotize you," crooned Hypno. "Let me take that oh so brilliant mind of yours and make it jump off the edge. 
The laughing stock of the whole series- Alakazam. You can't beat me-1 eliminated you once, and I'll do it again." 

Alakazam laughed. "You never eliminated me. If anything I eliminated myself." 

"Try to hide it all you want, I beat you!" spat Hypno, getting angry. 

"No you didn't!" hissed Alakazam, firing a blast of shadow back at Hypno. 

"COWARD!" 

"UGLY!" 

Two shadow balls collided in mid air, the collision causing dark smoke to billow over the pillow. Alakazam coughed 
and tried to move, but went rigid when he felt someone grab his arm. 

"It's over...you're OVER!" spat Hypno, clenching Alakazam's arm tight. "DONE FOR." 

The pendulum loomed over his head. Alakazam sighed. 



"You fool." 


Hypno froze. 

Alakazam charged up a Shadow Ball and his Hypno point blank, knocking both of them over. Everyone held their 
breath as Hypno and Alakazam both slid over the edge. Alakazam managed to grab the edge. Weavile and Gothitelle 
let out gasps. 

Alakazam grinned in triumph before he let out a grunt of pain. Hypno was hanging on one of his legs. Alakazam's 
eyes widened- his own weight was heavy enough- he couldn't hold Hypno too. 

"I REFUSE TO LOSE!" raved Hypno, eyes alight with fury. His pendulum was still in his grip. Alakazam narrowed his 
eyes, and a familiar look graced his face. Not anger. Not sadness. Simply disappointment. 

The look that Hypno wanted to rip to shreds. 

"You tried to win too beautifully," hissed Alakazam. "You could've knocked me off, but you wanted the perfect, 
flawless victory. You focus too much on looking beautiful and succeeding, but it's time for you to learn the UGLY 
TRUTH." 

Alakazam kicked Hypno square in the jaw, causing Hypno to let go and fall. Alakazam grunted with effort as he pulled 
himself back on the ledge. 

"I'm better than you," whispered Alakazam quietly, watching Hypno plummet down. 

"AND THE WINNER OF THE KING OF THE HILL REMAKE CHALLENGE IS... ALAKAZAM I" shouted Mew. 

The Graceful Gardevoirs all cheered, with Banette and Gliscor highfiving each other. Noivern let out a loud screech of 
happiness that was joined by Luxray. Alakazam gave a small wave before gently floating himself down. 

"Oh come on, why did that JERK have to win?" whined Lopunny. 

Mew floated over to Mewtwo. "Can you...uh...you know...get her out of here?" 

"Never thought you'd ask," said Mewtwo, grinning evilly. 
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"As a host, I do not play favorites with campers- that would be against my hostly duties...but I suppose I can 
admit that because she's NOT a contestant anymore, that Lopunny is a total jerk," said Mew, laughing. 
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"I hate that bunny bitch," grumbled Mewtwo. 
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Seizor clutched a flyer in her claws, giving it a confused look. "What IS this?" 

"Gengar? What are you up to?" asked Swampert, taking a flyer from Crobat. 

Gengar snapped his fingers and grinned. "Dudes. Party. Tonight. Post elimination ceremony. Everyone's invited." 

Alakazam frowned, looking it over. "A party...hum...well, I suppose that could be nice...do you have the supplies for 
such an event?" 

"Totally!" said Gengar. "Banette's talking it up with Mew. But I think this is a night that we need to remember that 
we're older- we're friends, and we shouldn't let any old competition wreck that, you know? So, we do it like we did 
when we were Kyogres all that time ago- PARTY IT UP! We're here baby!" 

Alakazam cocked a brow. "That's...not a bad idea." 

Gothitelle giggled. "Ah, so ze quiet smartypants eez interested in having fun?" 

"I mentioned I was bored- that scrap with Hypno was enough for me. Time to relax." 



Seizor nodded in approval. "It DOES sound like fun." 

"Slay me," groaned Bronzong, floating away. "Hell no." 

"THIS IS GONNA ROCK!" yelled Noivern. "YO, I CAN BRING MY GUITAR, I CAN BUST OUT SOME JAMS, I'VE 
BEEN WORKING ON THIS NEW JINGLE-!" 

"Kabutops, have you heard?" asked Seizor, turning around. 

Kabutops glared at her, a bunch of flyers ripped and stuck on his sickles. "I heard." 
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Hypno wandered through the forest, angry and seething. He couldn't believe it. Impossible. After all of this time, after 
all of this waiting...what had gone wrong? What the hell happened? 

"It seems like you got your chance." 

Hypno whirled around, his eyes alight with fury, before he calmed down. Krookodile was eyeing him calmly, his dark 
eyes gleaming in the sunset shining through the canopy. He let out a yawn as he leaned against a tree, his tail flicking 
back and forth- almost like a metronome. Hypno looked him over before responding. 

"What do you mean by THAT?" asked Hypno icily. 

"Your chance to manipulate someone- after all, your skin is on the line." 

"My skin?" asked Hypno, laughing. "I was successful in the challenge-1 was one of the final two in the challenge-1 
simply slipped up against Alakazam, who always has a cheap plan and trick up his sleeve." 

Krookodile paused, before shrugging. "Alright. Since your position is a safe one, twist the elimination- get someone 
big out of the competition." 

"Big?" asked Hypno, rolling his eyes. "After a test like this? No one would dare eliminate the jock Arcanine after the 
rough physical challenge here. No one is going to aim for Kabutops who's been a strong player each time. I can't just 
pick off the biggest threats right now!" 

"If you can't do that, then what good are you to me?" snapped Krookodile. "Look. I'm not saying win the lottery. Just 
manipulate them into voting for someone." 

Hypno frowned, before he smirked. "Honchkrow. Weak after the island, poor performance in the challenge. It'll cripple 
Crobat- as they say, two birds with one elimination." 

Krookodile smirked. "Good idea. I'll be interested to see how it plays out." 
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"My glorious return is here at last! Watch your back, Alakazam- I'll have you next time, but for now, I have 
some other campers to trip up!" yelled Hypno, cackling. 
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Trevenant folded his arms, glancing around warily. He tapped his foot, shooting a confused glance at Toxicroak. 
Toxicroak gave a shrug of his shoulders, kicking the ground a bit nervously. 

Trevenant spoke first. "So where the hell are they? No Bisharp and Hypno tonight?" 

"Beats me." Toxicroak was holding a paper in his hand. 

"Relax." 

Trevenant and Toxicroak turned, seeing Bisharp step into the clearing. He had a look of concentration on his face, as 
if he was thinking very hard. He didn't seem to be in a pleasant mood (of course, he never was after losing a 
challenge). He stroked his chin before nodding to himself. Trevenant snorted. 

"Hate to break your daydream, but what's going to happen now? Where's Hypno?" 



"Not coming," said Bisharp shortly. "And don't worry-1 have a plan. Let's just say I've let someone get under my skin 
and stay too long." 

Trevenant folded his arms. "Medicham?" 

"Not quite. The- Toxicroak, what is that you're holding?" 

"Oh, this?" Toxicroak held up the paper. "Gengar's handing out invitations to a party- both teams are invited to relax 
and hang out. Mewtwo's providing food." 

Bisharp gaped. "How did they manage that? He seems to be a rather angry fellow." 

"Banette worked out a deal." 

"So that little shit got the food?" snapped Trevenant. "Count me out of a party." 

"No, I think it's best if we all go," insisted Bisharp. "We want to maintain a sense of normalcy, and we don't want 
anyone to get on our case. Especially since Hypno's in our gang- they find out we've collaborated with him, and we'll 
be suspicious." 

"Fine...I'll go...but I won't like it," muttered the tree. "Can I go?" 

"Have a date?" asked Toxicroak, smirking. 

"Can it. I have some shit I want to do." 

"Like Mismagius." 

"CAN IT, FROG." 

"Just get out...I'll pass a message to you later on who to vote off. And don't be surprised when I tell you," said 
Bisharp. 

"You have someone in mind?" asked Trevenant, interested. 

"A few. You'll know when I've made the decision." 

Trevenant nodded, before trotting through the undergrowth. 

Toxicroak nodded his head in the departing ghost's direction. "You think he's up to something?" 

"Trevenant? No, but there's a matter I want to discuss with you privately. Trevenant isn't suspicious, he just needs 
watching. After this elimination, switch your stalking over to him." 

Toxicroak gave a croak of agreement. 

Bisharp glanced at Toxicroak, eyes glittering. "But speaking of suspicions...it so happens that you were right." 
Toxicroak looked surprised. "You mean he..." 

"You've been following him like I instructed, and you insisted you know what you saw that night- that indicates there's 
a traitor in our midst. What I saw tonight confirms it." 

"So what do we do about it?" asked Toxicroak. 

"Never backstab a Pokemon who's made of blades," said Bisharp, smirking grimly. "Switch your eyes to Trevenant-1 
don't think he's going to turn on us, but make sure he does nothing to give us away. As for the vote...you know what 
to do." 

Toxicroak let out a loud cackle. "You got it, boss!" 
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"You've been in check for quite awhile, my dear friend," said Bisharp. "Let's see if you have any moves left." 



000 


Toxicroak grinned. "Never try to play some players." 
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Hypno walked up to Seizor, who was exiting the bathroom. "I have a proposition for you." 

"Turn around and don't face me." 

Hypno stared in confusion. Seizor scowled and raised a claw threateningly. 

"You're not going to hypnotize me. So turn around and face the other way, or else I'm not going to bother listening." 
Hypno scoffed and turned around, glaring in the distance. 

"Talk." 

"Vote with me to eliminate Honchkrow," proposed Hypno. "It’s a good play on our part." 

"Honchkrow?" asked Seizor, narrowing her eyes. "Why?" 

"I joined World Tour with Honchkrow- she becomes a threat later on, but as of right now, we can eliminate her right 
now. Her performance hasn't been outstanding- we have an opportunity to nip her in the bud." 

"...you're talking sense- but why are you campaigning to eliminate her?" asked Seizor, her eyes narrowed in thought. 
"There's nothing in it for you except getting rid of a future threat." 

"Simple-1 want the axe to fall on someone other than me," said Hypno. "Honchkrow is the logical choice." 

Seizor touched her chin, but then she nodded. "Alright, deal." 
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"Hook, line, and sinker," said Hypno, chuckling. 

000 

The elimination ceremony was very relaxed compared to most. The Graceful Gardevoirs were laughing and joking in 
the stands, with Noivern chatting animatedly with Luxray and Banette. Alakazam was holding a pleasant conversation 
with Swampert, who he had apparently struck a friendship with after saving him from Hypno's control. Even 
Garchomp seemed a bit calm, though she would occasionally cast a glare down at Gengar. 

Down below, the Victorious Vileplumes seemed calm. Bisharp looked stern, but not scared, and Honchkrow and 
Crobat were talking about...business. Hypno had a confident smile, while Trevenant was grouchy as usual. Mew 
walked up with Mewtwo, before exchanging a confused glance with his co-host. 

"Okay, seriously? What's the deal? No one seems excited or scared at all!" shouted Mew, folding his arms. "Come 
on- one of you is LEAVING. FOREVER. Aren't you at least a little worried?" 

"We all know what's going to happen," said Kabutops. "Get on with it." 

"...alright, Kabutops, Seizor, Bisharp, Trevenant, Toxicroak, come on up." 

Kabutops and Seizor exchanged a look and walked up together. Toxicroak skipped up after them, gobbling his Poke 
block, Bisharp beside him. 

".. .Gengar... Arcanine... Mamoswine." 

Arcanine walked forward slowly, as if he was exhausted, while Mamoswine and Gengar ran up and ate their Poke 
blocks. Mamoswine jumped up and down, while Gengar grinned. They were both ready for a better meal- at the party. 

"Crobat, you're also safe..." 

Crobat grinned and flapped up. 



"Same with Mismagius...and Medicham." 

"Good," grunted Mismagius, floating forward, Medicham following behind. Honchkrow had a curious expression on 
her face, glancing towards Hypno with a knowing look. Hypno shrugged and gave her a pleasant smile in response. 
Honchkrow snorted. 

"So you pointed da target at me, eh?" asked Honchkrow. "You, my friend, just made a mistake." 

"We'll see." 

Mew grinned as the tension rose slightly. Good times. 

"And so, Honchkrow and Hypno are at the bottom- Honchkrow, after your night on the island, your performance was 
the best tonight. Hypno, you're a scoundrel and a liar, and you were unable to beat Alakazam at the top of the pillar-" 

"SHUT IT!" hissed Hypno. Mew looked offended. 

"Sheesh, touchy. Alright, now it's time...the final Poke Block belongs to..." 

Hypno grinned, Krookodile leered at his back, and Honchkrow tilted her head down. 

"...HONCHKROW." 

Hypno's smile slipped off of his face. "What." 

"I figured as much," said Honchkrow dismissively, walking up to Mew to take her block. 

Krookodile let out a low whistle. "Well, would ya look at that?" 

"Me? You voted for ME? I was a key performer in this challenge!" blustered Hypno."Honchkrow hasn't done anything 
useful, and you said-!" 

"I'd rather keep Honchkrow around- she isn't a scheming, lying snake," said Seizor, folding her arms. 

"She's also a team player- she wouldn't hit me just to win a challenge," said Medicham, scowling deeply at Hypno. 
"But I-I-I-!" 

"It seems that they've decided to eliminate you," said Bisharp. "Sorry, Hypno." 

"But you-," said Honchkrow, before Bisharp silenced her with a glare. 

"Well, Bisharp, let me say-!" snarled Hypno. 

"How upsetting." 

Hypno froze, clenching his fists, before turning to see Alakazam in the stands behind him, casually tapping his 
fingers. He glanced at Hypno, before frowning. 

"This is the best you could do, my old foe? I'm disappointed. I wish you could've lasted longer." 

"SHUT UP!" roared Hypno. "This...this isn't over yet! I REFUSE TO ACCEPT THAT I'VE LOST." 

"Mewtwo? A little help?" asked Mew, nodding to the enraged hypnotist. Mewtwo gave a nod and grabbed Hypno, 
dragging him away. 
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"I didn't expect him to get far enough to ally with me," said Krookodile, cackling. "I wonder who decided it 
was time to send him off?" 
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Bisharp gave the camera a knowing look. "Did he really think I would't keep an eye on him? I've had 
Toxicroak trailing Hypno this entire time, and when he saw Hypno making a deal with Krookodile, I knew that 



it wouldn't be long before we had to cut him out of the alliance. Hypno striking down Medicham to get 
Alakazam was the perfect bait. I caught him meeting with Krookodile again." 

Bisharp laughed coldly. "After that? Warn Honchkrow. Toxicroak tells Seizor what he's up to. We all look like 
kindhearted heroes. No one will suspect a thing now." 

"Although, I'm pleased Alakazam interrupted when he did- who knows what Hypno could have revealed." 
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Hypno thrashed in his bindings, spitting and hissing in fury as Mew stood next to the rocket that he was tied to. Mew 
gave a loud laugh. 

"Well, Hypno, you've never gotten the honor of a crazy elimination ceremony, so I thought we'd really send you off 
with a bang! So this time, we're gonna do the rocket elimination! You should be honored- this one is big and 
noticeable, just like you want to be!" 

"Hope your face doesn't get messed up on landing," said Weavile smugly. 

"I'LL BE BACK! THIS ISN’T THE END!" roared Hypno. 

"Actually, this is," admitted Mew. "You didn't last NEARLY as long as I thought, and since you sort of screwed around 
with us by tricking us into thinking you were a Probopass, I'm kind of...not bringing you back. So uh...good luck!" 

Mewtwo pressed a button and the rocket launched, flying into the sky, Hypno screaming with fury all the way. 

Mew watched him sail into the distance, while Alakazam gave him a mock salute. Mew turned to the campers, 
laughing. 

"Seven campers down already- but there are two more campers we need to send off. As you know, we always have 
to send some campers to the Nightmare Isle!" 

"Aw come on, lay it off!" protested Gengar. "We're having a party tonight and everything!" 

"Well, Gengar, about that- YOU'RE going to the island!" shouted Mew. 

Gengar froze. "WAIT, WHAT!?" 

"No, no, just kidding- you're the one that threw the whole party, everyone here would be awful if they sent you out!" 
said Mew cheerfully. "The one actually going is Toxicroak." 

Toxicroak stared in shock, before slumping over. "Aw man, I wanted to go to the party...!" 

Bisharp gave him a pat on the back. "I'll save you some snacks from it for when you come back." 

Toxicroak gave him a smile of appreciation. "Ha...thanks dude...have fun there." 

"And from the Graceful Gardevoirs...it was a close one- it was a toss up between Mightyena and Banette...but 
unfortunately...Banette is the one going!" 

Banette grinned. "Fine. I can skip a party and get the immunity idol." 

Seizor gave Kabutops a smirk. Bronzong noticed it and he gave a look of confusion. 

"Alright- normally this is where I would give you all a lecture and try to make you guys miserable, but I have a night 
planned ahead. Mewtwo and I are heading to an old college hang out, so you guys will be free- FOR ONE NIGHT. 
AND IF YOU TRASH ANYTHING, I'LL KNOW- I HAVE CAMERAS!" said Mew. 

"Perverted old man," grunted Banette to Mewtwo, who snorted with laughter. 

"Coming from you?" 

"Hey, if you got the magazines, might as well look!" said Banette. 

"You're unbelievable," said Mewtwo, laughing. 



000 


"No Banette at the party, no problems," grunted Trevenant. "Arcanine was campaigning to get Mightyena on 
the island, but Banette's more of a threat. He's also annoying." 
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And so the party began. 

Surprisingly enough, almost every Pokemon showed up at the party. Gengar was roaming around, a lampshade on 
his head, shaking everyone's hands (even Garchomp's, although Gliscor and Crobat both watched her to make sure 
she wouldn't kill him). The only noticeable absence was Bronzong. 

"I guess Bronzong decided to never show up," said Mismagius to Trevenant. 

"Between him and Banette not being here, I'll manage," grunted Trevenant. "That guy gets on my nerves. What a 
joke." 

"Aha. ..uh.. .yeah," said Mismagius, silently thinking. She didn't really hate Banette as much as she claimed, but when 
she was around Trevenant. 

"I'm glad you decided to show up though- we've survived another round," said Trevenant. 

"Yeah we've...we've managed to pull it off," said Mismagius. 

Trevenant glanced over to where Crobat was getting Honchkrow some punch. He glanced back to Mismagius. 

"Want some punch?" 

"Not if it's what you did to that Mr. Mime clown," teased Mismagius. 

Trevenant chuckled. "Don't worry about that. Shut up and wait here." 

Weavile, on the other hand, was less pleased with Banette's absence. 

"This has to be the most awkward feeling ever," she admitted to Mamoswine (Luxray was talking with Noivern in the 
distance). "Hypno's gone...and I should be ecstatic but-" 

"You miss Banette," said Mamoswine. 

Weavile froze, before scowling. "Is it that obvious?" 

"Not really," admitted Mamoswine, gobbling up some popcorn in a bowl. "But I've been in this competition a lot. You 
have that same look around him that you had around Hypno." 

"Who else knows? Besides you and Gothitelle." 

"Well, I do. Luxray's a smart girl, so she's probably figured it out too, but I don't think she cares. Other than that? I 
can't imagine- maybe Bronzong or Alakazam." 

"Alakazam has no idea," said Weavile, sighing uncomfortably. "You think Bronzong's caught on?" 

"He doesn't miss a beat," said Mamoswine, shaking his head. "But he's not much of a blackmailer- there's nothing to 
worry about there if he knows- he hasn't said anything yet, right." 

"...any advice? You deal with crazy girl all the time-" 

"Don't call Luxray crazy in front of me," said Mamoswine sternly. Weavile gulped. Mamoswine may have started out a 
tiny porker, but he now had the size and strength to back up his jolly attitude- he was almost intimidating. 

"Sorry- how did you get with Luxray?" 

"It was very uh...well, she was forward," said Mamoswine, blushing. "You might have to be forward with Banette." 
"There's a few...issues we have to sort out," said Weavile. 



"Then talk with him- he's not in a good spot right now- you should approach him." 
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Weavile stared. "Okay, so Luxray is apparently a genius, and Mamoswine's a mind reader. Wooper is pretty 
clever too when I think about it...and Diglett isn't an idiot. Are we a bunch of idiots for underestimating Team 
Vent?" 
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"Time for a rock show!" yelled Noivern, holding her guitar high in the air. 

"No, no, and no!" growled Kabutops. "You're not blowing our ears off." 

"Well...I mean...I can't do it without a full band!" admitted Noivern. "Who here knows how to play an instrument?" 

"Does it even matter?" grunted Garchomp. "The only instrument here is your guitar, and a bunch of our musically 
gifted competitors are off with Meloetta making albums...that dancing jerk and her scarecrow smartass of a 
boyfriend..." 

"Wait...wait...Gliscor!" screeched Noivern, rushing through the crowd. She bumped into the Ground-type while he 
was talking with a Diglett in a corner. 

"Yo, what's up Noivern?" asked Gliscor, looking a bit flustered. 

"You can play drums, right? You should totally help me put on a rock show!" shouted Noivern, clapping her hands 
together. Gliscor shook his head. 

"Uh...no, I...there are no drums around here." 

"We can look for some, I bet Mew has some on the island for a music challenge!" 

"I can't do it, Noivern," said Gliscor, shaking his head. 

Noivern pouted. "Oh come on, help me out...do it for me? Please? Pretty please? Pretty please with some hardcore 
melodies playing in the background?" 

Gliscor bit his lip and looked back and forth. He was starting to shake and panic on the inside. His heart was 
pumping...what could he do? 

Kabutops noticed from afar and walked over. 

"Hey Noivern!" 

Noivern turned, but Kabutops had disappeared. When she turned, Gliscor was also gone. 

Gliscor had moved outside, behind the cafeteria, and was panting heavily. Kabutops appeared around the corner and 
sat beside him. 

"...I'm guessing the whole Pidgeot situation was a bit more damaging than you let on," said Kabutops quietly. 

"I...Noivern is sweet but...Pidgeot was sweet and...aw hell man, what do I do?" asked Gliscor, breathing heavily. 
Kabutops reached over and carefully patted him with an arm. 

"Relax, dude...Noivern will understand if you explain it. Just...calm down and wait until you can." 
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"Poor dude got torn apart by Pidgeot during and after their relationship," said Kabutops. "He mentioned it to 
me on the way here. Gliscor's been terrified of getting in a relationship ever since. Noivern doesn't know 
that...l hope she doesn't take it personally." 
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"I...I thought he liked me," said Noivern sadly. "I guess he...might not? Maybe I was too forward. Aw man..." 



She sadly strummed her guitar. 

000 

"So...you agree to train with me?" asked Medicham, smiling happily. 

"Of course I will!" said Swampert, cracking his knuckles. "I'd be happy to work out with you whenever you want. I 
mean, your team won't mind, right? I know mine won't." 

Medicham thought of Bisharp, but shook her head. "There is no harm in it. Working out together will be fun- your 
muscles and strength are very inspiring." 

Swampert scratched his head in embarrassment. "Yeah well...you're pretty great yourself. After all, you're a shiny 
and everything- that combined with your muscles is very awesome." 

Medicham blushed. "I appreciate the compliment. So, meet up tomorrow?" 

"Totally!" said Swampert, nodding enthusiastically. "We'll go for a jog to warm up and then get to some really muscle 
building!" 

"I look forward to it," said Medicham, laughing and walking away. She headed towards the door to get some fresh air. 
Stepping outside, she was surprised to find Bisharp, sitting on the staircase. 

"...you're not at the party?" asked Medicham. 

Bisharp sighed. "I was. I needed some air. Once Luxray and Mamoswine started cutting a rug, I needed to get out of 
the way." 

Medicham remembered the poor chair that had been smashed and knew that Mamoswine would get a lecture from 
Mew for it. "Yeah...it was a bit crazy in there- still, it's a good opportunity to make friends." 

Bisharp stood up. "Friends are nice, but I remember my reason for being here." 

"To win...right," said Medicham, folding her arms. "But in that case, I have a question." 

"I'll answer." 

"You didn't try to eliminate me? You aren't holding up to your word." 

Bisharp glanced at her. "Hypno was the far more optimal choice. He wasn't a team player, and he knocked one of his 
own teammates off of the pillar. On top of that, he was scheming and had some nefarious plots on the side...at least I 
assume." 

Medicham stepped forward, eyes flashing. "Is that really it? Is it really just all logic and competition? You don't care 
for anything but that?" 

Bisharp scowled and stepped towards her, shoving his face into hers aggressively. "You're in no place to judge me-1 
told him not to hit you. What more do you want from me?" 

"Because you wanted a better shot of winning!" 

"Because I was worried about you!" spat Bisharp. 

Medicham froze. Bisharp looked away awkwardly. 

"Is that true?" asked Medicham, eyes shocked. 

"Well.,.uh...l...forget it," muttered Bisharp, pushing past her and stepping inside. 
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"This isn't good-1 can't let that happen," said Bisharp, shaking his head. 
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But while everyone was partying and having a good time, there was one camper who had...better things in mind. 

"There has to be something...we've been sending fodder players to the island, but they just sent Banette- a veteran," 
said Bronzong, grumbling. "There has to be a confidence from within- how could BANETTE have been sent to the 
island? Did no veteran say that was a bad idea?" 

Bronzong had already searched the Victorious Vileplume cabins during the party, but there was nothing there to 
suggest that one of them had the idol- not even Trevenant or Hypno had managed to get it apparently. Bronzong 
scowled deeply. There had to have been slip up. One of them had to have it. Unless...were they REALLY that stupid. 

"They do have Gengar...and Toxicroak," muttered Bronzong. "Maybe I ought to look around our cabins as well... 
since l...well..." 

Bronzong went to the Graceful Gardevoir's cabins, slowly moving and sneaking throughout the cabins. But no matter 
where he looked, there was nothing to suggest that any of his teammates had found any sort of immunity. Bronzong 
frowned. 

"Banette was sent to the island- he'd be one of the last Pokemon I'd send since I think he'd find the idol," said 
Bronzong, drawing on a notepad with a piece of paper. "That would suggest one of the Victorious Vileplumes found 
the idol. But I know for a fact that none of them can possibly have it. What does this mean." 

He looked around, grumbling in frustration. "What does this mean?" 

Then he saw it. A piece of paper, sticking out in a pillowcase. Bronzong's eyes gleamed as he pulled it out with his 
telekinesis. He knew who's bed that was. He read the paper, before his eyes widened. 

"...no way...," whispered Bronzong. "That's clever...that's something I would have done. Brilliant idea." 

Then he grinned. "But not brilliant enough to get past me. Now that I have this knowledge...it'll be all the easier." 

Bronzong began to laugh, a quiet, sneaky little laugh that no one could hear at the party. 
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This chapter was long and it took a long time to write. I hope you enjoy it! 

Hypno is gone, gone, gone for good! Alakazam finally dealt him the final nail in the coffin. And just as before, Hypno 
lets his ugly side out for all to see. 

Fun Fact: Hypno was originally going to come back as normal and get eliminated in the second episode. I decided 
that having him come in disguised as a Probopass and making some dark deals would be a good way to get some 
drama started, so I went with that. 

The challenge was Lopunny's, and I based it on the King of the Hill-1 imagine it as a battlefield that slowly shrinks and 
gets higher, until only two are left fighting on the top. It's pretty cool to imagine in my opinion. 

Alakazam beats down Hypno once again, Mamoswine kicks ass, there was a lot of fun this challenge. 

And as for other things, romance- Mightyena pushed Arcanine off the deep end, Gliscor reveals his fear of 
relationships, and Mamoswine and Luxray continue to be the healthiest couple ever. 

But on the other hand...what did Bronzong do? Well, you'll find out eventually. 

Next Time: Romance is in the air when a hopeless romantic comes back, embarrassing one of the competitors. The 
teams are altered for one of the most bizarre challenges yet. Two contestants finally sort out their differences, but 
another couple realizes their problems are only beginning. At the end of a romantic challenge, one of the most 
diabolical schemes yet leads to an elimination that shocks everyone. 


Hypno: Review, before I hypnotize and MAKE you. 



*Chapter 9*: Trapinch's Romantic Rendezvous! 

Here comes Chapter 9! This will be a fun one. 
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"Welcome back to Nightmare Isle Nightly! I'm your host Celebi and today I'm here with an ex-competitor- WOOPER!" 
shouted Celebi, to a thunderous applause. 

Wooper gave a happy wave of his tail, bowing his head to the audience before sitting down. 

"Good to see you, Wooper- how are you doing?" asked Celebi. 

"I've been good!" said Wooper, bobbing his head. "It’s uh...been good. I may be eliminated, but I'm watching from the 
Resort, and it's been nice!" 

"Right, Mew has a resort for the eliminated campers once again, correct? I've seen it, it's pretty nice. How are the 
suites?" 


"I HAVE A POOL IN MY ROOM!" yelled Wooper, bouncing happily in his seat. 

"So...nice?" asked Celebi, laughing nervously. 

"I HAVE. A POOL. IN MY ROOM." 

"So I assume you go swimming often?" asked Celebi. 

"Of course! Marill comes a lot too! That girl's hilarious!" 

"Oh? Spending time with Marill...do I detect a budding romance?" 

Wooper blushed. "Well uh...l mean...that might be the next challenge coming up! Trapinch is going back this time 
and she’s a hopeless romantic!" 

Celebi stared. "I didn't receive news on that- how did you-" 

"Trapinch and I are in contact with each other, since I’m Diglett’s best friend-1 mean, you can't expect Diglett to hold a 
phone to talk to Trapinch!" explained Wooper, as if it was obvious...and it kind of WAS. 

"So...how was the competition for you, Wooper? You weren't runner up this time- a lot of us were shocked to see you 
leave so soon!" said Wooper. 

"Anyone you think should win? Deserve it?" 

"Well, Mamoswine and I have had our shot- Luxray or Diglett should get it! But a lot of the competitors deserve it, I 
think!" 

"Hmmm...speaking of competitors, there are two that we need to check up on. Banette and Toxicroak were the ones 
who were left on the island. What's your thought on that?" 

"I think Banette will be okay, but Toxicroak seems like a guy who'd get spooked!" said Wooper, cocking his head to 
one side. "But yeah, doesn't Seizor have the idol?" 

"Well, we found her with it on camera," admitted Celebi. "But you're still curious to see what's going on in Nightmare 
City, right? Let's find out!" 
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Toxicroak was in a sandy area, panting for air as he looked over his shoulder. He had stumbled across a hospital, 
with a few broken needles littered outside of the door, and he had immediately turned and bolted, dashing through 
swamp water and bushes until he had gotten far away. Toxicroak had wound up in a small desert area. He looked 
around wildly before swallowing. 



"Okay...it's no big deal...you haven't found the idol, but you know...you've survived!" said Toxicroak. "Pat yourself on 
the back...and-and you caught Hypno...no one's gonna let you die, Toxicroak. You're good." 

There was a loud snap, and Toxicroak dove on the sand, ducking for cover. He looked around and saw nothing. 
Sighing, he got up, turned around and dusted himself off. 

"No big deal. No big deal at all." 

He turned around and screamed. A statue of Cacturne was in front of him, the eyes gleaming yellow. Toxicroak let 
out a nervous laugh. He had seen a similar one before- a Froslass statue that had an aura of iciness around it. 

"Not a problem- not the real thing, right?" 

Suddenly, the wind picked up as sand floated around the statue. Toxicroak's eyes bulged before he bailed...again. 
Meanwhile, on the other side of the island... 

Banette stared at the walls of the mansion, trying not to lose his nerve. "There's something up with this place. There 
are noises, sounds, things moving, but around here...everything's silent. Gone. Nothing." 

Banette looked at the door, clenching a fist. "You're not on fire. You're not tearing me apart. You're not me...facing 
Mismagius...and Weavile...but I'm scared of you. What's inside?" 

Banette closed his eyes. "Think logically. There has to be a way. You can go in. There's nothing to fear...nothing..." 

Banette stepped up to the door and gripped the knob. But he didn't move. He slowly turned it, but then the camera cut 
out. 
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"Drat, what's going on?" asked Celebi, folding her arms. "The cameras are cutting out! I wonder if it's Banette, this is 
twice now for him." 

"No, Cacturne said that everything about the mansion has to be a secret- cameras are connected to the door- when 
the door opens, they shut," said Wooper. "Darkrai did it." 

"Darkrai WOULD do it," muttered Celebi in annoyance. "He always was a smart one...well, I suppose it can't be 
helped. As for Toxicroak...well, as he said, no luck catching that idol." 

"Well...he doesn't seem like the type to get it," pointed out Wooper. "Feel bad for him, though." 

"Well, since the CAMERAS are so COOL, this is another uneventful episode of Nightmare Isle Nightly," grumbled 
Celebi. "I suppose we'll be back next week- why'd she have to get the idol so quickly...?" 
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Gliscor groaned, rolling over in his bed, squirming around and trying not to wake up. "Come on...I'm not gonna do it... 
Simipour got my money..." 

Rolling over he looked to see Weavile and Garchomp looking at him. Noivern was on a bed nearby. 

Gliscor shut his eyes, before he sat up wildly, letting out a yell. "HOLY HELL WHY AM I IN THE GIRLS' ROOM?" 
"You're not in the girl cabin, you're in the guy cabin!" snapped Weavile. 

"THERE ARE GIRLS IN THE GUYS ROOM." 

Diglett popped out of his wheelbarrow in alarm, looking around wildly, while Krookodile's eyes shot open as he rolled 
off of his bunk and hit the floor. Bronzong scoffed, rolling his eyes in annoyance before he went back to reading his 
book, though he was the one to finally answer Gliscor's question. 

"Yeah, some of the girls stayed in our room- we have room without Unfezant and Wooper." 

"Man...I can't believe Wooper's gone so soon," mumbled Diglett unhappily. 



"WHY ARE THEY IN HERE?" Gliscor was still not taking this revelation well. 

Weavile sighed in annoyance. "Look, let's just say...girl code, okay? We were uh...doing someone a favor." 

Gliscor looked at her oddly. "What? Who?" 

"Don't worry about it," grumbled Garchomp. 

"Where's Alakazam?" asked Diglett, confused. 

Weavile and Garchomp exchanged a look. Krookodile got up and looked outside, squinting at the girls' cabin nearby. 
He let out a note of understanding as he saw a sock on the doorknob. 
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Krookodile snorted, laughing. "Guess Alakazam enjoyed beating Hypno a LOT more than we thought." 
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"Pffft. Kalos girls," snapped Garchomp. 
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Bisharp yawned as he walked through the forest, trying to wake up. There had been a challenge yesterday, so he 
assumed there wouldn't be one today. Stretching, he walked a little more forward and leaned against a tree. 

Things were going well- Hypno was gone, and his alliance could dominate his team's votes through trickery and 
simple tactic. Bisharp paused and wondered who the next target was. Kabutops and Seizor were certainly powerful 
players who could cause trouble. Mamoswine was a veteran. Honchkrow had unpredictability. It was all of matter of 
who he could nab first. There was always a way- cold logic had always served Bisharp well in the past, and he knew 
that as long as he kept his wits, he wouldn't lose. 

"HA!" 

Bisharp's eyes snapped open as he looked around in confusion. The sound was close, but he had no idea where it 
had come from. He glanced in the direction of the camp, before he heard it again. 

"HI-YA!" 

"Harder! Once you complete this, we've got to do crunches, so you need to keep going!" 

Bisharp blinked before he peered around a tree, moving quietly towards the noise. Once he was behind a large oak, 
he peered out, before he saw it. Medicham and Swampert were trading blows in the clearing, with Medicham striking 
Swampert's beefy arms, and Swampert trying to hit her with powerful blows in return. Medicham dodged the attack 
and swung a leg back, but Swampert caught it. 

"Not bad!" he grunted. "Now once again, with feeling!" 

Bisharp scowled deeply, and his eyes flashed. After he had warned her not to, Miss Shiny Moral Compass had to go 
and fraternize with Swampert. Bisharp spat on the ground quietly. Swampert? Of all campers? Why had she chosen 
him? Bisharp clenched a fist, having half a mind to go and tell the other campers, before he stopped. 

"No...careful...plan this out...this could be the card you need to play to eliminate her," muttered Bisharp. He turned 
and walked away, his dark gaze fixed on the two of them, before he continued away. 
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Gengar woke up, groaning in pain as he fell out of his bunk, the lampshade still on his head. He pushed it off of his 
face and looked around, rubbing his head. What the hell had happened last night? He peered over and saw 
Trevenant and Mamoswine slumped over in their beds. Mamoswine let out a quiet burp, while Trevenant stretched, 
grunting in pain. Arcanine pushed back into the room, yawning. Gengar glanced at him. 

"I didn't spike the punch...did we party THAT hard?" asked Gengar, confused. 

"I think Krookodile might've spiked it...or was it Bronzong? I can't remember...might've been Mismagius as a joke," 



grunted Mamoswine, letting out a quiet snort. 

Arcanine shrugged. "Who knows? All I know is everyone partied hard. Honchkrow and Crobat flew somewhere and 
never came back, and Kabutops and Seizor are currently hogging the showers." 

"They only take up two showers," said Mamoswine, confused. 

"They take up a whole bathroom," muttered Arcanine under his breath. "The door was locked, anyway. I couldn't get 
inside to take a leak, so I just went in the woods and came back here." 

"How'd you know it was Kabutops?" 

"Fresh slash marks on the door." 


"Ah." 


Trevenant let out a snort of derision. "All lovey dovey bullshit aside...l hope they get out soon...romance is absolutely 
nauseating." 

"Says the man who seems to have attracted a ghostly girl," said Mamoswine, giggling quietly. 

Trevenant growled, but he was too tired to start a fight. "Dating is fine- it’s ROMANCE that's gross." 

"Well...after last night, we're good on romance," said Gengar brightly, though he was still shielding his eyes from the 
light. "I mean...what could possibly happen to make today bad after a night like that?" 

RUNNING! 

"Attention campers, this is your returned host Mew speaking! I need all of you to report to the cafeteria stat! Breakfast 
is being served there for all of you, as I am aware that you all had a rather long night. As for whoever stole my special 
supply of...well...you know who you are! I will find you!" 

"Special supply-?" asked Mightyena, looking up. 

"Don't ask," said Diglett quickly. 

Everyone moved along to the cafeteria, and they weren't surprised to have already found Banette and Toxicroak 
waiting for them. Banette looked a bit uncomfortable, his eyes narrowed in thought, but he gave everyone a calm 
wave of the hand. Toxicroak, on the other hand, looked spooked, as if he expected monsters to jump out and get him 
at any second. One by one, the campers entered the door- Arcanine slouching in, casting a glare at a sheepish 
Kabutops and Seizor, while Bronzong just grumbled under his breath. Bisharp's eyes were slits when Medicham sat 
at the table, while Crobat and Honchkrow both seemed in a very good mood. Mew waited next to Mewtwo, and was 
about to start, before glancing at Mewtwo. 

"Aren't we...missing one or two?" 

Mewtwo counted, frowning. "Yeah...hang on...where's the genius?" 

The door opened again and Gothitelle walked in, looking absolutely radiant. She calmly walked past her team before 
sitting at the very end of the table, with Weavile gaping at her. Gothitelle had apparently taken the time to do her 
makeup, but there were a few oddities- Weavile noticed it was smudged. The model calmly took out her lipstick to 
reapply it, not looking at anyone else. 

Alakazam, on the other hand, looked a bit worn, as he slowly walked, slightly limping, to his seat at the table. Gliscor 
and Krookodile both stared at him, before Alakazam spoke. 

"What?" 

"Nothing you just uh...got something on your...neck," mumbled Gliscor, tapping his own neck to indicate. 

Alakazam frowned, before wiping off some lipstick. "I...urn...that is to say." 

"Spare us the details and let Mew get on with the challenge," snarled Garchomp. 
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"I saw that glow on Gothitelle," said Weavile. "I recognize that glow. I had that glow after...well...that's not 
here or there." 
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"Apparently egghead has some game to back up his brain," said Trevenant, folding his arms. "Impressive." 
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"Alright! It's time for another challenge to get underway!" said Mew. "Now, I realize some of you may be exhausted 
after all of that partying last night, so, GOOD news! While, yes, we ARE having two challenges in a row, which is not 
something that we will be doing often, this challenge is going to be easy!" 

"Two challenges, one after the other?" asked Garchomp, folding her arms. "Are you cracked? We usually get a day or 
two off!" 


"That goes for the Nightmare Isle too!" snapped Krookodile. "I had to spend two nights there, and puppet prat and 
frog boy only need to spend ONE!?" 

"Yeah, well you see...things happen...let's call this a punishment for the jerk who stole from my special...supply...," 
grumbled Mew. "Judging from the reactions, I'm guessing the punch was spiked, and I WILL find out who eventually." 

Krookodile and Kabutops exchanged a nervous glance across the room, but didn't say a word. 

"Anyways...a new day, a new challenge....and a new camper to host it!" said Mew, brightening back up. "And today's 
host is..." 

"HELLO EVERYBODY!" 

Diglett popped out of his wheelbarrow. "Is that...?" 

Into the room trotted a tiny little red Pokemon with an enormous, snapping head. Trapinch grinned at the crowd 
proudly, before running up to Diglett. 

"Diglett! I've missed you so much!" 

Diglett blushed as everyone giggled. 
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Diglett huffed. "Trapinch is well...she's really sweet and kind...but...l mean...a little TOO emotional for me at 
times. Not that I'm not HAPPY with her but...you know." 
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"Not a hard challenge?" scoffed Bronzong. "More like a pathetically easy one. Hang on, let me call it- a 
ROMANCE challenge." 

000 

Trapinch hopped up on a stool to speak to the campers. "Alright...so rather than focusing on brutality and strength for 
one day, we're going to embrace our more sensual side! This challenge is going to be a remix of the Cerulean City 
challenge! It's going to be a romantic Date Challenge!" 

Everyone was silent. 

"Called it," said Bronzong, groaning. 

"This challenge is to see who can have the most romantic date- each team will put forward the same amount of 
couples to compete! And whoever has the best date wins!" said Trapinch proudly. 

Everyone stared in deadpan silence. 

Mew coughed. "Yeah, so...about that...I found that challenge, you know, terribly boring, so I decided to throw my own 
twist on it!" 



Banette clenched a fist. "You know how I feel about twists." 


"Relax, buddy, no automatic eliminations. Here's how it'll work- you'll put forward as many couples as you can to 
compete in a series of dating challenges- however, while your couples try to have the perfect date, the enemy team 
can mess them up! To explain it more clearly, the non-couple Gardevoirs get to mess up the coupled Vileplumes, and 
the non-couple Vileplumes get to do the same to the Gardevoirs. So, say Kabutops and Seizor are on a date- 
Krookodile and Swampert, assuming they're not on a date, would try to mess up their date. Get it?" 

"Okay...so how do we determine a winner?" asked Honchkrow, glaring down Mew hard. 

"It'll be a gauntlet- the couple that performs the worst will be eliminated during each leg of the challenge- so say ten 
couples compete- after the first challenge, only nine will be left. Get it?" 

"Is there a limit to how many Pokemon can sabotage?" asked Bisharp. "Or can an entire team gang up on one 
couple?" 

"It IS possible for you to do that, but the sabotage will be set- you're not allowed to kill one of the dates," said Mew 
sternly. "I'll explain more when we get there." 

"Can you have a couple formed between a Graceful Gardevoir and a Victorious Vileplume?" asked Mamoswine 
hopefully. 

Mew chuckled, shaking his head. "No, Mamoswine. You can't. That'll complicate things too much- you and Luxray 
aren't going on a date today." 

Mamoswine looked a bit crestfallen, while Luxray shrugged and hopped over, rubbing her head on him. "It's okay, 
Mamoswine-1 appreciate the offer." 

"Luxray, get back over here," growled Garchomp. 

"I'LL BE BACK- GET TO THE CHOPPER!" shouted Luxray, bounding back. 

Trapinch looked horrified. "Wait...Mew...this isn't romantic at all! What are you doing?" 

"Saving my show from becoming a soap opera!" shouted Mew, annoyed. 

"Rather than your life being a soap opera?" asked Banette, grinning. Mew shot him a glare. Mewtwo chuckled. 

"Well considering that Celebi situation." 

"MEWTWO, YOU ARE MY MAIN MAN, YOU DO NOT NEED TO BE SAYING THAT SHIT." 

Mewtwo started laughing hard, before he regained control and marched to the kitchen. 
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"A couple challenge? On one hand, Trapinch is as creepy as ever, but two? I can finally go on a date with 
TREVENANT!" shouted Mismagius, squealing happily. She then froze. "Oh god, did I just...gross." 
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"Messing up couples is my forte," said Alakazam. He sighed. "But alas, I would rather shed that image and 
go on a lovely date with Gothitelle. I'll let Bronzong handle the sabotage this time." 
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"Now then, form your couples!" yelled Trapinch. "And make sure we have an even amount on each side! Try and get 
at least three!" 

"Three on each side," muttered Garchomp, before turning to the other Gardevoirs. "Alright, volunteers?" 

"We shall be ze first couple," said Gothitelle, striding forward. Alakazam winced as he stepped forward. Gliscor 
snorted. 

Banette tapped Noivern on the shoulder. "Okay. So here's the thing-1 want you to go with Gliscor, but he is 



TERRIFIED of relationships. He might freak out if you're...you know...forward with him." 

"I was just talking to him last night and he totally flipped and left me alone," said Noivern unhappily. "I just don't think 
he likes me." 

Banette groaned internally. "Okay, I can get where you got that idea, but that's probably not the case. Gliscor's a nice 
dude, he's just had some relationship drama. Just go and ask him and don't FORCE him to do anything." 

"G-got it," said Noivern, looking nervous, floating over to Gliscor. 

Meanwhile...with the Victorious Vileplumes... 

"You got me an' Crobat," said Honchkrow, before giving him a piercing glare. "And you remember we're in public, and 
we are doin' this for a CHALLENGE. Got it?" 

"If you say so," said Crobat, smirking at her. Honchkrow groaned in embarrassment. 

"As much as I hate the idea of doing Trapinch's disgusting gauntlet of love, we'll volunteer," said Kabutops, nodding 
to Seizor. "That gives us two so far." 

"And our third?" asked Medicham. 

"How about you with someone- for the sake of a challenge, of course," stated Bisharp. 

"I'd prefer not to-" 

"We'll do it," grunted Trevenant. He glanced at Mismagius and jerked his head to her. "You. Me. Date nightmare 
challenge. Can you handle that?" 

Mismagius froze, a small blush on her face. "Uh...yeah...sure." 

"Any other last second couples we can create?" asked Bisharp. Toxicroak shook his head. "Fine. We have three... 
they only have two over there." 

"They've already got three," pointed out Bronzong from the other side. "We need a third couple to do this thing, and I 
will NOT volunteer." 

"...can't Luxrayjust take Diglett...as friends?" asked Garchomp impatiently. 

"Yes, Garchomp- good luck prying Diglett's wheelbarrow away from his rabid girlfriend," snapped Bronzong. 

Everyone looked over to where Diglett was against the wall, talking quietly to Trapinch, who was sitting in the other 
side of his wheelbarrow. The mole seemed a bit uncomfortable and embarrassed, but he had a pleasant, lighthearted 
tone in his voice while he spoke with Trapinch, who seemed extremely excited. 

000 

"Trapinch isn't so bad- y'know, once you get to know her," said Diglett, shrugging sheepishly. "She just gets 
very...easily obsessed with things. She was on this knitting kick for a month before I showed up here." 
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"Well, our problem still isn't solved," said Mightyena dryly. 

"We need that third couple to...compete and...oh," said Banette, noticing Mismagius partnered with Trevenant. 
Alakazam caught sight of it and frowned. 

"Banette, try to focus on the challenge- after all you can sabotage them if you-" 

"How about instead of that, Banette and I make the last couple," said Weavile, folding her arms challengingly. 
Alakazam and Banette both looked at her in shock. Alakazam shrugged, but Banette wasn't convinced. 

"You...and me?" asked Banette, eyes wide. "But...but after what happened I don't think..." 



"That's exactly why we have to do this," admitted Weavile gravely. "We need to talk." 

Banette looked a bit scared, before giving in. "For the good of the team, sure...we can...be the final couple." 

Mew nodded as three couples from each team stepped forward. Alakazam and Gothitelle looked confident, while 
Seizor and Kabutops smirked in determination. Banette looked uncomfortable next to Weavile, but that was nothing 
compared to the look of utter surprise on Mismagius's face. 
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"Ohohoho...looks like witch chick is realizing Banette may have other suitors- never thought about that while 
you were mooning over Trevenant, eh?" asked Bronzong, smirking. "Sabotage will be fun." 
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"Wait...wait...WEAVILE?" asked Mismagius, amazed. "Gardevoir was one thing, but WEAVILE? No way...it... 
it has to be for the challenge...that's all." 

000 

Mew led the couples along in front, while the other campers followed from further behind, Luxray pushing Diglett's 
wheelbarrow glumly, while Trapinch was chatting animatedly with him. 

"I wanted a date with Mamoswine," muttered Luxray unhappily. 

"Well...there's alway after the challenge, right?" asked Diglett awkwardly. 

"YOU'RE RIGHT- I WILL PREPARE THE HOCKEY STICKS!" roared Luxray. 

Garchomp glanced at her uneasily. "I don't like her...she's psychotic." 

"Big words from your mouth," muttered Bronzong. Garchomp glared. Bronzong was getting on her last nerve. 
Something NEEDED to be done about him. 

Medicham huffed, glancing over to Swampert. "I don't like this challenge. While a date sounds nice, sabotage is not 
my favorite thing." 

"Well, since it's a rule, you're not breaking your honor code!" said Swampert brightly. 

"That is true...may we...continue our own training schedule later?" asked Medicham. 

"Why not?" said Swampert, shrugging. Medicham looked away, smiling to herself. Bisharp scowled. 

Mew led everyone along for a trip until they arrived at a strange set up- it was almost as if Mew had built a small city 
in the middle of a field. There were several small buildings set up, including what resembled a club, sidewalks, and a 
restaurant, as well as a gym. Mew turned and grinned at the campers. 

"Alright, couples...as Trapinch said, there are different attractions for this date challenge, but I've set it up so that we 
only need a few. Here's how it works. We pick an attraction- every couple competes, worst performance is out of the 
challenge. We determine the worst performance by different factors in each section. So...let's go to the first 
challenge-THE SIDEWALK!" 

Mew led everyone over to a long sidewalk, filled with various things- benches, alleyways, trash cans, manholes, 
street lamps, and fire hydrants. Everyone eyed it carefully. Mew smirked, motioning the couples over to a starting line. 

"First section? Walk down the sidewalk and avoid the various obstacles...but the obstacles don't just sit there and 
wait...no, the enemy team will get buttons to control them." 

"Buttons to control them?" asked Kabutops, frowning. "So...for example, they can press a button and...l don't know, 
make a trash can fall on us?" 

"Pretty much!" said Mew, handing the saboteurs the buttons. Bisharp frowned, glancing to the enemy team, and was 
utterly shocked at one camper's expression. 


Bronzong's eyes were glowing, a smirk on his face. He looked ready. 



"Alright...first couple to go?" 

"We'll go first," said Weavile, glancing at Banette. Mismagius glared. 

"Good idea...going before everyone figures out the buttons," muttered Alakazam. 

Banette and Weavile walked over to the starting line, eyeing various objects with interest- there were many 
decorations on the sidewalk. It was difficult to tell which ones would attempt to ruin their time walking down the 
sidewalk. Banette and Weavile glanced at each other, before nodding. Banette took her hand. 

"On your mark...get set...GO!" yelled Mew. 

Banette and Weavile ran forward, skidding to a halt at a puddle. Banette hopped over and held out a hand, helping 
Weavile over. Toxicroak smirked and slammed his button...only to stare as a trashcan far ahead fell over. Toxicroak 
released the button, and it flipped back up. 

"Alright, I’m the trash." 

"My turn!" yelled Arcanine. Banette and Weavile ran under a streetlight. Arcanine slammed his button. One of the 
lightbulbs fell from the lamp. Weavile stared in shock as she dragged Banette out of the way. He gave her a grateful 
grin. Medicham pressed her button, causing a punching glove to come out of a window. Banette ducked, pulling down 
Weavile, before they kept running. Medicham tapped her other button, sparking a fire hydrant to explode. The two 
leapt backwards, water spurting from the hydrant. Weavile grinned and stretched a claw, freezing the stream with her 
touch. The two continued to run. 

Bisharp tapped his button, causing a bench to fall over, but Banette and Weavile jumped over it. Toxicroak's manhole 
button was easily avoided. Mamoswine tried to hit them with a second trashcan button, but it didn't work. Banette and 
Weavile bobbed and weaved through the sidewalk of traps before they crossed the finish line on the other side, with 
Banette pulling Weavile out of the way of Gengar's button (another lamp). Banette grinned at her, while Weavile 
blushed slightly. 

"And Banette and Weavile set the bar high!" yelled Mew. "Will Honchkrow and Crobat be able to keep up with that?" 

"Of course we will," snapped Honchkrow, walking over, Crobat waiting for her. They gave each other confident 
smiles. Mew clapped his hands, while Bronzong and Krookodile got their buttons ready. Honchkrow and Crobat took 
off the moment Mew gave the signal, dodging Diglett’s streetlight button easily. Krookodile mashed his button 
moments later, causing a trash can to fall over, but Honchkrow and Crobat easily flied over it. Bronzong waited, 
watching as he counted buttons under his breath. When Honchkrow and Crobat flashed towards a window, Bronzong 
pressed his button. 

A boxing glove flew out of the window. Crobat's eyes widened as he pushed Honchkrow out of the way, taking the 
glove to the face. Crobat hit a street lamp and hit the ground. 

Honchkrow stumbled before turning. "CROBAT!" 

"It's...nothing," grunted Crobat, rubbing his eye for a moment before he flapped after her. Honchkrow grabbed Crobat 
with a wing and helped guide the dizzy bat to the end, avoiding Garchomp's fire hydrant and Swampert's bench trap. 
Other than Crobat occasionally drifting off course, they reached the end with no difficulties. Mew smirked. 

"Well, other than black eyed batty, Honchkrow and Crobat demonstrated street smarts that were pretty good for a 
start as well. As for Crobat getting hit- that was pretty romantic, taking the hit for your girlfriend. So you lose less 
points." 

Crobat gave a tired smile. Honchkrow pecked him on the cheek. 

"You shoulda let me take dat hit!" fussed Honchkrow. "I can't be a leader without seeing shit coming! Dat hit woulda 
taught me a lesson!" 

"Learn your lessons in a way that doesn't give you a black eye," rasped Crobat. 

"You're such a knight," groaned Honchkrow, rolling her eyes. 

"Chivalry isn't dead and neither am I." 



"Okay, lovebirds- we need another go- it's Gliscor and Noivern's turn!" 
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"He took that hit better than I thought!" said Gengar proudly, folding his arms and nodding. "Crobat's grown 
up. Good on him!" 

000 

Bronzong smirked. "I pride myself on my sabotage skills." 

000 

Gliscor and Noivern started up before they both started to glide forward, Gliscor lagging behind slightly to keep an 
eye on the nimble Noivern. Noivern grinned as she looped over a trash can and around a light, causing Toxicroak to 
grunt in annoyance. Gliscor, on the other hand, was a bit clumsier, and Medicham nearly caught him with the 
punching glove. Gliscor and Noivern continued to weave, but Gengar saw his chance and caused a light to fall for 
Gliscor. Noivern heard the sound with her powerful ears and pounced on Gliscor. 

"Watch out!" 

The lightbulb smashed on her back, and Noivern let out a groan of pain. Gliscor seemed horrified. 

"Oh shit! You okay?" 

"Yeah, I'm totally mellow, but we need to finish!" said Noivern. She took Gliscor by the claw and they both flew to the 
finish line. 

"An average performance from Gliscor and Noivern!" said Mew, clapping his hands. "No real weak performances yet! 
And who will be our next choice?" 

Mismagius glanced at Seizor, while Alakazam examined his hand, bored. Mew grunted in annoyance. 

"Trevenant and Mismagius, you're up." 

Trevenant scoffed and stomped to the starting line, Mismagius floating by his side. Mew gave the single and 
Trevenant charged forward, splashing through the puddle and scuttling past the obstacles. Mismagius zipped and 
dashed behind him, covered in mud and trying to avoid the traps that Trevenant set off. 

Krookodile grinned as he caused a trash can to fall, making Trevenant stumble. He growled before Mismagius tapped 
him. 

"We need to work together- OH!" 

Weavile snickered as a light dropped on Mismagius' head. Trevenant reached down to help her up. 

"Sorry about that." 

Trevenant gave her a small, grim smile before stepping forward, getting knocked by Bronzong's punching glove 
button. 

Bronzong smirked on the sidelines, looking at Garchomp. "And THAT'S how you do it." 
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"I am so sick and tired of that damn bell acting like he's the best thing in the world!" snarled Garchomp. 
"That's it- I've decided. He's going DOWN." 

000 

Mismagius dashed across the finish line, panting, while Trevenant stomped across a second later. Mew floated 
forward, smirking, while Trapinch hopped up smiling. 


"Have fun?" 



Trevenant and Mismagius both gave her a death stare. Trapinch backed away slowly. Trevenant scoffed and 
stomped away, Mismagius following him hastily. Mew shook his head. 


"Tsk, tsk! A not so promising performance from Trevenant and Mismagius- will Alakazam and Gothitelle keep up the 
performance drop?" asked Mew, grinning at the camera. 

Alakazam gave Gothitelle a tired glance. "You lead." 

"Did I wear you out zat much?" asked Gothitelle teasingly. Alakazam huffed. 

"GO!" 

Mew and Trapinch watched Alakazam and Gothitelle sprint forward, with Gothitelle using her telekinesis to push the 
lights away when they fell. They both levitated over the puddles, dodged around the benches, and kept moving. 
Alakazam casually used his mind to shift the hydrant's spray away from him and Gothitelle. Bisharp scowled, 
mashing his button desperately. As the punching glove flew out, Alakazam held up a hand and caught it, giving 
Gothitelle a clever smile. Gothitelle gave him a mocking curtesy and they continued. 

Alakazam and Gothitelle reached the end the quickest out of anyone so far. Mew stated that they were in the lead. 
That left Seizor and Kabutops. The rival lovers glared at each other, confident smirks on their faces. 

"Give up now- you already know I have a leg up on you," said Seizor mischievously. 

"I don't care what kind of advantage you've got- I'm still gonna win," said Kabutops with a grin. They both got in a 
pose, sharing dual glares with one another. Mew watched the two before clapping his hands. 

"FINAL COUPLE, LET'S GO!" yelled Mew. "Show the newcomers how it's done!" 

Kabutops and Seizor dashed forward. Diglett pressed his button, causing a trash can to fall, but Seizor punted it, 
sending it flying away in the sky. Kabutops, meanwhile, hacked through a bench trap sprung by Mightyena. 

Arcanine went slack jawed. "Damn." 

"They're not supposed to destroy it!" squealed Trapinch in horror. 

"I'LL ALLOW IT!" yelled Mewtwo. Mew whirled to face him. Mewtwo gave him a look of defiance. 

"...alright, Mewtwo allows it," said Mew in disapproval. 

Seizor and Kabutops leaped and smashed their way through the sidewalk until they arrived at the end, leaving chaos 
in their wake. They had beaten Alakazam and Gothitelle by four seconds. 

"And the winners are...Alakazam and Gothitelle!" yelled Mew. 

Kabutops and Seizor froze. 

"Oy...l thought we had to get through the fastest!" protested Kabutops. 

"Yeah...uh...no...it's a romance challenge- you had to work as a COUPLE. So Alakazam and Gothitelle dodged 
everything, worked together, and acted lovey dove! So they're safe! You guys come in second. But what really 
matters is which couple performed the worst and that would be...ghastly and ghostly. Trevenant and Mismagius, 
you're out. But don't worry- you'll get to join your team and sabotage the remaining couples!" 

"Thank Arceus," muttered Trevenant, striding away. Mismagius sighed and followed him. 
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"Would it KILL him to have shown a bit of romance?" asked Bisharp, exasperated. "We'd better not lose...I'll 
need a better scapegoat than Trevenant..." 

000 

Gliscor looked relieved. "That went well...Noivern's a real sweetheart...and I...well...ugh, she's probably not 
too interested in me after that party..." 



000 


Noivern sighed dreamily. 

000 

Mew clapped his hands and teleported all of the campers with him to inside a large dance studio. The floor was a 
large square, while there were stands filled with seats in the back. Trapinch waddled to the center of the dance floor 
and grinned happily. 

"So, here's the second part of the challenge- you guys get to have a romantic dance!" gushed Trapinch happily. 

"Such a romantic time to slow dance with your love..." 

"I don't slow dance," growled Banette. 

"You don't have to!" said Mew. "Any sort of dance is accepted, but romantic ones will tip you more points! But... 
obviously that'd be too easy so I've decided to get our sideliners some toys." 

Mewtwo walked in with two barrels full of tomatoes. Krookodile grinned and took a bite. "DELICIOUS." 

"Really?" asked Mamoswine, poking his nose and sniffing them. 

"Those are...rotten," said Bisharp, looking a bit queasy. 

"Yes they are!" said Mew, trying to ignore Krookodile digging for more. "Anyways, you guys get to throw those 
tomatoes at the enemy campers to try and mess them up. We only have one song playing, so it'll be fine." 

"What song?" asked Noivern, curiously. "Is it metal? Can it be metal?" 

"CAN IT NOT BE METAL?" asked Crobat, eyes wide. 

"No, we'll take a track from our former champion's album- Super Effective!" said Mew, holding up an album with 
Gardevoir and Cacturne on it. "Let's see...Rock All Night Long sounds good...alright- DANCERS, TAKE YOUR 
STAGE." 

Honchkrow and Crobat flew forward, while Gliscor and Noivern awkwardly shuffled their feet. Alakazam and 
Gothitelle got in a tango position almost immediately. 

"Does he tango to everything?" muttered Krookodile, still chewing. 

"Krookodile, stop eating the ammo!" said Luxray. Her eyes widened. "You know what'll happen?" 

"Let me guess- I'll blow up," snapped Krookodile sarcastically. 

"No, you'll have an explosive case of diarrhea and cry for two days," said Luxray, pushing up her glasses. 
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"Where'd she get the glasses?!" cried Krookodile. 
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The music, a classic rock sort of tune, started up, and the contestants immediately broke into dance. Alakazam and 
Gothitelle weaved through the crowd in a fast, speedy tango, while Honchkrow and Crobat just bounced and bobbed 
around next to each other. Banette and Weavile both shrugged before breaking into a few dance moves. 

Noivern started to break dance almost immediately, causing Gliscor to back away. Noivern paused when a tomato 
sailed past her. 

Toxicroak huffed. "I missed." 

"Okay...never mind!" shouted Noivern, taking Gliscor by the claws. "Dance together to keep an eye out!" 

Seizor and Kabutops, on the other hand almost looked like they were- sparring. Kabutops would swing his arm, but 
Seizor would twirl out of the way and then respond with a move of her own. It was some bizarre dance combined with 



a battle. Even when they had to work together, it was a competition. 

Bronzong motioned everyone over. "Mightyena and Krookodile, you throw at Seizor and Kabutops. The rest of us, 
gang up Honchkrow and Crobat." 

Bisharp, on the other hand, divided equal numbers up to attack each couple, with Trevenant and Mismagius on 
Banette and Weavile. 

"Come on, tomato throwers...let's see how you do!" shouted Mew. 

Tomatoes started sailing through the air, Mightyena almost hitting Kabutops off the bat. Kabutops swerved away and 
smirked, continuing his fight with Seizor. More tomatoes flew, with one hitting Gliscor's tail, and another skimming 
Gothitelle's skirt. But the dancers continued moving. 

Banette in particular was a blur, trying to dance and dodge Mismagius and Trevenant at the same time. Weavile 
scoffed as she grabbed Banette and pulled him close so he could dodge a few tomatoes. 

"They're focusing us," muttered Weavile, bending backwards to avoid another tomato. "Just focus on dodging. You're 
doing fine." 

"I...yeah...thanks...," said Banette awkwardly. 

Noivern and Gliscor were awkwardly slow dancing with each other- but at a fast speed. Gliscor had been hit a few 
times, while Noivern had only been skimmed. 

"Are you alright?" asked Noivern, concerned. "You're uh...looking a little...put out." 

"I'm fine," said Gliscor, trying not to act nervous. "I just uh...don’t like rotten tomatoes, heheh." 

"Yeah...no one does!" said Noivern, cracking a grin. 

Gliscor smirked, before getting hit on a wing. "Damnit!" 

Honchkrow and Crobat on the other hand, had problems of their own. Honchkrow and Crobat had been dodging for 
sometime, but Crobat was taking all of the hits. 

"Why da hell are they ganging up on us?" asked Honchkrow, waltzing awkwardly with a dazed Crobat. 

"Keep on them," drawled Bronzong, flinging more tomatoes. "Hand me another." 

"We're out!" spat Garchomp. 

"What," muttered Bronzong, glancing over to Krookodile, who was chewing quietly. 

Bronzong scowled. "KROOKODILE!" 

Mightyena, on the other hand, had noticed something else. Arcanine, on the other side, had taken a seat and wasn't 
throwing anything. Biting her lip, she noticed Bronzong scolding Krookodile, before she padded over. The look in his 
eyes was strange. It was almost wistful, but also filled with pain. 

"Are you okay?" she asked nervously. "It...is something wrong?" 

"That's not your business," growled Arcanine, eyes burning up. But it was still there. Mightyena sighed and walked 
away in defeat...for now. 

"Sorry I asked." 
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Arcanine huffed."On one hand, she's more annoying than anyone I've ever met, but man, I don't have it in me 
to HATE someone...ugh." 
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"l...his eyes...they're like...mine," said Mightyena quietly. "I...I have to set things right." 



000 


"The song is almost over!" shouted Medicham. "I have this album- we're running out of time!" 

She whipped a ball with perfect accuracy towards Alakazam and Gothitelle, who immediately ducked behind- 
Honchkrow and Crobat? 

Crobat took another hit, while Alakazam winked at Medicham from across the room, causing Medicham to flush 
angrily. 

Honchkrow scoffed. "Honestly, dis is just-" 

BAM! A tomato thrown by Swampert slammed into her open mouth, causing Honchkrow to stagger backwards, right 
as the song ended. Everyone stopped and stared, watching Honchkrow's expression change from annoyance to pure 
horror. Letting out a low crow of disgust, Honchkrow spit out the tomatoes before turning away and vomiting. 

"Oh...crap, I hit her so hard she threw up!" yelled Swampert in horror. 

"Uh...no, she just has a weak stomach," said Diglett reassuringly. 

"Oh..." 

"Well...that's not so romantic," said Mew from above, looking over the damage. "And judging by how red Crobat is, 
you guys got hit the most. Seizor and Kabutops have a few marks, same with Gliscor and Noivern. Alakazam and 
Gothitelle have barely been hit! And Banette and Weavile...well...not too bad. So it seems this time, Honchkrow and 
Crobat are out! The Graceful Gardevoirs have a huge advantage- only Seizor and Kabutops are left in the game!" 

Kabutops and Seizor groaned. 

"I told you we should've gotten out first," muttered Kabutops angrily. 

Honchkrow clutched her stomachs and staggered away, Crobat following her worriedly. 

"We managed another round!" said Banette brightly. He took a step forward, slipping on a tomato and falling down. 

Weavile looked down and snorted, laughing as she helped him up. Banette grinned as well and started chuckling with 
her. 
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"Banette and...Weavile? Friends?" asked Kabutops, eyes narrowed. "Weird. But whatever." 
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"What the hell is with those two?" asked Mismagius, shaking her head. 
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"And our third round is...the romantic candlelit dinner!" shouted Mew, teleporting everyone into a nicely lit restaurant. 
"This time, your sabotaging will be a bit more subtle- you'll be the waiters and waitresses for these Pokemon's tables! 
So, try and mess up their little dinner date- except for messing up the food they order- that's not allowed, because I 
know all of you will do it and the least we can do for these unlucky victims-1 MEAN COUPLES, is give them what they 
want to eat." 

"As long as I get the tomatoes," said Krookodile, grinning. Diglett sniffed the air and shuddered. How many tomatoes 
did that crocodile devour? 

"Alright everyone! Sit down at your tables and get eating!" 

Seizor and Kabutops slumped down in their seats, while Gliscor, Banette, and Alakazam all pulled out the chair for 
their respect dates. Bisharp looked horrified. 

"You both need to try!" hissed Bisharp as he walked past to Gliscor and Noivern. 

"Oh come ON!" growled Kabutops, muttering as Krookodile came to take their order. 



"Water and water," snapped Seizor. Krookodile closed his mouth and walked away. 

"So...what's your plan for tonight? We've got a lot on our plate," said Kabutops. 

"If we lose, I have a get out of jail free card," said Seizor. "I'll convince them to vote for me. And that's ONLY if we 
lose." 

"True...but we should avoid that as long as possible," pointed out Kabutops, tapping his plate thoughtfully. "I feel like 
there's something going on, though. Like...someone's plotting under our nose and we don't know it. This doesn't feel 
like Weavile." 

"I still don't trust Weavile and Alakazam...but they're on the other team, how can they possibly get us? After all, it's 
not like they've directly tried to sabotage us." 

"There's always Bronzong- he's a sly one." 

"True...let's just keep our eyes open." 

Meanwhile, with Alakazam and Gothitelle... 

"Apple cider for the lady, and a lemonade for the man," said Toxicroak, grinning. He stepped forward, before tripping. 
"WOOPS!" 

The beverages spilled and flew towards Alakazam, but he simply caught the glasses with his mind and refilled them. 
"Close shave, Toxicroak. Thank you for bringing our stuff over." 

Toxicroak hung his head and went away. Arcanine came over to light the candles with his mouth, but he missed and 
almost burnt Gothitelle's napkin, which she pulled away just in time. 

"The candles, Arcanine," snapped Alakazam. The dog sighed and did as he was told. 

"So...Hypno eez gone- what eez your new plan of entertainment?" queried Gothitelle. 

Alakazam hummed quietly, bending one of the spoons at the table experimentally, but it didn't have the same feeling 
as his own. "Wait until something piques my interest." 

"You seemed razzer piqued last nuit, Alakazam," said Gothitelle mischievously. 

Alakazam chuckled. "Yes, well, regarding THAT sort of entertainment, I think you have me covered. I'm hoping 
someone on the enemy team steps up soon- the only ones around here who I know for sure match my intelligence 
are you...and...well, possibly Bronzong. And he’s on my side." 

"So...are you simply going to wait for zem to rise up, or will you force zem to?" 

Alakazam smirked. "Are you suggesting I'll go out of my way to create my own opponent for my amusement?" 

"I zink you will do almost anyzing to keep your entertainment going," said Gothitelle. "Creating your own enemy is 
dangerous, however- you will not win ze prize so easily if you do so. And even if we make it to the finals, my love, I do 
not plan to simply give up ze prize to you." 

Alakazam laughed as he twirled his drink in his cup, giving it a taste. Gengar wandered past, stumbling with a tray of 
bread towards Alakazam, but Gothitelle caught him and shooed him away. Gothitelle grinned at Alakazam. 

"You don't care about ze money anymore, do you?" 

Alakazam gave her a knowing smile. "Is it obvious?" 

"You do not care for ze money- you simply care for ze thrill of ze sport," said Gothitelle, smiling at him. "You just want 
to ease your boredom." 

"Don't we all?" asked Alakazam, grinning as he glanced around. "This challenge is droll, but I have high hopes that 
this season will continue to hold my interest. Hypno certainly made things fun-1 can only hope I can make a new 
enemy in his place to keep it up." 


000 



"Alakazam's not even trying to WIN?" asked Gengar. "He's only trying to win for the thrill of winning! What 
the heck, man? Geniuses, huh?" 
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Noivern leaned back, trying to wipe some water that Bronzong had easily spilt on her with a napkin. Gliscor shifted 
awkwardly in his seat- he had been watching Alakazam and Gothitelle nervously, knowing how nothing was making 
them get flustered- but then again, they were an actual couple, as last night had proven. 

Noivern looked across at him, her eyes less lively than normal, and when she spoke, her usual manner of speech had 
dropped. 

"Are you okay?" 

"Me? Okay? Haha...of course!" said Gliscor, in a voice that was so fake it was unbelievable. 

Noivern hummed quietly, before taking a sip of water and putting it down, "...if it's about what happened at the party, 
I'm not mad." 

Gliscor perked up. "Well I mean- I...I kinda bolted...it was rude, I'm sorry...it was wrong and-" 

"You don't have to apologize, you didn't do anything wrong," said Noivern, confused. 

"Oh...sorry for apologizing and well uh..." 

"You don't have to keep saying sorry for that either," said Noivern, a little teasingly. Gliscor flushed. 

"Why are you so nervous around me- er...nervous lately?" asked Noivern, cursing in her head. 

As if a switch had flicked, Gliscor went quiet, backing away in his seat a little. They were spared for a moment by 
Mismagius coming over with the food. Mismagius gave a smirk as she prepared to put the food down messily, hoping 
to cause a mess, but Noivern swiped the tray from her and put it down, taking the food off. Mismagius gaped as she 
was handed the empty tray. Noivern smiled sweetly, before Mismagius turned away, scowling. 

Noivern looked back at Gliscor. "Don't answer if you don't want to." 

"Well, no I mean- you asked so I should-" 

"Don't do something because I want you to, I don't want to push you, dude!" protested Noivern, holding ups her 
hands. This wasn't what she wanted at all! She wanted Gliscor to be comfortable, relaxed, and happy- not pressured 
and scared. What was going on with him? 

"Forget it...I'm a crummy date," muttered Gliscor. 

"You aren't a crummy date!" argued Noivern. "I...and...it doesn't have to be a date if you don't want it to!" 

"I...I do but I...I don't...I can't-!" blustered Gliscor, his eyes wild with nervousness. 

"GLISCOR!" shouted Noivern, causing Gliscor to jump. Everyone turned. 

"Calm down...it's okay...just relax and drop it," said Noivern soothingly, her loud voice shifting to a softer, more 
sensitive tone- the kind of voice that would sing a love song rather than death metal. Gliscor took a breath, trying to 
relax before he slumped over in his seat. 

"Are you alright?" asked Noivern. 

"Y-yeah...l'm...l'm cool," said Gliscor. "I... I.. .thank you...for understanding... maybe eventually we can talk about it 
and-" 


"Gliscor, just take your time. Stop talking about it and eat. You don't want your food to get cold, that's not gnarly at 
all," said Noivern, shifting back to her old self. Gliscor gave her a smile and started eating, Noivern staring at him. 


Something was wrong with him, there was no doubt about that- Gliscor had some doubts and fears in his head- and 
Noivern wanted to help. But she couldn't...she couldn't push him. That was part of the problem. She just had to wait. 



But waiting was hard. Especially when he was so damn cute. 
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Noivern sighed. "It really sucks, y'know. I want to help him, but when I try, he shrinks away, and if I don't, I 
feel like he's not gonna get better- it's like...what has this dude gone through?" 

Noivern perked up, before looking determined. "I'll...I'll settle for being friends, but...most of all, I want this 
dude to be alright. No one else seems as beat up as this guy...well...except maybe Mightyena, but she snaps 
when you ask her what's wrong..." 
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"What do you think?" asked Banette, casually watching Weavile eat. His zipper mouth wasn't very useful here. 

"Not bad-1 had better the last time we ate together," said Weavile shortly. She put the fork down and looked across at 
Banette, her gaze piercing. Banette sighed, before shrugging. 

"Alright, I give- you clearly want to talk about this-" 

"We HAVE to talk about this," insisted Weavile. "We had a long night together, and we've put this talk off for too long." 

"Look, what do you expect me to say?" asked Banette, throwing his hands up. "I... I didn't expect it to go that far! 

Some stuff happened that shouldn't have and-" 

"So you regret it?" asked Weavile coolly. 

Banette was silent. 

"You sure as hell seemed happy the morning after," continued Weavile. 

"You're one to talk, Miss Afterglow," countered Banette. 

"So we're just going to ignore our little one night stand?" asked Weavile. "It happened, Banette. But we keep acting 
awkward around each other and it's only so long before it starts hurting our team." 

"What are you expecting? A relationship?" hissed Banette. 

"I wasn't EXPECTING anything," said Weavile, eyes narrowed. "Especially you not being reasonable enough to talk 
about it. If you're not interested, you can just say no and end it here!" 

"I don't want to-1 mean that is...LOOK!" snapped Banette. "I'm not sure if I feel the way...the way I should-" 

"So you just did all of that on a whim?" asked Weavile, eyes blazing. 

"Maybe you did too!" snapped Banette. Weavile stared in shock. 

"Neither of us were in the right mind that night," continued Banette. "I want you to look inside of yourself and answer 
this, Weavile- were we out with each other because we liked each other, or were we just lonely Pokemon looking for 
a way to not spend a night alone?" 

Weavile opened her mouth angrily, before she stopped and thought. Banette had a point. He certainly had a point 
there- Weavile frowned. Was her infatuation with the puppet real? Or after Hypno and Alakazam both moved away 
from her, did she just want to feel someone's arms around her. Weavile went silent, and looked down into her water. 
What if Banette had been using her in place of Mismagius- and what if she had used him in place of Alakazam? 

Was this what was bothering him? Not the fact that they had spent that night together, but his reasons? 

It was certainly on her mind now. 

"You don't know," said Banette, eyes hard. "And I... I don't know. Even if there was some sort of relationship between 
us...I...just as Mismagius wouldn't get with me because she couldn't trust me...l...l can't be with you if my feelings 
aren't for you." 

"...at least you're honest," muttered Weavile. "You're already ahead of the last guy who acted interested in me." 



Banette snorted. 


"Can you answer me this?" asked Weavile. "Do you still have feelings for Mismagius?" 

Banette swallowed. "Yes." 

"...I figured...next question- if you had equal feelings for us both, who would you pick?" 

Banette tried to respond, but nothing came out. "I...I...that's...I..." 

Weavile leaned forward, reaching for his hand. "Okay, calm down, you don't have to-" 

Banette pulled his hand away, staring at her, almost scared. 

"LOOK," said Banette. "I...I'm not healthy. Not for other Pokemon. I shouldn't...! shouldn't be with anyone. I'm a 
Banette and we...well, you know. And I...I...I have to go." 

Banette immediately got up, pushed in his chair, and ran off, as Trevenant walked over with a bill. He glanced at 
Weavile. 

"Huh... puppet boy leaving you alone at the table? What a jerk," muttered the tree, walking away. 

"Hey, where's he going?" asked Mew. Mewtwo glanced at him and shrugged. 

"How the hell do you not know?" sputtered Mew. "He's your RIVAL, you should KNOW him?" 

"Rival...oh...YEAH, RIGHT, RIVAL!" said Mewtwo. "Uh...I'll go...harass him I guess?" 
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"Right...Mew doesn't know we buried that hatchet. I guess we'll have to keep up the act when he's around to 
bring in the ratings," said Mewtwo, rolling his eyes. 
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"Well since Banette left, he and Weavile are officially DISQUALIFIED!" yelled Mew, clapping his hands. Weavile 
gaped. 

"Hang on, I can go get him!" shouted Weavile. 

"No, he's out! But I'm afraid that's not it- you see, you guys got DISQUALIFIED- you didn't come in last in the 
challenge- so rather than one couple getting taken out this round, it's gonna be two!" explained Mew, smirking. 

Kabutops swore and Noivern gasped. Weavile just growled and stomped past Alakazam and Gothitelle. 

"It's fine," said Alakazam gently. "It wasn't you who left- even if we lose, you're safe." 

"Yeah...," muttered Weavile, walking past them. "But Banette's not..." 

"Alright...so I'm tallying up the scores on your date- Alakazam and Gothitelle weren't sabotaged at all, Seizor had a 
drink spilled on her, while Kabutops sliced apart some parts of the table by mistake. As for Gliscor and Noivern, 
there's some messy food and drink spills there. So, Alakazam and Gothitelle move to the final round. If Seizor and 
Kabutops don't win...well, then it's over!" 

Seizor clenched her claws, while Gliscor gulped. 

"FORTUNATELY, Gliscor had a few more mess ups, and so he and Noivern are out of the challenge! Which means 
Seizor and Kabutops go to the final round against Alakazam and Gothitelle!" 

"YES!" shouted Seizor, punching the air. Kabutops let out a shout, while Noivern and Gliscor shrugged and left. 
"Sorry about that," muttered Gliscor. 

"Relax, it's just a challenge! You at least stuck through the whole date, bro!" said Noivern, laughing. 



Bisharp, on the other hand, was looking thoughtful. Toxicroak glanced at him. 

"What are you thinking?" 

"If we lose, Trevenant's in trouble...so I'll just have to make a play of some kind," said Bisharp quietly. "I want Seizor 
or Kabutops gone- preferably Seizor, she seems to be the brains between the two. If she loses this...we might have 
the edge." 

"Well...we don't know the final round!" pointed out Toxicroak. 

"You're about to!" yelled Mew, grabbing everyone with his mind and teleporting them to what looked like a wrestling 
ring. Alakazam and Gothitelle looked around, while Seizor cracked her back. Kabutops sharpened his scythes. 

"That's right! A battle between our couple! A double battle to see who can knock the other out of the ring more 
quickly!" yelled Mew. "In the red corner, we have our two tough cookies from Season 1- Seizor and Kabutops! And in 
the blue corner, the reigning King of the Hill champ and his lovely femme fatale- Alakazam and Gothitelle!" 

The spectating campers starting getting into it, with Gengar yelling loudly and Luxray jumping up and down. A few of 
the campers, however, just decided to leave- Banette, Arcanine, and later Mightyena, all left the scene rather quickly. 
Gliscor, on the other hand, seemed a bit comfortable next to Noivern now. A weary Honchkrow returned with a 
watchful Crobat at her side. 

"You feeling alright?" asked Mamoswine, eyes watchful. 

"You appeared to have been sick in a nasty way," agreed Medicham. 

"I'm...I'm fine, just...don't remind me," grumbled Honchkrow, groaning. 

"Alright- so what are our rules of sabotaging this time?" asked Bronzong with interest. 

"None! You've already done your jobs! It's now up to your final remaining couples to take the win! You got them to this 
point- the rest is up to them!" said Mew happily. 

"Any rules?" asked Alakazam. "For us?" 

"All moves, and Mega Evolutions, are allowed- the first team to knock both of the couple out of the ring wins!" 
announced Mewtwo, holding up a whistle. "You ready?" 

"I have no objections," said Alakazam. 

"Agreed," said Gothitelle. 

"I've been waiting for this chance for a long time," said Seizor, grinning. 

Kabutops chuckled. "Let's show 'em we're still strong after a season of absence!" 

"BEGIN!" roared Mewtwo, blowing his whistle. 
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"I smell blood in the water," said Bisharp, his eyes gleaming. 
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"I've been waiting for a chance to knock that Psychic off his feet," said Seizor, laughing. "I couldn't imagine a 
better opportunity than this!" 
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"Let zem try to stop us," dared Gothitelle. 
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Alakazam and Gothitelle immediately stepped back, while Seizor and Kabutops rushed forward. Seizor charged at 
Alakazam with a bullet punch, but he dodged it, stepping back. Kabutops, on the other hand, lunged for Gothitelle, 



slicing down and pinning down a part of her dress. Gothitelle hissed and slapped him, knocking him away. 

"I'll hold 'em down!" snarled Kabutops, rolling back and swing at Gothitelle. "You finish them off!" 

"That's the plan!" said Seizor, smirking. She clenched a fist and tried to knock Alakazam off, but he managed to throw 
a Shadow Ball, pushing Seizor back a bit. Gothitelle twirled behind Seizor, pushing her forward with a Psychic blast, 
knocking her on the ground. Alakazam made to grab her with his powers and started lifting her. 

"One down," drawled Alakazam. 

"You wish!" growled Kabutops, kicking Alakazam in the back, causing his focus to slip. Seizor rolled away, back next 
to Kabutops. 

"Come on- a Machamp is your father, fight like a man!" challenged Seizor. 

"I fight like a man with a brain- try it sometime," countered Alakazam. 

"Kabutops, carve 'em up!" yelled Crobat. "You've got this, man!" 

"Alakazam, be careful!" shouted Diglett, worried. 

Seizor and Kabutops both ran in separate directions, stretching themselves on the boundaries of the ring. They 
released and charged forward, but Alakazam grabbed Kabutops and threw him to the ground, while Gothitelle hit 
Seizor in midair. She fell to the ground, hitting the floor of the ring. Growling angrily, Seizor got to her feet. 

"Come on, Seizor!" roared Trevenant. "Take him down." 

"Gothitelle, you can do it!" shouted Weavile. "You've got more brains more than the two of them put together!" 
Gothitelle smirked. "She eez not wrong zere." 

Seizor snarled under her breath, before leaping forward at a blinding speed, landing a hard blow to Gothitelle's 
stomach. Her eyes widened as she staggered back, leaning on the edge of the ring, gasping. Seizor saw her chance 
and went to follow up, but Alakazam managed to trip her with a leg, though Kabutops was on him a moment later, 
swinging his scythe in a wide arc. 

There was a dull noise as Alakazam held up an arm, which Kabutops left a nasty cut on. Alakazam winced, muttering 
under his breath before he pushed Kabutops away. Kabutops landed on his back, groaning. 

"Seizor!" shouted Bisharp. Seizor got up, groaning, before she looked to Bisharp. 

"You can beat them- use your Mega Evolution!" 

Gothitelle, who was about to charge forward, froze. 

"I wouldn't do that if I were you," said Bronzong coolly. "Alakazam has one too, he'll counter it." 

Weavile looked in the ring, where Alakazam froze. A flash of fear was in his eyes. 

"l.,.no...l don't exactly wish to...that is," stammered Alakazam. 

"What?" snapped Krookodile. "Alakazam, just use it if Seizor uses it. There's no big deal!" 

Gothitelle frowned. "Alakazam does not have to use eet if he does not wish too." 

But Bisharp wasn't done. His eyes were on the prize now. "Seizor, there's no better time! Use it now- Alakazam won't 
use his. Your Bug moves will easily overcome their Psychic powers! Just Mega evolve and destroy them." 

Seizor was deep in thought. What would she do? 
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Bisharp smirked. "This is perfect. If Seizor mega evolves and wins, we win and I can vote her out later since 
her Mega evolution is gone. Seizor mega evolves and loses, we nail her for being useless even WITH her 
Mega Evolution. If she doesn't evolve and loses, then she clearly doesn't care about helping her team. Your 



move Seizor- heads I win, tails you lose." 
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Seizor frowned. "I probably should've Mega Evolved. But I didn't want to use it this early- especially before 
the merge. Timing your Mega Evolution is crucial. Besides, I still have the immunity idol- they're not going to 
nail me that easily." 
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"I don't need it!" snapped Seizor, turning and punching Alakazam in the jaw. Alakazam staggered backwards, gasping 
in pain, before Kabutops leaped around and kicked him in the side. Alakazam staggered, before falling off of the 
edge. Seizor and Kabutops grinned. 

"Nice!" shouted Gengar, pumping his fists. 

But Gothitelle, on the other hand, was not happy. Latching onto Seizor with her telekinesis, she flung the other girl out 
of the ring. Seizor hit the ground beside Alakazam, who smirked at her. 

"Nice move." 

"Shut up." 

Gothitelle and Kabutops were alone in the ring, with Kabutops sharpening his scythes as he slowly advanced on 
Gothitelle. 

"Just because you're a lady doesn't mean I won't slug you," warned Kabutops. 

"Bring eet on!" dared Gothitelle. Kabutops growled and leapt forward, swinging a scythe and pushing Gothitelle back. 
Gothitelle danced out of his way, while Kabutops carved a path of slashing and hacking towards her. Gothitelle 
moved close to the edge, and Kabutops swung hard, slicing apart one of the boundaries. Gothitelle eyes the scythe 
warily. It was definitely strong- she had to avoid that. 

Gothitelle tried to grab Kabutops with her mind, but he managed to charge her and break her concentration. Gothitelle 
kept barely keeping out of the way of Kabutops's blows, and soon she tripped. Kabutops grinned. 

"Finish it," ordered Bisharp, folding his arms. Kabutops slammed his arm down, but Gothitelle rolled out of the way, 
and his scythe embedded itself in the floor of the arena. Kabutops's eyes widened as he tried to pull it out. Gothitelle 
smirked and used her psychic powers to help him- when Kabutops was free, he wasn't prepared for the motion, and 
he staggered backwards- tripping out of the ring. 

Mewtwo blew his whistle, while the campers gasped. Mew floated forward. 

"AND THE WINNER IS...GOTHITELLE! THE POWER COUPLE OF ALAKAZAM AND GOTHITELLE WIN IT FOR 
THE GRACEFUL GARDEVOIRS!" 

Gengar's jaw dropped, while Kabutops groaned on the ground, twisting his body around to get up. He spat out some 
dirt on the ground, before walking up to Gothitelle, holding up a scythe. 

"Good match." 

"Merci. You as well." 

"A good match is all well and good, but we have an elimination to decide," drawled Bisharp. 

"That is true! Victorious Vileplumes, it's time for you to pick a camper to send home! I'll be meeting you all at the 
elimination ceremony!" said Mew, teleporting away. 
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"That girl can fight- no wonder Alakazam's head over heels for her," grumbled Kabutops, rubbing his back. 
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"You seem annoyed," said Toxicroak, looking down at Trevenant. 



Trevenant was seated on a stump, before he looked up. "We were out first- I'm gonna be on the chopping block." 
"Bisharp said he had a plan-1 wouldn't worry," said Toxicroak, grinning. 

Trevenant gave him a weird look. "Why are you laughing?" 

"Because I know the plan and...look, I just...I laugh a lot, that's all," responded Toxicroak, snorting. 

Trevenant looked across the way, seeing a glum Mismagius floating along. "Tell Bisharp to make it work, I've got 
someone to talk to." 

Trevenant followed after Mismagius, frowning at her. "You look like you've had better days." 

"Well, you and I were out first, and face it, you're more useful than me. Everyone thinks so, and it looks like Banette's 
got a hot new date," muttered Mismagius, her voice more somber than the usual fire that it held. 

Trevenant scoffed. "If you say you're weak, then you're weak. I don't think you're weak. And as for zipper lips, I don't 
think that date went well- he left halfway through." 

Mismagius perked up. "Yeah, well...they got further than us." 

"In the challenge, maybe...as for outside of it..." 

Trevenant stepped forward and grabbed Mismagius, before pinning her against a tree. Mismagius opened her mouth 
in surprise, but Trevenant moved in before a word could come out. Mismagius had no idea how long they were 
kissing, but one thing was for certain- it was a long time before they finally broke free. Mismagius was flushing 
heavily, while Trevenant had the same surly expression. 

"Was that as good for you as it was for me?" asked Trevenant quietly. 

"...y-yes," said Mismagius breathlessly. 

"Good," said Trevenant, smiling grimly. "As for the elimination ceremony, vote Seizor- she's the one who didn't Mega 
Evolve-1 don't plan on going home, and I don't want to see you go either. Got it?" 

"Got it," said Mismagius, still dazed. 

"Good." 
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"AHHHHHHHHHH!" screamed Mismagius, punching the air. "WE KISSED! WE TOTALLY KISSED! IN YOUR 
FACE, BANETTE!" 
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Diglett was covered in bite marks. "Trapinch likes goodbye kisses. It's not the most pleasant experience." 
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"Vote Seizor?" asked Honchkrow, folding her arms. 

"Keep it down," snapped Bisharp. He sighed. 

"Toxicroak, Medicham, Trevenant, Mismagius, and I are all voting for her," said Bisharp. "Seizor and Kabutops 
obviously won't. Your votes will help seal the deal, assuming Crobat joins with you." 

"And why exactly do you want Seizor gone- Trevenant and Mismagius obviously don't wanna get sent home, but 
what's in it for you?" queried Honchkrow, her red eyes fixed on Bisharp's face. 

"She's a threat, and she could've Mega Evolved this challenge to win- she didn't," explained Bisharp shortly. "She's 
not a team player- she's an individual player. Once she gets to the merge, she could be unstoppable." 

"Seizor did me a solid- when Hypno wanted me out, she voted him instead of me," said Honchkrow, frowning. 



"And who was the one who TOLD you Hypno wanted you out, and to vote for Hypno?" asked Bisharp. "I want what's 
best for the team- Hypno was out to manipulate everyone- Seizor's only out for herself. Both of them aren't helpful for 
a team." 

"...Kabutops won't be happy," responded Honchkrow. 

"He's strong- he can handle it," countered Bisharp. "And besides, couples have to say goodbye to their significant 
others on the show eventually. I'm not telling you to vote for Seizor, but I think it's in your best interests. Do as you 
wish." 

Honchkrow pondered the idea while Bisharp walked off, a small smile on his face. 
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The elimination ceremony was quiet and tense. Alakazam and Gothitelle were relaxing in the gallery, while Gliscor, 
Krookodile, and Weavile were watching with interest. Banette's eyes were fixed on Mismagius, who was sitting very 
close to Trevenant. Mismagius glanced back, and Banette looked away. Trevenant smirked while no one was looking. 
Mew floated forward, a box of Pokeblocks in his hand. 

"Campers...the elimination ceremony is upon us again...to take another young, precious life from this island and 
send it away. A lost chance of a million-" 

"Just get on with it," growled Garchomp from the stands. 

Mew gave Garchomp a long look. 

"Thanks for making him pause and take longer," snapped Bronzong. Garchomp held up a fist, but Swampert 
restrained her quickly. 

"WHEN I CALL YOUR NAME!" yelled Mew indignantly. "YOU CAN COME UP! MAMOSWINE!" 

Mamoswine let out a happy snort, walking up to get a Poke block. 

"Bisharp... Medicham." 

Bisharp and Medicham walked up side by side, taking their blocks. 

"Arcanine...Toxicroak...and yeah, Crobat too." 

Crobat flapped forward, Arcanine padding after him. Toxicroak shot out his tongue and snapped his Poke Block from 
Mew's hand. Mew looked horrified. 

"...er...oh god gross...Gengar and Honchkrow." 

Honchkrow strutted up to take a Poke Block, while Gengar grabbed his and ran back. 

"Kabutops... Mismagius." 

Kabutops glanced back at Seizor, who gave him a confident nod, while Mismagius cast a worried gaze at Trevenant. 

"Trevenant, you and Mismagius were the first ones out in this challenge...and you didn't give her much help in that 
first part. Cold, dude. Really cold. As for Seizor, well...you didn't Mega Evolve to help your team. And after 
Charizard's elimination, heh, I don't think that's a good idea." 

"Trust me-1 think it was a fantastic idea," said Seizor. 

"You'd think that, wouldn't you," said Bisharp quietly. 

"...the Pokemon going home tonight is..." 

Seizor was calm, while Trevenant was grinning. 

"...Seizor!" 

Trevenant laughed loudly, before getting up and walking towards Mew, but Seizor stood up. 



"Not so fast, trunk head!" 

Trevenant froze, while Mew looked shocked. Bisharp's eyes flashed, while the Graceful Gardevoirs all leaned forward 
with interest. 

"Just one minute-1 have something I need to get," said Seizor, walking off into the woods beyond the campfire. 
"Where is she going?" asked Noivern. 

"Is she not gonna leave without a fight?" wondered Diglett, who seemed more worried than confused. 

"Maybe she's a cyborg," whispered Luxray. 

"Luxray, no." 

"Perhaps she...maybe, that is, she found a certain object," said Alakazam gravely. 

Seizor came back a moment later, smirking at Trevenant. 

"You can't eliminate me- not yet. Because I have...THE IMMUNITY STATUE!" 

Seizor held up the wooden statue, looking across at Mew and Trevenant. Trevenant's eye widened in horror, while 
Bisharp stared in shock. Utter shock. Impossible! She had managed to locate the idol after one time on the island? 
There was no way! 

"Well...that means Seizor's still in!" said Kabutops, laughing. "Tree boy is out of here!" 

"Actually...wrong," said Mew, floating forward with a frown on his face. "Can I see that statue?" 

Mew took the idol from Seizor, looking it over, checking it from the top and ended looking at the bottom. Mew's face 
cracked into a smile. 

"Oh...oh wow...well, I don't know how to break this to you gently, so I won't bother!" said Mew, a huge grin on his 
face now. "But this immunity idol...IS A FAKE!" 

Seizor froze. "What." 

Kabutops's jaw dropped. "What." 

"WHAT?" yelled everyone else. 

"That's right- you, my friend, have been duped! This idol isn't the real one at all! Someone must've slipped these on 
the island!" 

"Why you- it was YOU, wasn't it?" snarled Kabutops. 

"Me? No way! I'm a jerk, but I play by fair rules- now THIS, THIS is a MASTERPIECE of cruelty right here!" said Mew. 
"Well, thanks for the twist, Seizor, but unfortunately, you're still going home." 

"You've got to be kidding!" shouted Seizor. 

"AHAHAHAHAAHAHAHA!" Trevenant was roaring with laughter. 

"If I ever find out who did this I'll...I'll...," growled Seizor. 

"Do something to them AFTER they're eliminated, like you!" finished Mew. 

Bronzong's eyes gleamed, while in the shadows, Krookodile grinned. 
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"I can't believe it! Someone...someone took the time to create a bunch of fake immunity idols? But who... 
who had the time- who could've known someone would've found it?" asked Seizor, her eyes still wide with 
disbelief. 



"Grr...it had to be someone before me. Kabutops, babe, I need you to win and solve this mystery for me. 

Don't let them dupe you as well! You can figure this out- you're as smart as- well, almost as smart as me! Win 


it!" 
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"Heheheheh...hehehehehaha...AHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!" Krookodile roared with laughter, holding an 
immunity symbol in his arms. It closely resembled the one Seizor had- it was clearly a second fake. 

"I planted it! Me! Me, me, me, me, and ME! I decided that if I couldn't find it, I wouldn't give other the 
opportunity- instead, I stole the trail! I carved up about thirty of these babies and hid them throughout the 
woods the second time I went on the island, in all of the places I'd checked and a few that I hadn't! They all 
look different, and they're all in different spots! That way, NOBODY can get the immunity idol!" 

"Seizor, consider yourself conned! I thought I'd be able to knock out a player with that, but I never thought I'd 
reel in such a big fish! GOODBYE!" 
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Seizor glared at Mew, who was stretching back the massive slingshot she was currently in. Kabutops looked worried 
and annoyed, while Bisharp still couldn't believe his luck. Seizor just spat on the ground and waited. 

"Just get it over with." 

"A woman of few words- then I'll respond with only one word: ADIOS!" shouted Mew, releasing the slingshot and 
sending Seizor soaring in the sky. 

"SCIZOR...BABE...I'LL WIN FOR YOU!" yelled Kabutops. 

"Yeah, Kabutops...about that...you'll be winning...but you're gonna have to be winning on the Nightmare Isle 
tonight...YOU'RE THE NEXT VICTIM!" said Mew, laughing. 

"Fine!" snarled Kabutops. "And I'll find the REAL idol this time!" 

"And for the lucky Graceful Gardevoirs the one who was sent was...Gliscor!" 

"Aw, what?" asked Gliscor, gaping. Noivern frowned and flew over. 

"Hey...dude, you'll be okay-1 made it through, and you're a bigger, tougher stronger guy than me." 

"I...uh...well...thanks," muttered Gliscor, embarrassed. 

"And that concludes a stunning elimination ceremony! See you next challenge!" said Mew happily. 
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Arcanine was walking through the forest, huffing to himself, his head sad and his heart heavy. His eyes darted from 
the trees, making sure no one was around. 

The wounds still hurt. The rejection. The pain. The judgement. Any interviewer who had found him playing sports in 
the fields with his younger siblings would always ask. About the game, the money...and Ninetales. Even now, he was 
just the lunkhead jock who she hadn't picked. 

It still felt awful. 

"He hurt me too." 

Arcanine froze, before turning, seeing Mightyena standing in the trees. Arcanine tensed, bracing himself for a 
confrontation. 

"Calm down," said Mightyena, sounding almost tired. "1-1 don't want to fight. Not anymore." 

"And what changed that?" snapped Arcanine. "A whim?" 

"No...your...your eyes." 



"My...my eyes?" asked Arcanine, confused. Mightyena sighed quietly. 

"Not to sound like I'm judging you, but you're a jock- you tend to be more physical. While I.. .well... I may not be a 
sporty Pokemon, but I notice other things. And...when we fought that other day I...I was scared." 

"...what did he do to you?" asked Arcanine, looking more concerned than angry now. 

"He...he was a charmer," said Mightyena bitterly. "He...he was nice to me. The goth girl in the corner, he noticed me 
and came along...I helped him with his homework and it was almost like a dream...until I found out...it was all a lie- 
partially a bet, and partially to help him with his school work so he wouldn't fail. He killed two Pidgey with one Stone 
Edge." 

"...I...Ninetales led me on...she...she flirted with me, and she was...special," said Arcanine, trying to force the words 
out- they made him feel wretched. "She was so kind, so beautiful, and it felt natural being with her but I... I... I didn't 
know she had a boyfriend. She never mentioned it when we were talking...she didn't tell me after she kissed me and 
I...I was the bad guy." 

"...you really do understand...that's what I saw in your eyes...today," said Mightyena. 

"Understand what?" 

"Loneliness," said Mightyena. "And pain. Not physical, nothing like that trauma Banette experienced but...pain in the 
heart. Pain that won't prevent you from playing a game or drawing a picture...but it'll stop you all the same. I saw that 
in your eyes during the challenge. All of the couples...it hurts...right?" 

"I...yeah...it did," admitted Arcanine. 

"I felt it too...and...I was so scared the other day...so scared that you were out to charm me and use me and I...I 
hope I'm not wrong when I say you don't seem like that type of guy." 

"I'm not...and...I don't really think you're a bitch," apologized Arcanine awkwardly. 

Mightyena laughed. "You're not so bad yourself...well, for a jock." 

"Can it, goth girl," said Arcanine back. 

Mightyena padded closer. "I was hoping maybe we could...start over?" 

Arcanine took a step back, a bit warily. "I...uh...I hope you don't mean as like a couple-1 don't think either of us are 
ready for that." 

Mightyena snorted. "For a ladies' man, you're not so good at this. I'm not saying we have to be smitten for each other 
but uh...well...l wouldn't say no to a date sometime." 

"Are you sure it could work between us...l mean...you're kind of dark and edgy and...I'm not," said Arcanine bluntly. 

"I... I don't know," admitted Mightyena. "But I'm... willing to at least give it a try. You know?" 

"...want to go for a walk tomorrow?" asked Arcanine. 

Mightyena smiled. "I'd like that. I'll see you tomorrow then?" 

"Sure. Goodnight, Mightyena." 

"You too, Arcanine." 
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"That went...well?" asked Arcanine, who still looked baffled. 
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Honchkrow lit a cigar and held it in her beak, glancing at Crobat, who was calmly perched on a tree at her side. 
Honchkrow glared at a Pokemon in front of her, before speaking. 



"Meeting like dis is bound to make anyone who knows suspicious...let's keep dis quick." 

Garchomp folded her arms. "You know I tend to hate things that take too long. And did you have to bring Crobat?" 
"Crobat is my associate in my group of...well...yeah," blustered Honchkrow. 

"You're a gang leader, I know," snapped Garchomp. 

"I am NOT a gang leader!" snarled Honchkrow. "Close your trap, hon, or I'll end dis meeting early and make your time 
here worse. Speak up- what do you want?" 

"I want your help," growled Garchomp. "To take someone out of this competition. Because for once in my life, I know I 
can't get him with brute force." 

"Well whaddya know- sharks learned some humility!" Honchkrow chuckled and blew a smoke ring. "Alright- before we 
talk business, let us know who it is." 

Garchomp bared her teeth. "Bronzong." 

"Bronzong?" asked Crobat. "That seems random- if it was Gengar or Alakazam I might get it, but BRONZONG? 
What's the deal?" 

"He's a schemer and he treats me like shit- but I can't go after him, he'll see me coming a mile away. I want him gone! 
And I bet it was him who laid all of the statues on the island!" 

"That's...something he'd do, actually," admitted Crobat. 

"I feel stealing the statue is more of his ting," argued Honchkrow. 

"That's not the point- I'm making you an offer you can't refuse," said Garchomp impatiently. 

"Dat's not your line, sweetheart- you ain't in the position of power," said Honchkrow sternly. "What's in it for me?" 

"You take out Bronzong now rather than later," said Garchomp, folding her arms. "He knows your weaknesses, and 
he took out Crobat last time. And in return, I'll eliminate someone from my team or mess up someone on yours. 
Provided you take care of Bronzong for me." 

Honchkrow pondered for a moment, while Crobat looked thoughtful. 

"Crobat, what're your thoughts?" 

"It's a good deal," admitted Crobat. 

"I think so...and I'll accept after a few terms get changed," said Honchkrow, examining her feathers. 

"Changed terms?" snarled Garchomp. "What do you-!" 

Honchkrow smacked Garchomp's mouth shut, before blowing a smoke ring in her face. 

"Let ME make an offer dat YOU can't refuse," said Honchkrow quietly. "I'll eliminate Bronzong, but in return, you 
eliminate someone of my choice-" 

"I already agreed to that!" interrupted Garchomp. 

"AND," continued Honchkrow. "You bring ME da immunity idol." 

"What?" asked Garchomp. "Are you kidding? I don't even know where it is?" 

"You find it," said Honchkrow dismissively. "I'm willing to wait. Check both da Graceful Gardevoirs and da Victorious 
Vileplumes- go to da Nightmare Isle- I'll convince da team to send you next time. Bronzong will get eliminated, but if 
you double cross me, I can easily turn da tables on you." 

Honchkrow held out a wing. "We gotta deal or what, toothy?" 

Garchomp glared down at the outstretched feathers. Honchkrow was definitely the winner- an immunity idol and 



having to eliminate a Pokemon of her choice? That was going to be difficult- but maybe...maybe she could get lucky 
and Honchkrow would go down before she had to give in to that end of the bargain. 

Garchomp shook Honchkrow's wing. "Deal." 

000 

What a chapter that was, eh? 

We got some romance this chapter, but I wanted some subtleness in there. Highlights of this chapter include 
Alakazam and Gothitelle being a perfect power couple, Trevenant getting with Mismagius, Arcanine and Mightyena 
making up, and more! 

Seizor goes home-1 tried to play that so NO one saw it coming. But I bet some did. 

Fun Fact: Seizor was eliminated before Kabutops this round because she outlasted Kabutops last time. THE 
RIVALRY CONTINUES. 

There are some issues, as we get an eye inside on what's wrong with Gliscor (I haven't said it outright, but if anyone 
hasn't guessed it, feel free to ask me) and Banette and Weavile’s past relationship is finally brought into the light. Any 
questions there I can ALSO answer. 

And what's this? Garchomp and Honchkrow making a deal to take out Bronzong? After one of the most DIABOLICAL 
SCHEMES in the whole show, Bronzong's getting suspected- Krookodile is partying in his head right now. 

Anyways, not much else to say- onto the next write up! 

Next Episode: The next returning host causes old tensions to rise yet again- but will one contestant be able to take it? 
Another contestant is starting to feel a bit strangely towards an enemy, and the feeling is anything but good. The 
challenge causes all sorts of craziness to happen, but when something goes too far, everyone is sad to see someone 
go. 

Seizor: I guess you should leave a review. HOPEFULLY IT'S NOT FAKE LIKE THE IDOL! 



*Chapter 10*: Ninetales's Nine Nasty Tasks! 

Get ready! The tenth installment of Total Pokemon Redux is coming at you! 

Note- For the next few weeks, I won't be able to get much writing done, as I have many tests and other projects 
coming up (which was why this chapter has taken so long). I don't want the story's quality to drop, so please 
understand if the updates take a little while. 
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"Greetings everyone, I'm Celebi and I'm here for Nightmare Isle Nightly!" announced Celebi. "This time, we're here 
with the co-host with the most, and my old college friend, Mewtwo!" 

Mewtwo held up a hand and waved to the crowd quietly, before leaning on the table and nodding to Celebi. "Pleasure 
to be here, Celebi. Is your new gig treating you nicely?" 

"Well...it IS nice," admitted Celebi, relaxing in her armchair. "How about you? Is Mew treating you alright? Is the pay 
at least better?" 

"Well, my other requirements have gotten more lenient," explained Mewtwo. "And as for pinky...well, Mew's been 
pretty good to me lately-1 can't say that I have any complaints. He still has that massive ego. Can you work on that?" 

"I'll try my best- so...let's talk the season...eight challenges so far- anyone you think has a shot of winning?" 

Mewtwo nodded. "Alakazam certainly seems to be the frontrunner- last two challenges he was winning it for his team. 
Other than that, there are some tough contenders that could give him trouble. Banette and Bisharp are high on my 
list- Medicham's a strong force, but that honor code is holding her back. Honchkrow and Gothitelle are rather 
powerful, but I think Bronzong might be another dark Ponyta this season." 

"Let's talk about the big scandal last night- Seizor, as we previously saw, found the immunity idol- but it turns out the 
one she found was a FAKE! What do you think of that?" 

"Well, you've seen the footage so you know- but Krookodile played it perfectly- there are a bunch of hidden idols on 
the island now, and now no one knows if it's real or fake- it's a pretty interesting concept to think about- any idol could 
save you or screw you," said Mewtwo, smirking. "Of course...there's no telling if the real one's been found...or if it will 
be." 

"And there IS an idol, correct?" asked Celebi. "Not one of Mew's tricks." 

"There is DEFINITELY an idol there, and we've reviewed the footage- a few Pokemon got pretty damn close...but I 
don't know about the ones tonight...Kabutops and uh...who else was sent?" 

"Gliscor...and since they know that Seizor's idol was fake...they'll be more active than ever when searching!" said 
Celebi, sounding excited. "Let's take a look, shall we?" 

"Yes please." 
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HACK! SLASH! SHUNK! 

Kabutops was mowing down a path of destruction, trees and weeds being chunked and tossed aside in his path. His 
narrow eyes were on alert, making sure that nothing was sneaking around and catching him off guard. He briefly 
paused to sharpen his sickles before continuing the path, gritting his teeth. 

"Two nights...and no damn idol in sight. What the hell do I do now?" asked Kabutops to no one. 

He shook his head. "Damn, I can't give up!" 

Kabutops carved a path through some pushes before he wound up in a bog of some kind. "Hrmmm...maybe Mew hid 
it underwater? Like...not way under, but in a puddle or something." 


Kabutops frowned at the thought of searching in some murky, gross water, but he didn't really have a choice in the 



matter. Seeing a patch ahead, he took a step forward. Kabutops immediately sank into a different section of mud, 
letting out a cry of frustration. 

"Stupid...island...and it's...STUPID...TRAPS!" roared Kabutops, trying to break free. He noticed a vine nearby. Eyes 
gleaming, he reached for it. 

And sliced it in half. 

"DAMNIT." 

On another part of the island... 

Gliscor was hanging high in a tree, gulping as he looked down at the ground. "I am STARVING. How much longer do 
I have to be here? It's almost always night over here, I don't even know when the sun's out anymore!" 

He looked down, groaning. "Oh, whatever- I'm not gonna find the idol anyway. And now I have to deal with the 
Noivern thing and I just...ugh...l wanted this season to be more fun, and look at me." 

Gliscor closed his eyes. "Okay. Focus. Where would Mew put the idol? Somewhere where Krookodile couldn't find 
it...okay, yeah, that's a start! Uh...maybe there's a clue in that...ugh...abandoned...hospital place?" 

Gliscor smacked himself in the head. "No time for fear, man! You've got to start hunting for that idol and fast!" 

The branch he was hanging on cracked. Gliscor’s eyes bulged as he plummeted out of the tree. 

"AH SHIT!" 

THUMP! 
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"Not...looking too great," said Mewtwo, wincing. 

"Ouch...it appears that luck wasn't on their side this time- Kabutops and Gliscor have not located the idol!" said 
Celebi. 

"Obviously," pointed out Mewtwo dryly. "Mew sure did a good job. I think only the sharpest will find a chance to get 
close. A pity that Alakazam will never be sent if Bisharp has his way." 

"You're alright, correct?" asked Celebi, changing the subject rather unexpectedly. "You seem a bit more...laid-back? 
Just...different." 

"Honestly? This season has been great since I've hardly had to do a lot of work," admitted Mewtwo, sighing. "But I 
kind of miss it, you know? Sparring with Banette was great, but since we've sort of er...well, put our feud on hold for a 
while, I need something to occupy me." 

"Other than S," said Celebi snidely. 

"Watch it." 

"Sorry...but, still, this season has been fun, right?" 

"Yeah, yeah, I know...I just kind of wish I was more involved...," grumbled Mewtwo. "I bet you do too, right?" 

"Yeah...but at least things are kept interesting!" said Celebi cheerfully. "Sorry for a short update on the Nightmare 
Isle, but hopefully next time we'll have more to work with! See you all around!" 
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Swampert examined the log in his hand, admiring the fist marks that were dented into the wood. "Not bad, Medicham. 
You're getting a lot better!" 

Medicham's gaze brightened. "You mean that? That's wonderful to here. I am er...hoping to get as strong as you." 
That last part was added with a blush on her face, but Swampert didn't seem to notice. He leaned back and let out a 



booming laugh as he put down the log, leaning on it with a smile beaming on his face. 


"You're much stronger than me, honestly- your natural genetics are very good. Your legs in particular are very 
powerful!" 

"I...what?" asked Medicham, eyes wide. "No...that's impossible- you can't be serious...me stronger than you...?" 

"I don't lie!" responded Swampert, tossing the log on his back and beginning to do some push ups, the extra weight 
making him grunt a little. "You...have the body...you simply need...the right guidance...and you'll be fit as a... 
FIDDLE." 

"You'll...help me, right?" asked Medicham. 

"Of course! We're workout partners now!" 

Medicham smiled and nodded. "But for now, I need to get ready- Mew hasn't had a challenge for a day, so I suspect 
one should be soon." 

"Maybe...but if not, would you like to work out a bit longer later today?" 

"Absolutely!" 
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"No lie- Medicham is a very powerful young woman- she is willing to learn, and always watches me very 
carefully when I explain exercises to her!" said Swampert, smiling happily. "But I'm glad to have a workout 
partner-1 just hope no one gets the wrong idea about it." 
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Medicham sighed dreamily as she continued walking, before she bumped into Crobat. 

"Ow...uh...hey there!" said Crobat, rubbing his head. 

"My apologies!" said Medicham, helping him up. "Are you okay?" 

"Yeah, yeah- you okay? You seem a bit...dazed." 

Medicham shrugged. "I was training with Swampert and well... I might just be tired and...haha, that's all." 

Medicham continued to walk away, while Crobat eyed her carefully. Normally, she was friendly, but way more stoic 
and calm than she was now. She was practically skipping. But...wait, was there something between her and 
Swampert? No, that wasn't possible. 

"It isn't my business anyway," said Crobat, flying high into the sky and flying towards a mountain. There, Honchkrow 
was waiting, playing solitaire on a flat rock. 

"You seem busy," commented Crobat. 

"You're a minute late," retorted Honchkrow. "You're never late- usually if you're late, you don't show. What gives?" 

"I bumped into Medicham- we talked for a second and I came straight here. Nothing of interest," said Crobat, 
shrugging. "Anyways, let's make this quick- I've got a game of volleyball to play with Gengar- us against Banette and 
Noivern." 

"Right- I've been workin' on a plan," said Honchkrow, tilting her hat down. 

"For Bronzong? So you're actually going to hold up your end of the deal?" asked Crobat. 

"I figure I've got nothing ta lose from it- Garchomp tries to betray us, we take her down too, and I doubt anyone will be 
upset to see Bronzong go- he's too clever for his own good," said Honchkrow, sounding a bit bored. "But not dat 
exactly. I got big plans for dis game." 

"Such as?" queried Crobat, perching beside her. 



"Seizor's gone- dat's a major leader down da drain...and I don't tink dere's a suitable replacement for her. Meanwhile, 
dey're over dere with Weavile and Alakazam running da show." 

"...we have Bisharp, at least- he seems to know what he's doing," argued Crobat. 

"He's fresh meat- he doesn't know the ins and outs of da competition- not yet. Meanwhile, I've played with dose guys 
before." 

"...you're going to step up and be our team's leader?" asked Crobat, cocking a brow. 

"What? You don't tink I can manage?" snapped Honchkrow. 

"I know you can manage. But that's a mighty target you're painting on your back." 

"Dere's been a target on my back ever since I evolved," drawled Honchkrow. 

"And you're sure you can match Weavile and Alakazam? They're both well...experts in the art of elimination, even if 
they've reformed. We're talking two players who have good records." 

"Weavile's simple enough ta play with- as for Alakazam, no genius can expect da unexpected. He's used ta fighting 
Hypno and Weavile- not me." 

Crobat grinned. "Alright. I'll support you. But you haven't told me your plan for Bronzong." 

"I er...welL.dat is." 

"You've been planning the coup too long- you forgot about the bell," teased Crobat. 

"Shut it. You got something?" 

"Easy. Pin the idols on him." 

"Idol? You mean...da shit dat got Seizor eliminated?" asked Honchkrow, a light bulb flicking on in her head. 

"Bingo." 

"Dat's...not a bad idea," agreed Honchkrow. "Nice one, hon. Dis is why I keep you around." 

"And here I thought I was a good kisser." 

Honchkrow pushed him before giving him a peck on the cheek. "Put your ego away." 

"So...one thing...if all of this doesn't work out...what do you plan to do?" asked Crobat, eyeing Honchkrow with 
interest. 

Honchkrow chuckled, flipping a card over, revealing an ace. She put it in the right spot and proceeded to finish her 
game of solitaire. She gathered the cards and shuffled them before holding them up. 

"Da cards are in my favor, and I've always got an ace up my sleeve." 
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Krookodile sighed, looking at all of the wooden statues that he had made. "Well, drat. Now I won't get a chance to 
sneak these on the island." 

Krookodile's last plan had gone smoothly. The Nightmare Isle had a dock where Mewtwo dropped them off, so on 
one of his free days, he had swam with a bag of them and left them under the dock. That was how all of the wooden 
fakes got to the island. After that, he just had to take them, one at a time, and spread them in the hiding spots- spots 
where someone would find them, and inevitably take them to try and get immunity. 

Krookodile chuckled. And it had worked- hook line and sinker. He had hoped to nail one of the stronger players, but 
he never imagined sinking a ship as big as Seizor. 

"But now everyone knows...so I can't go back and spread more fakes a third time," growled Krookodile, tapping his 
nose. "I'll look too suspicious." 



Krookodile frowned, before he smirked. "Alright. New plan- during the challenges, try to sabotage someone. During 
the downtime, try to frame someone else for the statue swap. I just need to find someone shady and smart enough. 
So who would work?" 

Krookodile counted on his fingers. "Well...if all else fails, Hypno. I can't nail Alakazam since he ever went there. 
Trevenant would be a good choice if he had any brains...what about Banette? No...it has to be someone who went 
before Seizor did." 

A light bulb flickered on. "Or someone who was there at the SAME TIME!" 

Bronzong. That was it. He was sneaky and smart- everyone probably thought that he might've swiped the idol from 
Seizor and given her a fake. He was definitely one of the prime suspects- Seizor herself might've suspected him. 
Krookodile smiled. Stack up the evidence in a way that could incriminate Bronzong, and it'd work. 

He could appeal to Kabutops, too. Krookodile chuckled as he tossed his old wooden sculptures in the swamp. Bye 
bye Bronzong. 
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Luxray cocked her head to one side. "Wow, that really IS a weird situation!" 

"Why is she here again?" muttered Weavile to Mamoswine. Mamoswine gave her an apologetic look. The three of 
them, along with Gothitelle, were on the beach, watching Gengar, Crobat, Banette, and Noivern battle on the 
volleyball court. Banette had a big grin on his face as he spiked the ball, but Gengar came back and knocked it over. 

"We all already know...but...zis makes a lot more sense now zat Banette has spoken wiz you," said Gothitelle, 
applying some lipstick carefully to her face. 

"Yeah...," muttered Weavile. 

Mamoswine nudged her heartily. "Hey, it wasn't exactly that he doesn't like you- he just thinks it...well..." 

"It may have been loneliness rather than affection," finished Weavile glumly. Weavile sighed and drew some doodles 
in the sand with her claw. "Worst part? Might've been the same for me. Either way, we're taking a break right now." 

"Well, you're still going to go for it, right?" asked Luxray, far more calmly than Weavile was used to. "I mean, he's not 
a demented two headed Bibarel or anything, he's Banette! He won't kill you for asking him out." 

"There's...there's more underneath...he's got some problems, and I have some problems," admitted Weavile. "I don't 
think either of us are ready...not yet. But maybe we'll hang out more and-" 

"I think it'll be- wait...what's that?" asked Mamoswine, peering out- there, in the distance, relaxing high on the shore, 
was Arcanine and...Mightyena? The two of them were on a blanket, with some food laid out between them. 

"Love is in the air, apparently," muttered Weavile. "Looks like Arcanine might be over Ninetales, and Medicham's 
been giving Swampert some looks. I hate romance." 

"Maybe instead of love, you should focus on victory!" said Luxray, drawing what looked like an intergalactic spaceship 
battle in the sand with her tail. 

Mamoswine's gaze brightened. "That looks very good, Luxray!" 

Luxray purred and brushed herself against him. Weavile tried not to gag. But she stood up. 

"You're right- let's put this issue on the back burner for now," agreed Weavile. She went over to her skateboard, 
kicking it up into her hand, looking at the others. "I might go do some tricks on the mountain nearby. Any of you 
wanna come?" 

BEEEEEEEEEEEP! 

Everyone flinched as the intercom let out an unpleasant note, before Mew's voice was heard on the speaker. 

"Attention campers! It's time for another challenge! We'd be very happy if you could all come to the center of camp to 
see what's going on!" 



Arcanine looked up from his food, grumbling. "I wasn't even done yet. Mew, get better timing." 

Mightyena gave him a wry smile. "You can eat after the challenge- after all, you have to focus so they won't eliminate 
you early, right? Bisharp seems to have a pattern of taking out dead weight players." 

"Ha ha," said Arcanine sarcastically. "I'm a team player, he doesn't have a reason to kick me out of this thing yet. And 
besides, how bad could the challenge be? Lopunny's may have been brutal, but Trapinch's was a cake walk until the 
wrestling match came around. What could Mew have up his sleeve this time?" 
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"Our host this time is Ninetales!" yelled Mew, pointing to the cream colored fox. 

Ninetales nodded and gave some of the campers, such as Banette and Gengar, smiles. But others, such as 
Mismagius and Gliscor, didn't get such a warm welcome. Weavile in particular was scowling at Ninetales, their 
relationship never being very friendly. Gliscor and Kabutops were both already there, with the two of them looking 
tired. Ninetales waited calmly, for more players to show up. 

When Arcanine rounded the corner, Mightyena in tow, he stopped dead. 


"Oh." 


Ninetales sighed, knowing that this was coming. "Hello Arcanine." 

"Hello Ninetales," muttered Arcanine. 

"I... I'm glad to see you're well." 

"Yeah...you too." 
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Arcanine huffed. "Me and my big fat mouth. I know she doesn't hate me but REALLY? The whole thing still 
hurts." 
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"After our picnic? Come ON!" grumbled Mightyena. 

000 

"Should be an interesting challenge- Ninetales has a pretty good brain, so it might be something worth 
doing," admitted Kabutops, sharpening his scythes. 
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When at last everyone arrived, Ninetales gave them a firm nod. "Hello everyone. This challenge is going to be 
interesting- I'm going to test your teamwork, but also your brain power. This challenge is based on the Clue Hunts 
and Riddle Challenges of seasons past. This time, you'll have to solve nine riddles for me." 

"That's simple," said Alakazam, cocking a brow. "Riddles aren't exactly difficult- you simply need to think outside of 
the box." 

"I wasn't finished- unlike the last time, where all riddles were one after the other, this time, you start with all nine 
riddles- they'll lead you to places with different challenges for you to complete. At these challenges, there will be a 
tail." 

"A tail?" barked Krookodile, folding his arms. "What do you mean a TAIL?" 

Ninetales sighed. "A replica of a tail- Graceful Gardevoirs get white and green, Victorious Vileplumes get blue and 
red. Point is, you have to solve the riddles and bring the nine tails back to me to win the challenge." 


"You say challenge, but I'm not getting much of the challenge of this," said Diglett awkwardly. "Why is this supposed 
to be so hard?" 



Bronzong sighed. "Because the nine riddles are scattered across the island- if we want to get them in a timely 
manner we'll have to split up. And while some of us are problem solvers, others like Garchomp are just problems." 

"LISTEN YOU," snapped Garchomp. Bronzong backed away. 

"You're more of a problem STARTER Bronzong," said Honchkrow, smirking. 

Bronzong gave her a confused look. "Eh?" 

"Nothing. But you know- you seem like the type to pull a trick with immunity. 

Bronzong snorted. "You think I had something to do with Seizor's elimination? Please- that wooden idol scam was 
way too much work for me." 

Ninetales coughed loudly to get everyone's attention. "Are there any questions from any of you?" 

"A question- do we get the same riddles as each other?" asked Bisharp, folding his arms. 

Ninetales gave him a knowing smile. "Yes, you do. And that's where another factor comes in." 

"We can just follow the other team to a clue- and vice versa. I'm guessing there are two tails in each section," said 
Swampert in realization. "Boy, that IS a big factor." 

"That's right- you can find the riddles and clues all you want, but if someone uses you and gets it first, bad luck. And 
also, no DESTROYING the enemy team's tails," finished Ninetales sternly. 

Krookodile put his hand down, grumbling under his breath about stupid rules. 

"If there are no other questions, then the challenge will begin after I hand out your list of nine riddles," said Ninetales 
quietly, holding out two lists. Alakazam took one list, while Bisharp held the other carefully. 

"Good luck." 
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"Operation- seize control of the team and get Bronzong off the island," said Honchkrow, smirking. "Let's go! 
Bell boy's probably caught onto me trying to get him out, but that's not gonna stop me." 
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"This is perfect- I've got the tools and evidence, and I can work Garchomp over!" said Krookodile, chuckling 
malevolently. "Get her on my side, dump her later, but not before I use her to make that bell ring his final toll 
on this island!" 
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"Oh great- Garchomp and Honchkrow are all against me," drawled Bronzong. "I know that Krookodile's the 
one who did it, but I'll hide his secret and use that later. But wow- a shark with no brain and a bird with no 
subtlety. Throw in Crobat and I might actually get SPOOKED. Those fools- I'm already steps ahead of them." 
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"Read the clues," said Weavile, glancing at Alakazam. 

Alakazam held up the paper for everyone else to see, before reading off the list of clues and riddles to guide them to 
the tails. 

1. Don't feel dread when you check under this bed, it's down in the shadows. 

2. Under the moon, where you all meet your doom, you go here when there's not enough room. 

3. His plan to hide was so insane, when this player returned, the game would never be the same. The location is key 
to this mystery, both in and out. 

4. Find your way back, and pick up the slack! If fears you lack, then try out the shack! 



5. They're both warm, but this riddle doesn't rhyme with java. 

6. This show may rock papers, but where does Seizor shoot? 

7. The one clue that lives forever. 

8. This place will be a challenge- be warned, it is mighty toxic within. This location bugs certain bugs, but the bug has 
buggered off. 

9. This tail is key. 

"Some of these are interesting, but others are easy. Here's what I propose- we move in a pack," said Alakazam. 
"Once we figure out where one of the tails are, we’ll send someone to go and get it. Easy, correct?" 

Everyone nodded, muttering each other. 

"Makes sense," agreed Noivern. 

"I like that-1 think that's our best shot," said Swampert, smiling brightly. 

"Teamwork is good!" said Diglett, nodding. 

"Alright then- let's walk towards the woods- I've figured out two clues, but I don't want them to guess it." 
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Bisharp tore up the note, holding up pieces. "If you think you have a good idea on where one is located, come and 
take it." 

Mamoswine lumbered forward to take Riddle #7, while Kabutops took Clue #6. 

"I don't know it, but Seizor's involved...I might as well take it." 

"Gengar, take number one," said Bisharp. 

"Huh? Why?" asked Gengar, confused. 

Bisharp sighed. "It's down in the shadows, under the bed- you're the Shadow Pokemon, it's under your bed. Just go 
and get it before they figure it out." 

Gengar scratched his head. "Oh...uh...wow, dang. Alright!" 

He ran off, panting. Bisharp handed out the rest of the notes. 

"Now, if we use our brains-" 

"You're going about dis all wrong," interrupted Honchkrow. "Alright, blades, step down for a moment and let me 
handle dis." 

"...you have a better plan?" asked Bisharp, trying not to let his skepticism show. "Enlighten us." 

"I agree wit giving da clues to Pokemon- but rather dan focus on solving da clues, focus on following dem to da 
spots," said Honchkrow. "We stalk 'em." 

"They're moving in a group," pointed out Mamoswine. "It won't be that simple." 

"Use your head, pork chop," said Honchkrow, grinning. "Dey can't move in a pack da whole time, it'll take 'em ages to 
get to all da hidden tails. Dey're gonna solve da riddles togedda, and den one will leave the pack to go get da tail." 

"So you're saying they're solving as a group, and then they'll send everyone to go retrieve the tails," stated Trevenant. 
"So we use Alakazam to solve the riddle for us? Won't he catch onto what we're doing?" 

"Not until it's too late," said Crobat. "Honchkrow makes a point- with Alakazam, Gothitelle, and some other veterans 
like Weavile and Banette, they'll have the advantage in solving riddles- it's his most logical move." 



"He may be a genius, but he ain't dat hard to predict once ya know him," insisted Honchkrow. 


"The stalking will still be problematic- if we follow them to each spot, we'll arrive their after them- they'll have a head 
start," said Medicham, cocking a brow. 

"Not exactly- remember what Ninetales said- each tail has a little challenge with it- so if dere's one in, say, a cave, 
you might have to navigate in da dark," reminded Honchkrow. "And I'm sure Crobat can beat say, Gothitelle at seeing 
in the dark." 

"So you think we can catch up with them AND beat them in the tasks leading to the tails?" asked Bisharp. 

"If we can't do it, we're not much of a team, are we?" countered Honchkrow. "And we can also sabotage 'em on da 
way." 

"...fine, let's do it," said Bisharp. "Everyone holding a clue, split off. Everyone without one, trying and catch someone 
on a trail. We've got some tails to find." 
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"This is a win-win for me," pondered Bisharp. "Honchkrow succeeds- she steps up as a leader, and becomes 
a threat for the enemy to deal with. She falls flat on her beak- elimination. I'll be interested to see how this 
plays out." 
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"So, Noivern's going to go get the clue under Gengar's bed," said Alakazam, checking off one riddle from the list. 
"Now then, I also figured out the fourth one, but the Pokemon to go there will have to be very brave." 

"What’s up with the fourth one?" asked Weavile, keeping up to Alakazam on her skateboard, popping a wheelie here 
and there. 

"Find your way back...if fears you lack, go to the shack...it's the Illusion Shack from Season One," said Alakazam. 
"The challenge portion is probably a mini fear challenge so...whoever feels up to the task to reface your fear, go on." 

Everyone stopped and thought for a moment. 

"I'd volunteer but I uh...don't know where it is," said Swampert sheepishly. 

"We won't hold that against you," reassured Gliscor. "I'll do it- flunking is scary but you know...I can manage that to 
get the tail." 

"You never went to the Illusion Shack...you can get there on your own, right?" asked Banette, looking a bit skeptical. 
"I watched the challenges," responded Gliscor, flapping his wings and soaring off. "I've got a good memory!" 

Far off in the distance, Honchkrow and Crobat were eyeing the competition. 

"Mamoswine, you follow Gliscor," whispered Honchkrow, glancing at her squad. They had split into groups of two. 
Honchkrow was with Trevenant, Mismagius, Crobat, Mamoswine, and Arcanine. Bisharp was going to herd around 
the rest. "Noivern's heading back towards the camp, so she might be going for the Gengar clue." 

Mamoswine nodded and trampled off, while Honchkrow motioned the rest to follow her. 

"What’s your next plan?" asked Trevenant. 

"Oh, it's pretty simple- when enough of them have wandered off on their own, we attack," said Honchkrow bluntly. 
"Attack?" asked Mismagius, eyes wide. 

"It ain't against the rules- Alakazam won’t expect it," pointed out Honchkrow. "And Bisharp's gang is moving nearby- 
he can back us up." 

"Well...when do we do it?" asked Trevenant, eye gleaming. 

"For now? Watch and wait." 
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Gengar winced as he reached under his bed, before pricking his hand. "Ow!" 

He had forgotten that each clue led to a mini challenge. The first riddle had led him to underneath his own bed, where 
two tails were waiting, one for each team. The clue HADN'T mentioned that under his bed was filled with cactuses. 

"Somewhere, Cacturne is smirking at me," mumbled Gengar. "Yow! Come on, a little closer- DAMN IT!" 

The door opened, and Gengar turned, to see a smirking Noivern in the doorway. 

"Having trouble, yo? Isn't that like, your bed?" 

"Isn't it like, filled with cactuses?" grumbled Gengar, pointing under. 

Noivern stared, eyes wide. "Dang, I knew there were challenges with each clue, but I wasn't expecting something 

SO...OW." 

"Yeah, let's see if YOU can pull it off," challenged Gengar smugly. 

Noivern cocked her head to one side, before walking over and turning around. Taking her tail, she slowly slid it in, 
wincing once when she was pricked by a cactus. Hooking her long tail around the Gardevoir's tail, she pulled out the 
furry object triumphantly. Gengar stared in utter shock as Noivern chuckled and flew off. 

"Later, dude! Gotta get this to Ninetales! One challenge down!" 

Gengar stared under his bed in horror. 
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"She used her tail!" said Gengar in disbelief. "How am I supposed to compete with that?" 
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"The Gardevoirs have completed one challenge!" announced Ninetales over the intercom. "They only have 8 tails to 
go- pick up the pace, Victorious Vileplumes!" 

"The lead is ours," said Alakazam. "I don't know if it was Noivern or Gliscor, but one of them managed to pull it off." 
"We need to check off more stuff, though," argued Banette, checking the list. "Anymore ideas?" 

"If I may interject, I believe I 'ave figured out the second riddle," piped up Gothitelle. 

"What do you think?" asked Weavile. 

"Perhaps eet eez ze Nightmare Isle," said Gothitelle. "Under ze moon..." 

"Meet doom...that's certainly right...when there's not enough room! It totally fits!" yelled Krookodile. 

"Wait!" said Alakazam. "I think you're on the right track but...the Nightmare Isle is very far away...how would we get 
there so quickly? The other team has no Water-types, it'd be a bit unfair..." 

"Well...what about instead of being sent to the Nightmare Isle, it’s being sent home?" asked Bronzong. 

"What, you mean by the campfire ceremony?" asked Diglett, cocking his head to one side. 

"Think further. We all go to the campfire ceremony, but only one person has to walk to..." 

"...the dock," finished Mightyena in realization. "It's the dock! It fits way more than the Nightmare Isle, since you don't 
meet your doom there- you get to find the idol!" 

"Shoot...I'm sorry my hunch was incorrect...may I go make it up by heading to ze dock?" asked Gothitelle. 

"Absolutely, my dear," said Alakazam, smiling. "Interesting...many of these riddles are plays on words...Ninetales has 
a distinctive flair with these riddles...although there are a few oddballs." 



"Any other catch your eye?" asked Weavile, while Gothitelle headed towards the dock. 

"I'm trying to figure out 3...and 7 and 9 are a doozy. I highly doubt the other team will be able to keep up with us, 
however," said Alakazam. "They don't have the brainpower- Bisharp's strong, but he's no mastermind." 

"Hiding was insane...when he returned, game was never the same...," mumbled Mightyena quietly. "Is that...a Total 
Pokemon World Tour reference, maybe? That was when you were all on the plane...and didn't someone hide out on 
there or something?" 

"...Hitmonlee hid on the plane," muttered Weavile with dislike. "Hid in the crate to get on the show with me, and then 
he stayed on after his elimination..." 

"The game really never WAS the same with that guy running wild," admitted Banette. 

"But the location is key...inside and out...would that make it inside or outside the plane?" asked Garchomp. 

"It can't be the plane...that's too simple...it has to be something else," argued Diglett. 

"Maybe someone hid...in someone else's body!" whispered Luxray, making her voice all spooky. Diglett inched away 
from her, although since she was pushing the wheelbarrow, there wasn't much he could do. 

"I don't think that's how it works," said Swampert, scratching his head, a bit disturbed. 

Banette smirked at the thought of the challenge where Mew and Mewtwo had hid in a Darkrai and Dusknoir suit. 
Good times...but...wait a minute. 

"Hang on...no...Luxray, you're onto something!" said Banette, eyes widening in shock. 

"What?" asked Diglett, flabbergasted. Luxray nodded triumphantly. 

"I knew it! A HORDE OF GRANBULL, COMING TO STRIKE AT DAWN-!" 

"Hiding...but the location isn't key to hiding...they hid...they really hid in a body!" said Banette, looking at Alakazam 
and Weavile. "Hypno!" 

"Hypno? He...wait...you're right...the Probopass suit!" said Weavile. She glanced to Luxray. "Luxray, you're a 
genius!" 

"It took you until the third season to get that? Sheesh," muttered Luxray, shaking her head. 

"Okay...hang on...location is key, however...inside and out...that must be when we found OUT he was hidden IN the 
suit!" said Alakazam. "The snowy mountain during the Relay Challenge! That must be it." 

Weavile glanced to Banette. "How about we both go? It might need two Pokemon since it was a relay." 

"That's a fair point...both of you should head over there as quickly as you can- with Gothitelle and you two heading 
towards challenges, we've already got four riddles solved," said Alakazam. 

Weavile grinned at Banette, kicking off her skateboard. "Can you keep up?" 

Banette laughed. "Bring it." They both left. 

"I'm still a bit confused on five...it's hot, but doesn't rhyme with java...," said Alakazam, looking at the clue. "So the 
only thing the clue tells us is that it's not lava? That's...odd." 

Swampert shrugged, while Garchomp tapped her head, trying to think. 

"Not...lava?" questioned Diglett. 

Bronzong sighed, before his eyes widened. "I know what it is. It's not lava, it's-" 

"Magma! The underground cave section of the Relay Race!" guessed Alakazam. "Absolutely correct, Bronzong... 
alright...that's the first five clues figured out...who wants to go there?" 

"Tell you what- Diglett and I are both Ground types- why don't we handle the underground?" said Krookodile. 



"Er...yeah, that'll be good actually...you can wheel me there," agreed Diglett. 

"No problem," said Krookodile, smirking. "C'mon, let's ride." 
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"Normally, this is an easy opportunity to eliminate Diglett somehow, but hello? The guy is TRAPPED in a 
wheelbarrow!" yelled Krookodile, throwing his hands up. "Nah. The little mole is popular, right? So, I'll 
befriend him on the way to the challenge, and THEN I get him to help us nail Bronzong to the dock!" 
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"They always forget it's magma," snapped Bronzong. "But I didn't." 
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Bisharp watched as Gothitelle, Banette, and Weavile all split off, with Banette and Weavile going in the same 
direction. Bisharp squinted, before turning to Medicham. 

"Medicham- Gothitelle is heading back towards camp, and she's probably headed for the dock." 

"The dock?" asked Medicham, curious. 

"Where you meet your doom when there's not enough room...it has to be the dock- under the moonlight, after the 
campfire, it all fits!" said Bisharp. "Now go-1 don't know what the challenge is, but we're behind-!" 

BRIIIIIIING! 

"Attention everyone! Gengar has succeeded in bringing me the first tail!" said Ninetales over the intercom. "You're 
now tied once more. Eight tails for each team to go!" 

"Nevermind- now we simply have to snatch the lead," said Bisharp, smiling. "Go, Medicham!" 

"Right!" said Medicham, running away. 

Bisharp scoffed when she disappeared, glancing at Toxicroak. 

"I need her out of the picture before we sabotage the enemy," muttered Bisharp. "If anything, Trevenant and 
Mismagius will be tracking Banette, but I need you to help me with the ambushing. Kabutops!" 

Kabutops, who was currently scouting the enemy team, turned to Bisharp. "Yeah?" 

"Krookodile and Diglett are leaving...," said Toxicroak. "And we don't know where they're headed." 

"What about the Seizor clue?" asked Kabutops hesitantly. 

"Later- there are two Ground types that are weak to water...if you can ambush them and take them down, we're 
home free," said Bisharp. 

"Alright, no need to be bossy," muttered Kabutops, sprinting off through the trees. 
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Mamoswine sniffed along the ground, trying to find any scraps, but there was nothing. Sighing glumly, he glanced 
ahead at the Illusion Shack- Gliscor wasn't there...had he already gone inside? Mamoswine grinned. The illusion 
shack couldn't do two fears at once...could it? Mamoswine's smile slipped away. How could he get the tail before 
Gliscor? 

Well...maybe if he did it quickly... 

Scraping his leg on the earth, Mamoswine dashed forward, crushing bushes and undergrowth in his path before 
busting down the door to the shack. It flew off the hinges, and Mamoswine peered inside. Gliscor was curled up in a 
fetal position, muttering to himself. 

"I...I didn't mean to fail," he whispered. "I...wait...huh? Mamoswine?" 



"Huh...I guess opening the door breaks the spell," muttered Mamoswine sheepishly. He looked to see the tails on the 
far wall. Trampling over, he hooked the Victorious Vileplume tail on his tusk and then lumbered off. Gliscor just stared 
in astonishment, before straightening up. 

"Shit!" yelled Gliscor, grabbing the tail and soaring off. 
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Gothitelle stared in confusion. "What have zey done here?" 

The dock had been extended, with a few yards of wood having been attached to the short dock. At the end of the 
dock were several cannons. Gothitelle frowned, trying to figure out how they would set off- they weren't firing at this 
time. Gothitelle stepped forward and walked on the dock. Still nothing. She stepped on the extension. 

The cannons both hummed, and the guns pointed at her. Gothitelle gulped. 

Poke blocks began firing out of every cannon the gun had. Gothitelle's eyes widened as she dropped to the ground, 
the barrage of blocks soaring over her. Glaring at the machines, Gothitelle summoned a barrier with her mind, 
smirking as the blocks were repelled. 

"Not good enough to trounce me, Mew," commented Gothitelle, striding forward. Meanwhile, Medicham had arrived 
on the scene, and she smiled as she ran behind Gothitelle. Slowing down to a stealthy crawl, Medicham leaped 
forward and grabbed Gothitelle from behind. Gothitelle jumped, startled, and lost her focus. 

"Quoi?!" Gothitelle turned around before being pelted in the face with Poke Blocks. Medicham smiled and ran 
forward, using her as a shield for a few moment before dropping Gothitelle in the water and continuing on. Medicham 
dodged and weaved through the oncoming projectiles, eventually reaching the cannons themselves. Leaping over 
one them, Medicham found the tail on the other side. Laughing triumphantly, she grabbed it and dove into the water, 
swimming away. 

Gothitelle, meanwhile, emerged from the water, her eyes glaring at the fighter’s back. "Sacrebleu." 
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Gothitelle held the tail in her hand, trying to dry her hair. "Unbelievable." 
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Noivern smirked. "So, like, you know how they say that when you find an opportunity, you leap on it? Well, 
yeah, I totally caught that opportunity. I think I'm safe for the night, yo!" 
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Gengar hobbled back to the group. "Hey, what'd I miss?" 

"We're about ta strike!" muttered Honchkrow. Arcanine had just followed Mightyena off to who knows where, while 
Trevenant and Mismagius had chased after Banette and Weavile "Can it!" 

"Strike?" asked Gengar, confused. 

"You'll see," said Crobat. "How many are left?" 

Honchkrow flew higher. "Let's see...Swampert, Bronzong, Alakazam, Luxray, and Bronzong...there's five of them, 
five of us if Bisharp and Toxicroak come along...and now the numbers are even." 

"So what do we do?" asked Gengar. 

"Well...we just have to tear apart Alakazam's clues...then dive-bomb him, try to take out the types who are weak to 
us," said Bisharp, emerging from around a tree, making Gengar jump. "Toxicroak's on his way to start the diversion. 
Can we handle this?" 

"We're ready," said Honchkrow, grinning. "Dey won't know what hit 'em." 


000 



"Attention everyone!" yelled Ninetales. "Gliscor, Mamoswine, and Medicham have brought me their tails! That means 
the Gardevoirs are now behind with 2 tails, and the Victorious Vileplumes ahead with 3! Keep going-1 have a feeling 
things are going to heat up soon!" 

Swampert looked nervous. "We're running out of time...slowly, but surely. Anymore ideas? How many do we got 
left?" 

"Mightyena is off to get riddle eight- a place that's mighty toxic? Mightyena and Toxicroak both went in the sewers, 
and it bugs a bug- Venomoth has a fear of it," explained Alakazam. "That only leaves 6, 7, and 9 unconfirmed for us." 

"Well, 6 isn't that hard- the clue is in where Seizor shoots- Seizor could've shot cannons, right?" asked Bronzong. 
"Cannons...sandcastles...the desert?" 

"...it makes sense...dodgeball shots as well...I have no other alternatives...Garchomp, how about you get that one? 
You can run fast," said Alakazam, glancing to the shark. 

"Yeah, I suppose- wait, what's that?" snarled Garchomp out of nowhere, looking ahead to see a bush rustling. 
Everyone turned and tensed up, with Garchomp growling and Luxray excited charging herself up. 

Toxicroak fell out of the bushes, before seeing all of them and chuckling nervously. "Uh...heh heh...wrong team, I 
guess." 

"Obviously," said Alakazam, shaking his head. "No tail in your hand, and yet you're still heading back towards the 
camp." 

"I might know one near the camp," said Toxicroak, coughing. "Wanna trade?" 

"Depends, which one do you know?" asked Swampert, folding his arms. 

Toxicroak grinned, holding up a torn paper. "I've got Clue 9." 

"We already have that one," snapped Garchomp. 

"Uh...really? Who went to get it?" asked Toxicroak. "You need a Water-type to do it, it's at the bottom of a lake." 

"This Clue is Key...how does that resemble anything at the bottom of a lake?" asked Alakazam, looking to Swampert. 
Was that really it? How had Toxicroak worked that out? 

"So you DON'T have it?" asked Toxicroak, grinning. 

"Neither do you," pointed out Bronzong dryly. 

"I was heading to camp to get Kabutops." 

"My question still stands," interrupted Alakazam, his eyes hard, as if he was trying to figure out the clue. "How does 
the clue being key lead to a bottom of a lake." 

"Well the thing is...ack...," Toxicroak laughed a bit before coughing hard, covering his mouth up. 

"Well?" asked Bronzong, arching a brow. Toxicroak chuckled a bit, before leaping forward and slapping his hands in 
Alakazam's face. Alakazam visibly flinched in shock, staring blankly for a moment- he had been successfully faked 
out. 

"NOW!" roared a voice. Bronzong whirled around to see Crobat, Gengar, and Honchkrow diving down on them, with 
Bisharp dashing across the ground. Alakazam turned, his eyes widening. 

"What the-?" 


Honchkrow soared low to the ground, flapping her wings hard to kick up dirt and dust in the air. The Gardevoirs 
shielded their eyes, wincing at the sand and stone hitting them. Bronzong, Garchomp, and Swampert were relatively 
unfazed, however, and Garchomp snarled in fury. 


"Why you little-GAH!" Bisharp charged out of nowhere and struck her in the jaw. Toxicroak, on the other hand, leaped 
on Swampert's back, covering his eyes. Swampert let out a cry of shock, stumbling around the area. 



"Hey- cut it out! I can't see!" 

"That's the point!" giggled Toxicroak. 

"Crobat, da paper!" shouted Honchkrow- she was currently flapping the dust onto Luxray and Alakazam, while 
Garchomp had set her sights on Gengar, and her eyes were seeing red. 

Crobat nodded, gliding in through the storm and snatching the paper from Alakazam. He flew high in the air and 
started to tear it up. 

"Drat!" yelled Alakazam. "Bronzong, grab him!" 

"Oh no you don't!" snapped Bisharp, lunging for Bronzong who barely avoided the blow. Croat grinned as he sliced 
apart the paper. 

"Got it! Honchkrow, I- GAH!" A large blue blast of energy hit Crobat, knocking him out of the sky. Noivern was gliding 
in, her eyes narrowed as she launched another blow, which Bisharp narrowly avoided. 

"Not so fast, dudes!" yelled Noivern, lunging and grabbing Toxicroak from off Swampert's back. 

"Alright Noivern!" yelled Luxray, before she inhaled a mouthful of dirt and began coughing. 

"Retreat!" crowed Honchkrow loudly, soaring away. Bisharp and Toxicroak nodded and ran in different directions, 
while Gengar grabbed Croat and leaped away. The Victorious Vileplumes disappeared as quickly as they had come, 
while the Graceful Gardevoirs got to their feet...not too gracefully. 

"Ugh...that was...unexpected," panted Swampert. "Lucky you came when you did, Noivern." 

"I caught sight of Gengar floating towards you...I followed him," responded Noivern, gasping for air. 

Alakazam clenched a fist, taking a deep breath. "Garchomp. The 6th clue. And make SURE you're not being 
followed." 

"The...sand castles in the desert right?" asked Garchomp, still a bit disoriented. 

"Yes. Now go!" 

Garchomp was about to snap back irritably, before thinking better of it and running off. Bronzong glanced at 
Alakazam. 

"That was...unexpected," admitted Bronzong. 

"I'm confused-1 never thought Bisharp would make such a bold move," said Alakazam. "Attacking me head on? That 
doesn't seem like his style of leadership at all." 

Bronzong frowned. "You're overthinking it. Who says Bisharp is in charge?" 

Alakazam frowned to himself. "I'll worry about that later. Thankfully, I can remember those two clues- we need to just 
think of things...quickly." 
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"That would've gone like WAY worse if Noivern hadn't shown up!" yelled Luxray, eyes wide. "I never thought 
they'd use the Christmas Battle Tactic!" 

000 

"Pow! Gotcha!" crowed Honchkrow, laughing loudly. 

000 

"Gothitelle has brought me not one, but two tails, bringing the Gardevoirs ahead again!" yelled Ninetales. "But the 
Victorious Vileplumes still have a chance!" 

"We'll see about that!" snarled Krookodile, wheeling Diglett down into the stone caverns. Heat was rising through the 



tunnels, and the walls glowed with crystals. Diglett looked around a bit nervously, trying to see what to do. 

"I can't see a tail anywhere, can you?" 

"Nothing," grumbled Krookodile. "We gotta go deeper." 

They pushed onwards, carefully navigating through the rubble- soon, a red light appeared down at the bottom of a 
tunnel. Krookodile and Diglett nervously moved forward until they found an underground lake of lava- er, magma. 

"Whoa...it's uh...pretty hot down here," said Diglett, his eyes wide. 

"Yeah, you kinda said the obvious," muttered Krookodile. "Anyways, where's the damn tail?" 

Diglett peered around, before nodding. "Over there!" 

There, on a small rock in the center of the magma sea, were two tails nailed to a stone post. Krookodile took a step 
forward, grinning, before he stopped in confusion. 

"How the hell do we get that?" 

Diglett yelped as his wheelbarrow moved slightly down the slope. Krookodile turned and ran over, cursing as he 
helped Diglett up. 

"Sorry...uh...can we pour you out? Can you dig through this stuff and get to the island?" asked Krookodile. 

"I don't think so," admitted Diglett. "That ground is way too hot for my body to handle, and on top of that, who says 
that there's ground under that island? I think we're gonna need to fly over there and-!" 

"Shut it!" hissed Krookodile. "Someone's coming." 

Diglett listened and heard it too- there was a noise of someone carefully heading down the cavern. Krookodile 
grumble and moved Diglett to behind a rock to lodge his wheelbarrow in place while he peered up, his eyes helping 
him see a bit in the dark. Out of the shadows came Kabutops, one of his scythes dragging along the wall to help him 
keep his balance in the dark. He noticed Diglett and Krookodile, before smirking. 

"Guess we nailed this clue, right?" 

"Relax, we can't get it," said Diglett, huffing. 

"Oh really?" asked Kabutops. He glanced over at the molten lake surrounding the island. "I'm sure that I could wet it 
enough to make us a path." 

Spraying a jet of water, Kabutops frowned as it dissipated into steam the moment it got close to the edge of the stone. 
He sighed. 

Krookodile snorted. "Not so easy is it- WHOA!" Kabutops had leaped into the air, digging his scythes into the ceiling 
of the cavern. Chuckling, Kabutops began stabbing his way across the cavern, using his scythes to dig into the wall 
and keep his grip. His eyes were set on the tail, and a triumphant grin was on his face. 

"Sorry boys, but I'm ready to win." 

"Oh no you're not!" snarled Krookodile, hopping on a rock and leaping in the air. Opening his massive jaws, he 
grabbed Kabutops by the foot with his mouth, dragging the shellfish down. Kabutops let out a cry of pain as he lost 
his grip and hit the stone floor. Krookodile's nostrils flared, while Kabutops got to his feet with an angry glare. 

"Whoa, guys, let's not get hasty!" protested Diglett. 

"Stay out of it, squirt," rumbled Kabutops. "I was gonna leave you guys alone and get the tail, but it seems THIS guy's 
not gonna let me." 

Krookodile laughed. "Riiight. Your team's been following us the whole time, sickles. Those announcements are 
ringing one after the other. I don't think it's a coincidence. Did Medicham stalk Gothitelle until she was able to snatch 
the tail from right behind her?" 

Kabutops grit his teeth. "I'm no strategist. I fight with my muscles. Can you do the same?" 



Krookodile grinned. "Care to find out?" 

"You bet." 

The two ran at each other, while Diglett watched in horror. 
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Diglett sighed, sitting in a bucket. "Those two...I swear...some Pokemon here just want to fight, fight, FIGHT 
all the time!" 

000 

"Mighty toxic in this place..Mightyena...Toxicroak," muttered Arcanine as he followed Mightyena. Mightyena had 
stopped by a manhole and crawled down it. Arcanine smirked as he trotted after her, slowly descending into the dark 
hole as well. He squinted in the darkness at the bottom, before letting out a breath of flame to light up the way. 

Mightyena's grinning face greeted him. "Hey." 

Arcanine leaped backwards, his hackles rising in astonishment, before giving her a grumpy look. "Don't DO that!" 

"It was SO worth it," said Mightyena with a giggle. "How'd you know I was here? Followed me, right?" 

"I...no...well...yeah," admitted Arcanine. 

"Thought so- you don't seem the type for riddles...how about a compromise- the sewer is darker than before. I can't 
see where I'm going so I can't navigate through here. You light the way, I play guide, we both get a tail, and then we 
both survive another night." 

"Who says I need you to guide me along?" asked Arcanine smugly. 

"The water that you won't know how to avoid." 

Arcanine gulped. "Okay, fine." 

The two of them started padding along, with Arcanine letting out little breaths of flame to move them along. Mightyena 
looked at him. 

"I'm glad it's you at least- since he was a part of the clue, I expected Toxicroak and he just...he's weird." 

"He laughs a lot, but he's not really a bad dude," said Arcanine. "Not really someone to dislike, you know? I don't think 
he'd hurt you." 

"Speaking of hurt...how are you coping with the...uh...current situation?" asked Mightyena awkwardly. 

"Uh...there's a LOT of tension," replied Arcanine. "I...I think she's gonna try and talk to me and...for the brave face I 
put on...l don't know if I can handle it. I just...ugh." 

"Hey...I'll be there with you, okay?" said Mightyena, giving him a reassuring smile. 

Arcanine laughed. "Right...thanks...okay, let's get those tails." 

"Left here, then we're going to take two rights." 
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Gengar and Toxicroak were both giggling and laughing. "The looks on their faces! Holy shit!" 

"I told ya it would work!" boasted Honchkrow, puffing out her chest. "Now we've got da advantage." 

"Advantage, yes- but we still haven't solved those riddles, and that's a problem- 6, 7, and 9 have yet to be solved," 
pointed out Bisharp. 

"I can't do everyting!" snapped Honchkrow. "I just dealt a blow to Alakazam's battleship- we need to tink up more 
shit!" 



"Hang on!" interrupted Crobat. "I've been working on the ambush strategy for most of this challenge, so I haven't 
gotten a real chance to look at this thing. Do you mind if I have a look at the paper?" 


"Crobat, with all due respect, I haven't got a clue what any of these mean, and I'm no fool," said Bisharp 
exasperatedly. 

"Just give him da damn pieces of da paper," growled Honchkrow. Bisharp grudgingly handed it over to the bat, who 
narrowed his eyes and muttered quietly as he read it over. He scanned the riddles before his eyes lit up. 

"Well, rocks papers maybe, but Seizor shoots in the desert- that's where the sand castles with cannons were, right? 
You could also argue she made shots with dodgeballs." 

"That's...surprisingly a good assumption," admitted Bisharp. "But what about when she was shot off the dock?" 

"Mew wouldn't put TWO clues on the dock," said Gengar, grinning. "Awesome! I'll run to the desert and nab that tail! 
We've solved the 6th riddle!" 

"Hang on, Gengar, don't leave yet! You're the only other real veteran here," said Crobat. "I'm a bit skeptical about 
Clue 7- the one that lives forever? Think it may have anything to do with ghosts?" 

"Not really? We don't really LIVE forever, it's kind of the opposite," Gengar explained sheepishly. 

"Right...okay...well...hold on, Mew reuses clues- all of these challenges are reused-1 remember- doesn't he reuse 
some quiz questions and riddles sometimes in the challenges?" asked the bat. 

"He totally does!" agreed the phantom. "Yeah, yeah- you think this clue is from a previous season?" 

"It'd make PERFECT sense...let me think- he's had to have reused it multiple times before this...this clue lives 
forever- used over and over...it has to be memorable...let me think..." 

Everyone stared at Crobat, whose eyes were closed in concentration, before they shot open. 

"Mewtwo's Greatest Prank!" 

"Mewtwo pulls PRANKS?" Toxicroak sounded amazed. "He seems like such a grouch-!" 

"Only on Banette, but there was this other one...and I was there when it happened!" Crobat's eyes were lit up as he 
remembered. "During the Hide and Seek challenge, Dragonite hid in the confessional stall. Mewtwo found him, but 
when he didn't come out, Mewtwo led him up a mountain where I was found. And then he..." 

"Pushed the stall down the mountain- Dragonite's shit got EVERYWHERE!" crowed Gengar, cackling loudly with 
Toxicroak joining in. Honchkrow, on the other hand, looked a bit sick at the thought of shit everywhere. 

"You're saying the Clue 7, one of the most enigmatic clues on this list...is either in or around the confessional?" asked 
Bisharp, sounding skeptical. 

Crobat looked at Bisharp. "It has to be that- Mew used that riddle multiple times. And I think that the other team 
already has it." 

"How so?" 

"Gothitelle turned in two tails, right?" 

"Yes...I was curious about that...since Medicham was following her, how did Gothitelle manage to acquire two tails?" 
wondered Bisharp aloud. Then he stiffened, turning to Crobat in shock. 

"Wait...you mean- while Medicham took her tail straight to Ninetales, Gothitelle stopped at the confessional first and-" 
"-found the seventh tail, giving her two to Ninetales!" finished Crobat. 

"Toxicroak! You get da confessional tail den come back here. Gengar, you go to da sands and get number six. 
Bisharp and I will help Crobat with the last." 

"Right!" Toxicroak and Gengar both split off into different directions, still laughing. 



"Crobat, you're brilliant!" said Bisharp, shaking his head. 

"Isn't he?" Honchkrow pecked him on the cheek. Crobat smirked. 

"Alright- time to get this last clue." 

000 

"He nailed it!" Toxicroak held up his tail, grinning. 

000 

"Honchkrow is the power- Crobat is the brains...they're a dangerous combo," pondered Bisharp. "I'll just 
have to make sure my alliance is more dangerous." 

000 

Weavile grinned as the snowy mountain came into view, her eyes gleaming as she rode her skateboard towards it. 
She glanced behind her, where Banette was jogging in an attempt to keep up. "Come on, are you a Banette or a 
Slowpoke?" 

"You're riding a SKATEBOARD!" whined Banette. "Man I wish I had my scooter right now." 

"A scooter?" Weavile snorted. "You ride a SCOOTER?" 

"I like my scooter! Now can you hop off that thing and let us walk? For a little bit?" 

"Okay, fine, fine," laughed Weavile, hopping off her board. Banette caught up to her and they slowed to a leisurely 
stroll. "So...when you're not riding your little scooter, what else are you doing?" 

"I play my video games, fool around with my bass guitar, and watch scary movies," said Banette. "You?" 

"I skate, I cook up food, and I cook up diabolical schemes...on what stuff I should buy online," said Weavile. She 
sighed. "Speaking of diabolical schemes, I gotta say- I'm glad I'm not the one who did that idol stuff...it feels 
nice...being able to enjoy the island and not be...hated by everyone." 

"What even HAPPENED in Island?" asked Banette, curiously. "It just seemed so sudden." 

"At first I was just playing around...got an alliance to control the vote, and then welL.Ninetales, ironically enough, 
thought that was wrong and wanted to reveal us, and then...l got paranoid, targeted her and Houndoom, and then 
well...the paranoia got worse, I got angrier and meaner and well...evil Weavile was born. And I wish it got better, but 
for two seasons I let my emotions screw me over." 

Weavile leaned against a tree and sighed. Banette walked over and wrapped an arm around her shoulder, trying to 
comfort her. 

"I...I know...we both know what that's like," muttered Banette quietly. Weavile leaned into his touch, and Banette 
closed his eyes for a moment, before he jolted back away from Weavile. Weavile sighed again on the inside. So 
close. But still a no. 

"So, how about that idol scandal, that was crazy!" Banette half-shouted, far too awkward for his own comfort. "Any 
ideas on who did it?" 

"Not really- just several suspects- Bronzong's the main one, because it seems like some sort of stunt he'd pull. But I 
really don't know- it could've been anyone who got on the Nightmare Isle." 

"What about Hypno?" pressed Banette. "Could it have been him?" 

Weavile shook her head. "Not his style. Too much effort on his part- unless he hypnotized someone into doing it for 
him, and even then, it would be hard to ensure they got put on the island. Whoever did it, I have to hand it to them- it 
was one hell of a scam. But I'm a bit relieved, since if we get sent on the Isle, we still have a chance of finding the 
idol, right?" 


Banette was silent. 



Weavile looked at him. "What? You look like something's on your mind." 

Banette sighed. "Someone already got the idol. The real one." 

"What?" Weavile gaped. "How do you know?" 

Banette glanced from side to side, before turning to Weavile. "There was a mansion...a haunted one, on the island. 
Did you see it?" 

"I...walked past it, but I stayed far away from it...it was scary," muttered Weavile, sounding embarrassed. 

"I...I don't know how, but I got closer and closer, and even though I was terrified L.went inside." 

"You DID?" asked Weavile. "But...but...what was in there?" 

"...just a normal mansion. It had several rooms and doors, but I didn't explore that much. But there was a sign the 
moment I walked in, congratulating me and saying that many secrets, including the idol, were in the mansion." 

"So...you found the idol?" 

"No...there was a sign pointing to a little platform...and when I got to the platform there was a note...someone had 
already taken the idol," finished Banette a bit lamely. "But there were other secrets I found in there. But it was 
like...every time I found something, I got more and more horrified and I had to leave. It was...weird." 

"...what secrets did you find?" asked Weavile. 

"I'll tell you about those later," said Banette. "But right now, we need to win the challenge because we don't know 
WHO has the idol." 

"Well, it had to have been someone who got sent to the island, right?" asked Weavile. "That narrows it down." 
"Honchkrow, Bronzong, Toxicroak, Trevenant...sheesh, that's a lot," muttered Banette. 

"There it is!" shouted Weavile. 

"The idol?" asked Banette, confused. 

"No, the tails!" 

Up ahead, there was a wooden post at the bottom of the mountain, with two tails nailed to it. Banette walked up and 
snatched the tail. 

"We got it! And the Victorious Vileplumes still haven't found it!" 

A loud voice rang out behind them. 

"That's where you're wrong!" 

Banette and Weavile both whirled around to find Trevenant crawling towards them, Mismagius floating at his side. 
Banette narrowed his eyes before heaving a sigh, while Weavile folded her arms. 

"So the new couple decided to follow us?" 

"You're one to talk about new couples!" shot back Mismagius. 

"We're not even together," drawled Weavile, rolling her eyes in contempt. "What, you still can't handle Banette talking 
to another girl even when you're not dating?" 

Mismagius's jaw dropped, before she charged up energy, but Trevenant waved her off. He gave Weavile a mean 
grin. 

"You seem awfully confident for someone who got rejected by the puppet over there." 

"It takes more than a boy to destroy my self worth," hissed Weavile. 




"Really? Hypno did it just fine." 

Weavile's eyes flashed as she lunged forward, swinging a fist at Trevenant, who leaped back to dodge it. Growling, 
Trevenant lunged forward, but Banette got in between them and hit Trevenant in the face. He handed Weavile the 
tail. 

"You're faster on your skateboard!" yelled Banette. "Take the tail and run, we don't have time for this!" 

"Got it!" Weavile hopped on her board and went. Mismagius growled and grabbed the tail from the sign, before 
floating after her furiously. 

Trevenant whacked Banette down onto the hard ground. Banette let out a grunt of pain as he hit the snowy earth, 
while Trevenant kicked him again. 

"Finally...I've been waiting for this for a long time," said Trevenant with a chuckle. Banette got up and scowled. 

"What's this vendetta you have against me? Is it because I beat you in a challenge? Because I dated Mismagius first? 
Or because you're scared I'll steal her back?" 

Trevenant responded with swinging another hook at Banette, who managed to roll and avoid it. Trevenant slashed 
with his legs again, but Banette jumped around the blow, jabbing Trevenant in the side a few times. Growling, 
Trevenant lashed out again, knocking Banette backwards against a tree. Banette crumpled to the ground, gagging. 

"Are you really this weak?" questioned Trevenant, lifting the ragdoll and tossing him away again. "Didn't you burn 
down a building on your own? Where's that strength now." 

Banette closed his eyes, swearing in his head. He wanted to fight back. But he knew. He knew that he couldn't. He 
couldn't lose control. 

"Fine...all the easier for me!" yelled Trevenant, scuttling forward towards the fallen puppet. 
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"What could they mean by key?" muttered Alakazam, watching over the paper. 

"Perhaps eet eez...the key to anuzzer clue?" asked Gothitelle skeptically. 

"Maybe it's actually a key!" shouted Luxray, smiling. 

Bronzong stared her down. "What." 

"Yeah, yeah! Imagine like...if it was stuffed in a keyhole...pretending to be a key- it's probably back at camp shoved in 
a door. Let me go get it!" 

Luxray bounded away. Everyone stared after her. 

"Do you think she's right?" asked Swampert. 

"I...honestly don't know," admitted Alakazam. 

As Luxray ran across the countryside, Honchkrow and Crobat tracked her with their eyes. 

"They don't have any clues that we don't have...Luxray must know what number 9 is...Bisharp and I will go get her!" 
whispered Crobat. 

"On it," said Bisharp, running off in a sprint after the cat. 
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Gengar grinned as he stepped out of the sand castle, laughing loudly as he twirled the tail. "Not bad! That's another 
for us!" 

Toxicroak had been recently announced as finding the tail, so they were tied again. Nothing had been heard from the 
Graceful Gardevoirs for a while. Gengar laughed as he stepped across the sand. "I wonder if the Graceful Gardevoirs 
figured this one out?" 



He heard a crunching of sand, and whirled around to see Garchomp stepping out of the Graceful Gardevoir's castle. 
She sighed and stretched, before she opened her eyes and saw Gengar. 

Silence. 

Garchomp's teeth were bared and her eyes were smoldering. Gengar gulped. 

A large cloud of sand was all that was left as the ghost ran away from the shark. 
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Arcanine and Mightyena were chatting happily before Mightyena stopped, frowning. "Can you hear something?" 

There was a loud noise, slowly getting closer, and then, from out of the woods appeared Weavile, balancing on her 
skateboard. She flew past Mightyena and Arcanine without a word. Arcanine stared after her, before looking in the 
direction she had come. Mismagius soon appeared, floating past at a fast speed. Arcanine and Mightyena looked at 
each other. 

"They're heading for Ninetales- maybe they both got tails?" asked Arcanine, cocking a brow. 

"Wait...hang on...wasn't Banette with Weavile? Where s he?" asked Mightyena. 

"Now that you mention it...Trevenant isn't here...he doesn't like Banette...do you think he and Banette are fighting or 
something?" 

"We should go and look for them after we deliver our tails to Ninetales," decided Mightyena. "Let's go." 

Mightyena led the way, as Ninetales voice was heard over the intercom. 

"Mismagius and Weavile both delivered tails to me...time is running out, and both teams are still tied!" shouted 
Ninetales as Arcanine and Mightyena entered the camp. Weavile and Mismagius were in a heated argument. 
Mightyena and Arcanine both gave their tails to Ninetales. Other campers, such as Gliscor and Mamoswine, were just 
waiting in the camp, wondering where the rest of their teammates were. 

"And Arcanine and Mightyena have also shown up! Only three tails remain for each team!" 

Arcanine and Mightyena made to head over to the rest of the relaxing campers, but a voice stopped him. 

"Arcanine...can we talk for a moment?" 

Arcanine turned with a sigh and looked at Ninetales, who was beckoning him over with a tail. He stopped a few feet 
away from her and waited. "I'm listening." 

"I...I never properly apologized to you for what happened on Total Pokemon World Tour, and I saw the fear episode 
and well...I'm sorry," said Ninetales, closing her eyes. "It was my fault, and I made a mistake. A mistake that hurt 
everyone, but hurt you the most. It wasn't your fault-1 led you on rather than pushed you away." 

Arcanine was astonished. "Are you still with Houndoom?" he croaked. 

"Y-yes...we're in a rough spot right now, but we're still together," said Ninetales hesitantly. "But that’s not the point. 

The point is, I don't hate you...I'd...I'd like it if we could remain friends...but I just wanted you to know I'm sorry." 

Arcanine frowned and stepped forward before rubbing his head against Ninetales. Unlike before, this wasn't a 
flirtatious move...he wasn't trying to show any interest. This was a friendly gesture, from one friend who had forgiven 
the other. 

"I forgive you. And I'm sorry too." 

Ninetales gave a small smile, closing her eyes and sighing in relief. "Go take a rest- and no offense, but you smell like 
sewer. You might want to wash up." 

Arcanine turned away with a groan, but he was smiling at Mightyena. "Yeah, I'll do that." 


000 



"He looks a lot happier...l think all those feelings and stuff isn't bothering him anymore," said Mightyena. 
"He's grinning from ear to ear!" 
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"Something happened when Arcanine talked with Ninetales.,.1 think he got the closure he needed," said 
Mamoswine, smiling. 

000 

Everyone stared as two Pokemon charged into the clearing- Luxray was bounding, a manic grin on her face, while 
Gengar dashed over to Ninetales, throwing the tail at her before running off. 

"HIDE ME!" 

"What on earth is going on?" whispered Ninetales, before Garchomp trampled out of the undergrowth, shoving her tail 
into Ninetales. 

"I'm gonna FLAY THAT STUPID GHOST!" 

"Garchomp seems as pleasant as ever," muttered Gliscor to Mightyena. She snorted with laughter. 

Meanwhile, Mamoswine was looking at Luxray, confused. "What are you doing hon?" 

"My mind has worked in ways that will shock even the most insane Butterfree! I have solved the final clue in the 
RUBIX CUBE OF DESTINY!" ranted Luxray as she peeked at every door in the area. She sauntered over to the 
Graceful Gardevoir's cabin and reached into the keyhole, pulling out a long tail. 

"What...how did THAT get in there?" asked Medicham, amazed. "How could they fit such a large object into such a 
small hole?" 

"Where's Banette when we need him?" asked Arcanine, chuckling. Weavile froze. 

"Oh shit, Banette!" She hopped on her skateboard and rode off. Arcanine looked at Gliscor. 

"You know what she's on about?" 

"No idea." 

"Hang on...this clue is key...a key goes in a keyhole...that's where the clue must be!" shouted Medicham. She ran 
over to the Victorious Vileplume cabin and used her mind, pulling the tail out of the keyhole. She and Luxray both 
reached Medicham at the same time, while Honchkrow, Crobat, Bisharp, and the rest of the Killer Kyogres arrived in 
the clearing. 

"Luxray got there first!" shouted Alakazam. 

"Are you blind? Medicham totally got it," argued Honchkrow. 

"It doesn't matter who reached me first," said Ninetales. "You're both still missing a tail." 

Everyone stopped. "WHAT?" 

"Who's missing from the area?" demanded Alakazam. Gothitelle counted, muttering under her breath. 

"Where eez Diglet...Krookodile...and Banette?" 

"Banette went with Weavile, who returned a tail...but...I don't know...Krookodile and Diglett...where did we send 
them?" asked Swampert, rubbing his head. 

Bisharp frowned, tapping his chin, before turning to Honchkrow. "Kabutops followed Krookodile and Diglett. I don't 
know where." 

"They were solving the fifth clue...drat...which one was that?" asked Alakazam, grumbling under his breath. 

"That was the not lava one...because it was magma...they're at the underground caverns," said Bronzong. "Probably 



still there...maybe they can't get the tail because of the magma or something." 

Everyone widened their eyes and turned to him. Bronzong groaned. 

"Me and my big fat mouth." 

There was a loud rumbling as everyone got to their feet and started running, flying, and crawling as fast as they could 
to the underground caverns where Krookodile, Diglett, and Kabutops were. 
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"Season Two all over again," muttered Arcanine. "Glad Weavile wasn't there." 

000 

"That was INSANE," yelled Noivern, eyes wide. 
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Kabutops charged forward, water surrounding his body, but Krookodile sidestepped him and swung his tail. Kabutops 
was knocked off balance, but caught himself, leaping through the air and hitting Krookodile with a vicious kick. 
Krookodile responded with stepping on the ground, causing it to rumble with a small earthquake attack. Kabutops 
stumbled, but didn't fall. 

Diglett was watching, wincing at the hits that were taking place. "Guys, please! You need to stop! This isn't the place 
you should fight!" 

The ground shaking dislodged Diglett’s wheelbarrow from the rocks it was behind. Slowly, he slid down, towards the 
lake of magma. Diglett's eyes bulged. 

"GUYS, HELP!" 

"Eh...what's going on?" asked Kabutops, horrified. Krookodile turned and yelled. 

"Shit!" 

Diglett's wheelbarrow plunged into the magma, but thankfully, it didn't submerge. Diglett let out a yelp of terror. 

"It's burning my wheelbarrow! HELP ME!" 

A loud thundering noise was heard as the rest of the campers crashed into the tunnel. 

"There's the tails!" yelled Garchomp. 

"There's the...hang on...DIGLETT!" roared Mamoswine, running forward and crashing through the crowd. But when 
he got close to the magma's edge, he reared back, letting out a fearful whine. 

"We have to get him out, that lava will burn through the dirt in seconds!" shouted Alakazam. 

"MAGMA," snarled Bronzong. 

"Crobat, c'mon!" roared Honchkrow, flying forward towards Diglett, with Crobat at her side. "ALAKAZAM, LIFT 'IM 
OUT WITH TELEKINESIS AND I'LL GRAB 'IM!" 

Alakazam and Gothitelle ran forward, and lifted the wheelbarrow (or what was left of it) out of the molten depths. But 
the metal was quickly being destroyed by the remaining lava on it. Diglett was gasping for air, practically boiling in the 
heated magma. Honchkrow opened her talons and grabbed him, while Crobat flew past. 

Honchkrow pulled Diglett out of the dirt, and everyone stared. 
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"He has feet...I can't believe it," whispered Mamoswine. 


000 



"THAT'S CRAZY EVEN FOR ME!" screeched Luxray. 
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"Anatomy doesn't WORK LIKE THAT," said Medicham, twitching. 
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Gengar put down a bucket. "Here, buddy...we filled it with dirt for you...you okay?" 

Diglett was put in the bucket, where he burrowed in the soft dirt, sighing unhappily. He looked at the burnt remains of 
his wheelbarrow. 

"I...my Dad gave me that wheelbarrow," Diglett said quietly. 

Mamoswine and Luxray put their heads against him reassuringly. 

"Well...now that that crisis is over with, we need to get that tail," said Alakazam, turning. But he stopped dead when 
he saw the island. There was only one tail left on it- the Graceful Gardevoir tail. 

"Where...where's the last tail?" asked Krookodile, looking around wildly. They then heard the harsh noise of the 
intercom. 

"Attention everyone- Crobat has brought me the final tail for the Victorious Vileplumes, who have won the challenge!" 
Gengar, Toxicroak, and Arcanine all started cheering, while Honchkrow smirked, tilting her hat down. 

Alakazam whirled around and walked up to her. "How...when...when did you?" 

"When we were helpin' out Diglett, Crobat took da tail while everyone was distracted with da guy's feet...he sneaks off 
ta Ninetales, and victory is ours," said Honchkrow, grinning at Alakazam. 

Alakazam scowled. "You followed us the whole time until you ambushed us, and you use a trick like that to win? 
Please- it was a unexpected fluke. It only took a small amount of brainpower." 

"It took dat much more brainpower dan you gave it," said Honchkrow dismissively. "And what makes it a fluke? Da 
fact dat I pulled it off? Or da fact dat you never expected me to do someting you wouldn't expect?" 

Honchkrow trotted past Alakazam, who clenched a fist. Gothitelle walked up and put a hand on his shoulder. 

"Darling...we need to return to ze campsite. Are you alright?" 

"L.she got me," growled Alakazam. "That bird outplayed me." 
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"Alakazam didn't seem to take Honchkrow beating him very well...," murmured Bronzong, snickering. 

"Wow...she managed to mess him up...right under his nose. What a shame- that'd never happen to me." 
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Diglett squirmed in his bucket, huffing quietly. 

Gliscor gave him a pat on the head. "Sorry dude...it was an accident...! don't think Kabutops or Krookodile would've 
fought if they had known-" 

"But they still wanted to fight- all of that conflict just caused more trouble...and now I'm in a bucket," said Diglett 
miserably. 

"It's okay, buddy!" said Mamoswine. "We'll still carry you around. We can just hook you on one of my tusks and hold 
you around!" 

"That's not the point!" cried Diglett, sniffling. "That wheelbarrow...my Dad, strict as he might've been, gave me that 
wheelbarrow. It was...it was one of the best things I've ever had. And now it's gone...I should've never came back!" 



"Diglett, shh...we can buy you a new one- if any of us win, we can easily get you a new wheelbarrow!" reassured 
Luxray. 

"0...okay," muttered Diglett, but Luxray could see he wasn't convinced. 
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"Poor guy...l don't think he was convinced," said Luxray sadly. "Oh no, Diglett...don't do it..." 
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Garchomp growled as she stomped through the woods, punching trees. Gengar had slipped out of her damn grasp 
again...but Honchkrow had reassured her that with this victory, Crobat would concoct a scheme to take down 
Bronzong. She grumbled. 

"I want him gone NOW!" roared Garchomp loudly. 

"Who? The scammer? You and me both." 

Garchomp whirled around, her tail smashing a tree, as Krookodile sauntered out of the bushes, a scowl on his face. 
"What do you want, croc?" 

"Same thing as you- let's just say that I think you're right about Bronzong, and I want to get him out of here," 
explained Krookodile. "I have something personal against him too." 

"And what's THAT?" grumbled Garchomp. Krookodile pulled out a wooden idol. Garchomp's eyes bulged. 

"Is that the...no, it can't be-" 

"It isn't," said Krookodile. "At least, I'm sure it isn't...I thought I had the idol, but when I saw Seizor with hers and what 
happened.,.1 think I just dodged a bullet." 

"You found a fake idol as well!" gasped Garchomp in realization. 

"There's more-1 think I know how Bronzong pulled the whole thing off...if we can get everyone together before the 
elimination ceremony I can-" 

"ATTENTION CAMPERS!" yelled Mew over the intercom. "It's time for the elimination ceremony!" 

"Drat...well...if we can't get him out tonight, than next challenge he's going DOWN," growled Krookodile. 

"I LIKE that idea," said Garchomp, smirking cruelly. 
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The Graceful Gardevoirs gathered up in front of Mew. Banette was the last to arrive, and he looked a mess. Covered 
in dirts and marks, he slouched over and flopped next to Weavile. 

"Banette, whoa! What the hell happened?" asked Weavile. 

"Fell out with a tree," grumbled Banette. 

"Don't you mean you fell out OF a tree?" asked Gliscor. 

"No." 

Mismagius gaped at him, before turning to Trevenant. "What did you DO to him?" 

"He hit me first. I just fought back," said Trevenant, folding his arms. "He was trying to beat the shit out of me, too. But 
I won in the end." 

Mismagius nodded and didn't say another word. Trevenant smirked at Bisharp. 

"So, campers...it's time for you all to vote and-!" began Mew, before he was interrupted. 



Everyone turned to Diglett, who was still resting in his bucket. "Please...let me speak first." 

Luxray carried Diglett up to a stump and put him down. Diglett turned to everyone. 

"I...I just wanted to thank you all for saving me...without you guys, that could've ended much worse," said Diglett. 

"And in the time I've spent here...I'm grateful to each and every one of you. But I..." 

Diglett swallowed noisily. "I want you guys to vote me off." 

"What?" asked Krookodile. Gengar exchanged a glance with Arcanine. Mamoswine grunted. 

"I...I don't feel like I belong here anymore," said Diglett quietly. "I joined on this show to have fun and have a good 
time, and for a while, that's what it was...last season with Wooper was one of the best times of my life...but now...l 
don't think I've still got that in me. So...please...vote me off." 

"l...no!" yelled Mew, stomping his foot. "You...don't do that, come on, where's the drama and suspense there?" 
Alakazam motioned everyone together. 

"We vote for Diglett then?" asked Banette. 

"It's his wish- it's not fair to deny it," said Gothitelle. 

"Come on, that’s a waste of a vote," snarled Garchomp. 

"I'm not going to let someone who doesn't want to play stay on my team. Diglett is voted out this time. No exceptions." 
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"AND THE BELL GETS TO SKATE BY AGAIN!" roared Garchomp in frustration. "I swear, he has NINE LIVES!" 
000 

"The votes have been cast and...Diglett is the one going back home," mumbled Mew, picking up the bucket with 
telekinesis. "Let's take him to the dock after his last confessional and...ugh, that was so anticlimactic." 

"Man...this is so lame," said Swampert sadly. 

"We'll get him next time," muttered Krookodile to Garchomp. Garchomp nodded, glancing at where Bronzong was 
lazily floating along. 
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"Well...it's been...a good season, I had a pretty good time...Luxray, Mamoswine, it's all up to you now," said 
Diglett, smiling bravely. "Now...I need to start selecting a new wheelbarrow. Maybe one with rockets? Or one I 
can control with a joystick or something..." 
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Mew walked to the edge of dock with Diglett and tossed the bucket in the water. Mew took a life preserver and threw 
it around Diglett to keep him afloat. Diglett looked at Mew, who just pushed him away with telekinesis. 

"Isn't this a kind of...tame elimination?" called Diglett back to the island. 

"BORING ELIMINATIONS GET BORING SEND OFFS!" roared Mew, turning and stomping away. Mewtwo grabbed 
him by the arm. 

"Hold up...the Nightmare Isle needs to be done," said Mewtwo. Mew lit back up. 

"Thank you Mewtwo! Alright, Nightmare Isle time! Let's see...from the Graceful Gardevoirs we have...Garchomp!" 

Garchomp glared at the Victorious Vileplumes, before her gaze landed on Honchkrow. The big bird winked at her. 
Garchomp's growl died in her throat and she nodded. This was her chance. This was her chance to get the idol and 



give it to Honchkrow. At least, if she had to. 

"And from the Victorious Vileplumes...Gengar!" 

"NO! OH GOD NO, DON'T DO THIS!" shouted Gengar, eyes wide. 

"Sorry, buddy! Looks like Garchomp campaigned against you and got you put on the island with her...but hey, at least 
you have each other right?" 

Garchomp's mouth split into a sharp toothed smile. Gengar let out a moan. 
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"I mean...since she didn't want to eliminate Diglett, we let her pick the one we'd send to the island...ironic 
enough that she got sent herself," said Swampert, shrugging. 
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"Gengar might want to check out the haunted hospital there," muttered Toxicroak. "He might need medical 
attention after this." 
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"You're a bit battered, but you should be fine...Crobat's old injuries were nothing compared to this," stated Mewtwo as 
he patched Banette up, giving him a few bandages and looking him over. 

"Thanks Mewtwo- glad you're not as useless as I thought." 

"Zip your mouth for one second, puppet boy." 

"That damn tree...when I get my hands on him!" snapped Weavile. 

"Please don't," murmured Banette tiredly. "The last thing I need for him to do is hit you too." 

"Are you saying he'll kick my ass? One Ice Punch and I'll." 

"Weavile, I could've fought back, I just...didn't want to...that guy brings out the worst in me and-" 

"You're not CACTURNE!" interrupted Weavile. "You're not going to lose control again! It was just because you were a 
new Banette and-!" 

"The only reason you're saying that is because I haven't snapped yet!" hissed Banette. 

"ENOUGH! Banette, you're free to go. And you should listen to Weavile- remember that Cacturne got over his 
problems," said Mewtwo, folding his arms. "At the same time, Weavile, you need to know that sometimes there are 
battles not worth fighting." 

Banette muttered under his breath and got to his feet, exiting the medical center. Weavile followed behind, before 
sighing. 

"As much as I want to, I won't pick a fight with Trevenant. I'm sorry." 

"Yeah, I'll be right as rain by morning," grumbled Banette. "Sure wish I could sleep though." 

"...you mentioned you found stuff in the mansion...like what?" 

Banette looked around. "Information on upcoming challenges...there was some stuff on contestants, too. Strength 
levels, weakness levels. It rewards anyone who's tough enough to get in there." 

"What'd you find out?" asked Weavile. Banette frowned to himself, trying to remember. 

"No contestant is hosting the next challenge...but after that, Pidgeot's coming back, and she's probably going to do a 
singing challenge- it mentioned strong voices being a thing in the info. In addition, I found a small file on Unfezant." 

Weavile seemed a bit...tense. "Did that file have anything that shouldn't be known...you know, like your incident or 



Alakazam's birth?" 


"No, Mew took out any serious stuff-1 found Hypno's file, and also Gengar's. Hypno didn't have anything about his 
whole birth and stuff. It just listed his strengths as a manipulator and planner, and his weaknesses as narcissism and 
overlooking threats." 

"So how many did you get? Just those three?" 

"Every time I found one, I got more and more scared-1 get the feeling the mansion does it automatically, to make you 
freak out and leave without collecting everything...so I bolted after I got the challenge info sheet." 

"...and the Pokemon who supposedly got the idol could have a bunch of information on us too," muttered Weavile. 

"This game's only going to get rougher," said Banette, looking at the dark sky. 
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Long chapter, let's talk about it! 

Diglett goes home at the end of all of that drama. I sort of set this chapter up for someone big to get the boot, but no, 
it's Diglett that's voted off because he wants to get out. The wheelbarrow loss is sad, but he'll get over it. Diglett, like 
Wooper, has had his time for characterization and fun, so he'll be leaving a bit early, no matter how much I like him. 

Fun Fact: Diglett is the voice of reason in Team Vent, but Wooper and Luxray are both smarter than him- Wooper 
simply has ADHD, and Luxray's nuts. 

There was a lot of stuff in this chapter, but the most I wanted to do was the Vs. scenarios- how Gengar and 
Garchomp faced off in the desert, Trevenant vs. Banette, Krookodile vs. Kabutops, and most importantly, Honchkrow 
vs. Alakazam. Lots of stuff happening. 

Honchkrow and Crobat are the stars this chapter, and one of the things I wanted to show was how now that they're 
both okay in the feelings department, how strong they really are. I also wanted to make it so they both showcased 
their talents- Honchkrow is the power, Crobat is the brains. Alakazam DIDN'T see it coming. 

Meanwhile, everyone's in on a plot to take down Bronzong, but it seems that once again, he's dodged a bullet. How 
far can you go Bronzong? We'll see. 

And the big reveal- according to Banette, the idol has already been found! Unless that note was left by someone else 
who enter the mansion. Who knows? We shall see. 

Next Time: The next challenge puts a team at a major advantage...or is it a disadvantage. Schemes and tricks are all 
around, tilting the scales again and again. But in the end, the elimination is something no one sees coming, and 
everyone is shocked beyond belief. 

Diglett: Reviews! Help raise money for my new awesome wheelbarrow! 



*Chapter 11*: Mewtwo's Crazy Cook Off! 

Here is the next chapter! It's gonna be a fun one, so I hope you all love it! 
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"Hello everyone and welcome to another episode of Nightmare Isle Nightly!" shouted Celebi, throwing her hands up in 
the air. Confetti rained down on her small green body as she grinned to the crowd. "Tonight is another episode, and 
tonight we have another guest! Put your hands together for Seizor!" 

Seizor walked in, waving quietly to the crowd before sitting beside Celebi. "Pleasure to be here. Didn't know there 
was a new show going on." 

"You do now!" said Celebi with a short laugh. "It's not much, but these segments are getting me started in this world. 
The reviews haven't been so bad, so we'll see where it goes. But anyways, onto you- Seizor, you've always been a 
popular contender. Crowds watch and admire your strength, your strong relationship with Kabutops, and also being 
the strongest competitor who's NEVER been in an alliance." 

The crowd cheered and applauded, while Seizor smirked- she was apparently proud of that last fact very much. 

"How do you do it, exactly?" 

Seizor shrugged. "I rely on my own strength, and I never felt the need to form an alliance- deals and friends are fine, 
but in the end, that million was always my target. But the problem with working alone is you also have no allies. And if 
you're strong like me, well..." 

"You're always a threat," finished Celebi. "Although in your case, your eliminations were always bizarre. How does 
that feel?" 

"Honestly? I feel a bit cheated- the first season, I was eliminated by a clutch move by Banette at the ceremony. This 
time, I was eliminated because someone forged the idol- but I should've expected something like that. I trusted the 
idol too much- you only trust yourself." 

"And Kabutops, surely." 

Seizor rolled her eyes. "He's a special exception." 

"On the topic of your idol woes, who do YOU think was responsible? Unless you saw the show and know already." 

"I haven't caught up on the episodes yet, but I plan to watch Kabutops's performance," said Seizor. "I think Bronzong 
is a candidate, but we went to the island at the same time- he'd have to have been really savvy to pull it off. Maybe 
Trevenant or Hypno- they seem like the types." 

"Well, I won't spoil anything yet- however, we have two campers hunting for the idol on the island right now- shall we 
take a look to see how Garchomp and Gengar are doing?" 

"Wait, GENGAR'S on the island with GARCHOMP?" Seizor sounded shocked. "Did they want him to DIE? Well not 
die because he's a ghost but-" 

"I get what you mean," confirmed Celebi. "Anyways, let's find out if Garchomp found the idol and if Gengar is 
still...well...yeah." 
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Silence. Then there was the sound of rustling before Gengar exploded out of some bushes, running like crazy. He 
looked over his shoulder wildly, to see Garchomp burst from the bushes a moment later. Gengar groaned and leaped 
away, jumping up into a tree. 

Garchomp lashed her tail. "TELL ME WHERE THE IDOL IS!" 

"I told you already I HAVE NO IDEA!" yelled Gengar. "Maybe you'd find it if you stopped chasing me, shitshark!" 

"I've been smashing down everything in my path, and I haven't seen it- if no one on the island has it and I can't find it, 



than that means YOU have it!" 

"I've only seen two, and they looked a lot like the one that sent Seizor home!" protested Gengar, but Garchomp 
wasn't listening. Roaring, she started smashing the tree. Gengar gulped and landed on the ground, getting ready to 
bolt, before he stopped. 

"Wait...what am I doing?" he muttered. He glared at her. "You know what? I am TIRED of all the shit you put me 
through. TAKE THIS!" 

Gengar charged up a shadow ball, and just as Garchomp turned back towards him, the dark energy hit her right in the 
nose, sending her sprawling on the ground. 

Gengar gaped. Then he let out a whoop of joy. "All right! Got her! Can't match the power of the Party Ghost King! No 
shark's gonna get my ass!" 

There was a low growl, and Gengar's eyes widened as he stopped dancing. Garchomp slowly rose to her feet, 
shaking some dust off her body, her eyes narrowed to slits. 

"You're DEAD." 

Gengar bolted away, screaming for help as Garchomp began tearing after him again. 
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Celebi and Seizor both stared, but winced when Garchomp got up. 

"Looks like neither of them have found it," said Celebi, shaking her head. Seizor nodded. 

"I wouldn't expect them to, honestly- Garchomp is too angry and easily distracted, while Gengar is well...he's no 
fighter...although that attack impressed me." 

"I figure Gengar's popularity is his weapon," joked Celebi. 

"Nah, Gengar's a strong player, he's just not a fighter," corrected Seizor. "There's an interesting way of telling strength 
in this show- while Garchomp and Trevenant seem frightening, that's only because they use their strength. It's the 
ones who don't use their strength, the ones who hold back, like Gengar and Banette- they're the ones that scare me." 

"You think Gengar and Banette, among others, hold back?" asked Celebi. 

"I've seen Banette in action against Hypno, and I've seen what he's been putting up with from Trevenant-1 think 
Banette could've hit back at any time, and Gengar can certainly outwit Garchomp," said Seizor. 

"So you believe holding back is true strength?" 

"I never held back, and look where it got me- a huge threat. The strong players, or the players who are known to be 
strong, will always go down quick. Trevenant, Garchomp, Honchkrow, Swampert...they won't last long. Alakazam can 
buy himself time with his brain, but he'll be a threat before long." 

"Do you think Kabutops can avoid being voted off if he calms down?" 

"Honestly? Yes. Without me around, Kabutops is less...rowdy. I think he's definitely got a chance-1 believe in him." 

"Well, let's hope you're right!" said Celebi cheerfully. "Anyway, that's all the time we have for tonight! I'd say see you 
all on the next Nightmare Isle Nightly, but it'll actually be sooner than that!" 

"Really?" asked Seizor. "Why?" 

"Let's say that...Mew decided to make the next challenge a lovely time for us," said Celebi, grinning. 

"Do tell." 

"Oh, I would, but the surprise is going to be much more fun." 
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"It ain't often dat someone comes to me- it's happened twice now," grumbled Honchkrow. "Whaddya YOU want?" 

Krookodile smirked. "You want the bell gone. I want the bell gone. Garchomp and I have the same goal in mind, and 
I'm ready to help you out. Free of charge." 

"And what's in it for you?" asked Honchkrow. 

Krookodile pulled out one of the statues he had carved, rubbing his hand over it- he had saved one for this occasion 
in particular. "Bronzong nearly nailed me in my coffin with that scandal. And he's going down." 

"So you managed to find a fake idol as well," said Crobat in realization. 

"And you wanna get him out since he almost got you out- so you're on our side, eh?" said Honchkrow. "Alright, I'll 
bite- why are ya here?" 

"I’ve got some evidence against this jerk that could help you nail him to the wall- Garchomp mentioned to me before 
the ceremony how she was working with you two, although she didn't say why you guys were helping her." 

"Mutual interest," lied Honchkrow- no need to tell him about her promise to give them the idol. "What's da price for da 
evidence?" 

"No price- just don't tell my team I gave it to you-1 don't think anyone's gonna miss Bronzong, but I don't want to get 
accused of sabotaging my teammates," said Krookodile. 

"...that's fair," agreed Crobat, glancing at Honchkrow. "Let's hear him out." 

"Whatcha got, croc?" 

Krookodile grinned. "Remember when we were all at the party- you were there, right?" 

There was a silence. Honchkrow and Crobat exchanged a glance. Crobat looked away, while Honchkrow started 
whistling. 

"You...weren't...but...where were you guys?" asked Krookodile, confused. 

"We were uh...together- we've got alibis, we were doing...business," muttered Honchkrow. 

"THAT qualifies as business? So much for keeping this professional," said Crobat with a snicker. Honchkrow shot him 
a mortified glare. 

"Okay...well, anyway, other than you and the Nightmare Isle victims only ONE guy wasn't at the party- Bronzong!" 
said Krookodile. 

"Really? And why do you think he wasn't there?" asked Honchkrow. 

"I bet he saw Seizor grab his idol when they were both on the Nightmare Isle-1 bet he made more to plant there 
later...or maybe he went to the Nightmare Isle while we were partying! He could float over there, right? Drop off more 
statues and hide them while we party!" 

"...dat might be da case...and even if dat ain't EXACTLY how he pulled dis scheme off...we've got enough to knock 
him out," said Honchkrow thoughtfully. 

"It fits- Seizor and Bronzong are on the island, Seizor goes home, Bronzong acts shady- he's all but proven guilty- we 
just need a confession!" said Krookodile. 

"Alright...good...we'll group with Garchomp," said Crobat. "Thanks for the help, Krookodile." 

"No problem," said Krookodile, his eyes gleaming. 
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"Garchomp tells me Honchkrow and Crobat are helping her-1 go to them and offer some assistance, and now 
I've got two more on my side. This game's getting better and better," said Krookodile. "I need some more 
plans, but I want Bronzong gone before I start jumping on a new scheme." 
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Noivern was zooming around the cabin, muttering to herself as she thought in her head. "Lyrics...song 
lyrics...lyrics...hmmm...l need some inspiration, man! How do I get my groove on without a song?" 

Noivern flopped on her bed for a moment. There was a lot of stuff going on here. Challenges, eliminations, 

CRUSHED DREAMS! But nothing...no motivation for a song of any kind. Noivern gave a low groan as she picked up 
her guitar and strummed thoughtfully. Then there was Gliscor. 

She liked him. He was cute and friendly but there was something...off about him. It was like he was scared to like her 
or something? Noivern bit her lip. Maybe playing and getting a beat in her head would ease her thoughts on THAT 
situation. She flew outside and... 

BAM! 

Speaking of Gliscor... 

"Whoa there, you uh...you okay?" asked the flying scorpion, reaching down and helping her up. Noivern looked at him 
carefully. It was strange- he'd switch from being calm, and then he'd be freaking out. Noivern shook herself and 
nodded. 

"Yeah, you know...just...well...thinking of music and songs!" said Noivern cheerfully, hoping it fooled him. Gliscor 
grinned and gave her a nod. 

"Let me know if you got any solid beats...I'd uh.Jike to hear them sometime!" 

"I'd like that!" Noivern grinned and flew off with her guitar, while Gliscor flew in the other direction. Once he was out of 
sight, Noivern flopped onto her butt. 

Who? She needed romantic advice- and Banette and Kabutops weren't going to cut it. She needed a woman's 
expertise...but who? Noivern sighed and looked forward to see Gothitelle emerging from the bathroom. 

Her eyes brightened. That was it! Gothitelle would have to know! 
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"Ow.J.J'm sorry, I guess I'm a little off today," muttered Medicham, picking herself up and dusting off. 

"It's no trouble- everyone has bad days," said Swampert, but he was thinking. It seemed like Medicham had been a 
bit off for a little bit lately. Originally, her focus and strength had been amazing- she would land devastating blows 
against the training dummies, and he couldn't match her speed. But lately, she'd lose her balance and half the time, 
she'd be in a daze. 

"Maybe we should stop for the day...," said Swampert. Medicham opened her mouth to protest, but Swampert held up 
a hand. "Hang on, relax...is there something wrong? Something bothering you?" 

Medicham thought to herself quietly. Yes, she had a crush on Swampert- she might've been busy staring at his 
muscles rather than paying attention to the moves he was describing. But who could blame her? He was thoughtful, 
kind, and caring- and he seemed to encourage her training, rather than thinking it wasn't appropriate for a girl! He 
was flawless! 

"I...just tired...the competition has been taking its toll, and well...you know how my team can get sometimes," 
mumbled the fighter quietly. 

Swampert sighed. "Yeah, things get rough on our end too- Diglett's elimination was sad...I hope we don't have to do 
anything like that again it was just so...oddly upsetting." 

He brightened up. "But we're both still here at least- I'm glad to have a workout buddy like you!" 

Medicham gave a small laugh. "Y-yes...workout buddies...it's nice. I...think I'll get something to eat now that we're 
done." 

"I'll do a few more sets and join you there!" said Swampert, walking over to his log. Medicham walked off, sighing 
unhappily as she walked away. 



Swampert glanced in the direction she walked, frowning. 
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"Now, I'm not mad, but just a little impatient," admitted Swampert, shrugging his shoulders. "She was once 
such an amazing partner and a great learner, but now I feel as if she's focused on other things! It's 
weird...she's so determined and strong in challenges, but around me she makes small mistakes and...it's 
almost as if she's..." 

Swampert froze and look at the camera. "Oh boy." 

He gave an unhappy sigh. "Oh boy." 

000 

"You're looking better," said Mamoswine, nodding to Banette from across the table. 

Banette, who was currently doing things on his DS, glanced to Mamoswine. "Uh...what do you mean? Oh, you mean 
physically? Yeah, I heal pretty quick when Trevenant's foot isn't shoved up my ass." 

Toxicroak, who was down the table, snorted. "The guy's a hardass, bro. Hate to break it to you." 

"Aren't you his friend?" questioned Banette, looking suspicious. 

"Acquaintances I think, and friend or not, he’s still a hardass." 

"More like jackass, Bisharp seems to be the hardass," muttered Banette. 

"Eh, Bisharp's not bad- he's a bit stern and serious, but he's a good guy under it," said Toxicroak, stretching. 
"Anyways," said Mamoswine. "I meant your eyes...you've been acting more comfortable since..." 

"...since you found out what happened in that building," finished Banette, somewhat bitterly. 

"...well, yes." 

"...let's just say I'm not so worried about that...there's uh...a situation...a girl situation." 

Mamoswine decided to play dumb. "Mismagius?" 

"No...I'm pretty sure she's with Trevenant now...and...well, I still have a few feelings, but that’s not gonna get me 
anywhere," admitted Banette. "And there's this other girl, and I don't know how I feel about her, I mean I LIKE her, but 
I don't know if...in that way. She's different from Mismagius, that's all." 

"No, the situation is different," argued Mamoswine. "You want to be sure of your feelings. I can't blame you for that." 
"...well, that and-!" 

RIIIIIIIING! 

Everyone in the room looked up as Mew's voice filled the air. 

"Campers...it's time for another challenge! However, don't worry- this time, there will be no returning camper- instead, 
this challenge will be hosted by your two favorites- Mewtwo and yours truly! Make your way into the cafeteria so we 
can get started! It's going to be a fun one!" 
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"Fun, he says- anytime when Mew has full control over a challenge is a time I feel repulsed," grumbled 
Bronzong. 
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"In the cafeteria, eh?" asked Alakazam. "Perhaps it will be a cooking challenge- that would be rather 
interesting." 



000 


"I ain't doin' gross food again, not without a fight!" snarled Honchkrow. 

000 

Everyone made their slow way into the cafeteria, all sitting at the tables. Mew and Mewtwo floated in, grinning from 
ear to ear as Mewtwo brought in a table, slamming it down. Mew grabbed a tablecloth and draped it over the table. 
Gengar slowly walked in after them, his eyes wide and scared, before Garchomp charged in, swinging a fist. Gengar, 
on the other hand, reacted quickly, dodging the blow and gliding over to his seat. Everyone stared at him. 

"Are you...okay, bro?" asked Arcanine. "You seem...twitchy." 

"I spent nearly all of my time running away from that psychopath," mumbled Gengar with no emotion. "I've actually 
developed a sense of dodging her- it's weird." 

Honchkrow, on the other hand, fixed Garchomp with an unflinching gaze. Garchomp looked away awkwardly, rubbing 
her neck. Mew shook his head before clapping his hands. 

"Eyes up here, campers- today, we're doing a challenge for Mewtwo, so listen up!" 

"That's right, you little shits, I'M in charge this time," snarled Mewtwo, sounding more like his old, grumpy self. "And it 
so happens that I have two major skills- one is keeping you little brats in line-" 

"Not a skill so much as a burden," joked Banette to Gliscor, who smirked. 

"But I can also COOK! So today, like in that Poffin Challenge back in World Tour, you're cooking for all of us," 
snapped Mewtwo. "You get to prepare everyone an appetizer, a meal, and a dessert. Each team will get votes from 
each of us- for example, Mew may like the Gardevoir's appetizer better, but I may like the Vileplume's appetizer 
better. So you'll each get votes and at the end, most votes will win the match up. Another thing you'll want to note is 
you have TWO SEPARATE KITCHENS! That means you won't see each other cooking, and you will NOT be copying 
each other's ideas! BEAR THAT IN MIND!" 

"Well...it's just you and Mew, how bad could it be?" asked Mightyena, cocking a brow. 

"Did I ever SAY it was just Mew and I?" asked Mewtwo. "We have GUESTS today, asshole. COME ON IN!" 

The door opened as a bunch of Pokemon came in. Everyone stared in awe as Celebi and Deoxys-S floated in side by 
side, both of them giving Banette a friendly nod. Cresselia floated in next, giving the campers a reassuring smile. The 
next two legendaries hadn't been seen before by any of the campers. The first appeared to be some kind of golem 
made out of metal- he had a sleek, steel body, long silver arms, and red dots on his face- Banette noted that he 
looked very similar to Regirock. The other one seemed to be some sort of strange horse...or unicorn. He had a white 
body with blue fur, and red fur flowed from his head. Mew grinned. 

"You already know Celebi and Deoxys-S. The others are Cresselia, Keldeo, and Registeel." 

"This should be a fun challenge!" said Cresselia happily. 

"Just make sure you know what you're doing," mumbled Registeel. 

Mew smirked. "So, the best part of this challenge? We all have preferences- yeah, that’s right, we all like certain food 
styles best! However, you have to prepare all of us the same food! No one gets a different meal! So for example, if I 
want meat and Celebi wants a vegetarian meal...you've gotta either give us both meat or both vegetables." 

"That's...ridiculously unfair," said Bisharp, appalled. "So no matter what, we lose in some sense." 

"You'll just have to weigh the consequences!" said Mew, chuckling. "So, before you get started, let's go preferences. 
Me first-1 eat anything...I have a preference for bitter food, I'm not a fan of sweets so much." 

"I like sour stuff, but don't make me anything spicy," growled Mewtwo. "I prefer meat to vegetables. Don't give me 
anything cold, I like my food nice and warm." 

"I prefer colder food and vegetables- nice and dry, I'm not a fan of anything strong and spicy," said Celebi, smiling. 

Her gaze was serious. "Don't give me anything too hot. I will end you." 



"I am also a vegetarian," said Cresselia. "But I'm a fan of bitter food and I don't like dry food. Soups and other warms 
things are nice." 


"I have no preference," said Registeel shortly, folding his arms. "Just make me something that tastes good and we 
won't have a problem." 

"Anything goes for me too!" said Keldeo, grinning. "But uh...make it sour! And not too sweet? That'd be chill!" 
Deoxys-S was last. "I like sweets, but dry food is my least favorite- you get the idea." 

"Got that all down?" asked Mew. He grinned as he sat down with the rest of the Legends. "Then get ready to cook! 
You have an hour and a half to prepare everything!" 
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"Well this is over already!" yelled Gengar. "They've got Weavile and Luxray, who are some of the best cooks 
here, Alakazam who's a freaking genius, and we have MAMOSWINE." 
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"Keldeo's a chill dude, Cresselia's a sweetheart, and Registeel's a smart hardass apparently," commented 
Banette as he counted on his fingers. "They seem more normal than Mew and Mewtwo- why didn't we wind 
up with two of THEM as our hosts?" 
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"What do we do?" asked Noivern, as all of the Graceful Gardevoirs got together. Everyone looked at Alakazam, who 
took a step back. 

"With all due respect, I believe Weavile should be the one to take the lead here," said the brain. He looked over at 
her. "If she doesn't mind." 

"Luxray and I are both pretty good cooks," admitted Weavile. "But the execution is what we have to do later- right 
now, we have to plan three servings that will make as many Legendaries as we can happy." 

"That's impossible- some like meat, and some like vegetables!" protested Swampert. "How are we supposed to pull 
this off? We can't please everyone!" 

"We think of a WAY that's how," snapped Weavile. "Don't you get it? Mew is trying to trick us into screwing ourselves 
up by pleasing everyone. We CAN'T please everyone, so you have to weigh the consequences! So, here's what I 
propose- Celebi and Cresselia are vegetarians, but most of them don't like dry food, right?" 

"They mentioned that, yeah," said Banette. 

"I say we go with a hot soup for the appetizer- that way it won't be dry," explained Weavile. "A vegetarian soup that's 
nice and herbal. We'll pull Cresselia's vote automatically, and Registeel's if it's good enough. If we make it bitter, we 
can probably swing Mew over. And since Mewtwo likes hot food, it's perfect." 

"Celebi won't be pleased," pointed out Gothitelle. "She mentioned zat she prefers cold food, as well as dry." 

"That's the sacrifice we have to make!" yelled Luxray in the voice of a drill sergeant. "Let me tell you something, little 
girl! Have you ever been in war?" 

"Have YOU?" snapped Garchomp back. 

"OH YES I HAVE BEEN!" shouted Luxray. "AND DURING THOSE TIMES, WE DIDN'T HAVE OUR FANCY BATTLE 
STRATEGIES AND MEGA EVOLUTIONS. YOU KNOW WHAT WE HAD?" 

"...what?" asked Noivern, looking genuinely interested. 

"BOMBS. BOMBS AND OUR GUTS. I REMEMBER BACK IN 2007..." 

"Luxray aside," said Mightyena, as Luxray continued rambling to Noivern about the supposed battle. "Weavile's right- 
you have to weigh consequences in here." 



"Next meal-1 propose we offer a sort meat-veggie combo to try and cover all of the ground," explained Weavile. "That 
way, each group can each side. And we'll offer a blend of sauces on the meat, and some dressing on the salad...or 
perhaps no dressing, to get Celebi back on our side..." 

"A light drizzle," suggested Gothitelle. "Zat would be delicieux." 

Everyone was silent. 

"Delicious," drawled Bronzong. 

"Parlez-vous francais?" asked Gothitelle, shocked. 

"I don't speak French, I speak common sense," muttered Bronzong. 

"Meat and veggie combo for the main course, and a hot soup for the appetizer...and what's our dessert?" asked 
Alakazam. 

"A poffin-style souffle- we can make it mild to please everyone to a degree- souffles are difficult, but they taste great-1 
think we can pull it off, especially if the enemy team half asses the dessert," explained Weavile. 

"You think they will?" asked Krookodile, folding his arms. 

"We have the better cooks out of the veterans. Trevenant and Bisharp don't seem like they're into cooking." 

"True enough...uh...so what should we all work on?" asked Mightyena. 

"I'll handle dessert, Luxray can handle the main course...with Alakazam to keep her on track...who wants to take the 
herbal soup?" asked Weavile. 

Swampert raised a beefy arm. "Uh well...I'm pretty good at health food and stuff...if you can give me a recipe, I can 
make sure the soup comes out okay!" 

"Perfect!" yelled Banette. "But...what about the rest of us?" 

"We should take some Pokemon to help each of us," suggested Alakazam. 

"Okay...Swampert, you take Garchomp, Gliscor, and Mightyena. I'll take Banette and Bronzong-1 don't want too many 
people helping me with the souffles, since it’s a hard thing to do. Alakazam, you and Luxray can take the rest. Now 
let's get the materials and go!" shouted Weavile. 
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"So, on one hand, I could let us stomp the enemy team- on the other, I could mess up one of the 
sections...well, other than my own," muttered Krookodile. "Dessert section is filled with good targets, though 
they might catch on, they're a clever bunch. But it might be easier to send Swampert or Gliscor home...so 
many choices..." 
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"We are so totally boned," grumbled Arcanine. 

"I fail to see how you can prove that at this moment," growled Bisharp. 

Gengar slammed his head on the ground. "It's hopeless! They have the two best cooks on their team, and we have 
MAMOSWINE on ours!" 

"Wh-what's that supposed to mean?" protested Mamoswine. 

"DUDE! YOU ATE THE ENTIRE POFFIN CART LAST TIME!" 

"It was an accident!" 

"ENOUGH!" snarled Trevenant. "Quit causing an uproar, you're all pathetic!" 

Everyone went silent, as Bisharp looked to Honchkrow. 



"You and I are pretty much the leaders- any ideas?" 

"I ain't no cook- however, Mew never said we couldn't taste test our food-1 mean, unlike da last time, when you could 
tell right away if da poffin was burnt." 

"What are you suggesting?" 

"Mamoswine can taste test our food and tell us what we gotta do to improve it," said Honchkrow. 

"YES! YES!" shouted Mamoswine, jumping up and down. 

"Relax!" hissed Bisharp, as the ground began to shake from Mamoswine's hops. "You can taste test, but no eating, 
understand? You WILL get eliminated, just like last time." 

"Bisharp, I think that's a bit-," began Medicham. 

"Not now!" growled Bisharp, glaring at her. Medicham sighed and closed her mouth. 
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"He's arrogant and refuses to listen," said Medicham. She glanced to the side. "So...unlike Swampert." 
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"Looks like Garchomp doesn't have my idol," said Honchkrow, glancing at her feathery wings. "Dat's not so 
good, is it?" 
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"Hate to break it to you guys, but we still don't have anyone who knows how to cook," said Kabutops, leaning on the 
counter. 

"On the contrary- we do," argued Bisharp. 

"What? Who?" demanded Mismagius, eyes widening. 

Bisharp smirked, before glancing at Toxicroak. "Well?" 

Toxicroak looked like he was going to be sick. "Aw man...c'mon, you said you weren't going to mention it!" 

"It's nothing to be ashamed of." 

"I know that, but I only cook when I get cravings when I'm stoned or something-!" 

"You're a stoner too? Why weren't you getting high with Roserade?" asked Mismagius with interest. 

"I...uh...well...thought I might get in trouble for...doing it on the show?" answered Toxicroak lamely. 

"That's not the point. The point is, you can cook," said Bisharp. 

"Bro, I cook when I'm high and I don't care about the outcome, you want me to step up and lead this and possibly 
fail? That's PRESSURE!" 

"I'll do the thinking," growled Bisharp. "You just cook. Alright?" 

"Ugh...alright, alright, fine...so, appetizer, entree, and dessert, right?" listed Arcanine. He looked at Bisharp and 
Toxicroak. "What do you think we ought to do." 

"...we've got vegetarians so...how about a salad?" suggested Mismagius. 

"That only appeals to two...and many of them don't like dry food," said Crobat. 

"Let's make an array of sauces to go with it!" said Toxicroak, grinning. "All different kinds, so they can pour it on the 
food to make it go down easier! Like, they can wet it with the...sauce I guess?" 



Kabutops opened his mouth, before he thought better of it. 

"That's apps down. How about an entree?" asked Gengar tiredly. 

"There's meat in here," grumbled Trevenant, looking in the fridge. "How about that?" 

"If we appeal to vegetarians in the first and meat lovers in the second, we may lose some votes," said Crobat 
worriedly. 

"And have that much more guarantees- we only lose Cresselia and Celebi guaranteed, where we get a good shot at 
everyone with the salad," said Bisharp. "I agree. Let's do a meat dish. Let's say...we grill it. Everyone likes barbecue. 
Let's do this." 
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"What kind of...meat is it?" asked Gengar, looking weirded out. "Like where did it...come from?" 
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"No Pokemon were harmed in the making of this show!" said Mew cheerfully. "All meat products are 
artificially produced with the flavors of the actual meat- it's actually this really bizarre tofu-like stuff, but you 
can't even tell." 

Mew leaned back. "I actually spoke with one of the Arceus about it, can't remember which one, but it was 
actually really interesting on how Pokemon used to eat Pokemon long ago, but now it's sort of changed as 
the world has adapted, and now we have meat flavored food instead of meat to preserve the population 
and..." 

Mew paused. "Ah whatever. Point is, we didn't kill anyone!" 
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"Then there's dessert," growled Trevenant, glancing to the frog. "Any ideas? What do you know how to make?" 
"Well, I've got this awesome brownie recipe-" 

"We're not getting the judges high to try and get their vote," said Crobat seriously. 

"Bisharp wouldn't actually suggest that...right?" asked Mismagius, glancing to Bisharp. 

Bisharp coughed and glanced to the side, whistling. 

"...okay, what else do I know?" muttered Toxicroak. Then he perked up. "Wait...I know, cupcakes! Let's do a 
like...build your own cupcake thing! Like, whenever I made cupcakes I never knew what to put on them, so I would 
always like...just leave a bunch of stuff out and everyone could make their own." 

"...they might be lazy, they might not wanna waste time doing that," said Medicham hesitantly. 

"I think it's brilliant- besides, there are FIVE Psychic types there, they can just telekinetically do it," piped up Crobat. 

"It's our best shot," admitted Bisharp. "Alright- first course, salad and dressing, second is ribs, third will be build-a- 
cupcake. Let's break!" 
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"I uh...hope I don't screw this up," moaned Toxicroak, letting out a low, nervous ribbit. 
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"Remember, the soup has to be ready in advance, the main thing you want to do is time the servings!" shouted 
Weavile. "They won't want to wait!" 

Swampert was currently supervising the soup station, while the other two groups were busy preparing their own 
ingredients. He folded his arms and nodded, grinning at everyone. Gliscor swooped in with more vegetables and 
ingredients, before he got to work sauteeing them with a pan, albeit a bit clumsily. 



"Garchomp, be a little less forceful...Mightyena, give that one on the left a few more stirs!" 

Garchomp gnashed her teeth before turning and glaring at the large Pokemon. "Why don't YOU stir the stuff?" 

"When it comes to things like stirring and cutting I bring a little...too much power to the table," said Swampert 
sheepishly. 
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"I didn't mean to burn you, Sceptile!" shouted Swampert. "I should've never stirred the broth that hard! I 
don't even KNOW scald!" 
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Banette was running around with plates in one arm and eggs in the other. "When do we start, Weavile?" 

"Not for a while, we don't want to overcook it...that'll ruin it...instead, let's pick a flavor...I think chocolate would work 
best- it can be bitter OR sweet," said Weavile. 

"Sounds fine to me...dark chocolate may be bitter, but still sweet enough to get a good review," mumbled Bronzong. 

"Remember...just follow my advice and we'll be fine. Alakazam, how are you handling it?" 

Alakazam and Gothitelle were chopping vegetables with their telekinetic powers, while Krookodile was nervously 
watching Luxray grin at the meat, her tail flicking back and forth. "You uh...you okay there, Sparky?" 

"THEY SHALL BE DEVOURED." 

"Okay then." 

Noivern, who was currently preparing plates and other utensils, swooped next to Gothitelle. "Are you uh...busy 
there?" 

"Managing ze knives wiz my mind eez not too difficult...do you require somezing?" queried Gothitelle, eyeing the 
knives with a bored expression. 

"You're...well...you're this super radical hot chick and you have a boyfriend and I well...was wondering if you could 
help another rocker out?" blurted out Noivern. 

"...forgive me, your manner of speaking eez difficult to understand. Am I correct in assuming you are asking for...help 
with ze boys?" 

"...yeah," mumbled Noivern. 

"I should start to charge," joked Gothitelle, chuckling. 

"YOU CHARGE!?" yelped Noivern. 

"No, no, eet eez simply a joke! I will help...er...perhaps later, after ze challenge?" 

"Sure! Sure! Thanks!" yelled Noivern, flying off happily to get some more supplies. 
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"Salads are chopped up," announced Bisharp, washing his blades. Medicham was finishing her own salada "How are 
the sauces coming along?" 

Mismagius turned to face him, nodding to Mamoswine. "We've been okayed on the sweet sauce and the spicy sauce. 
Arcanine is redoing the sour one right now, and the bitter one is being tasted." 

Mamoswine opened a mouth and swallowed a spoonful of bitter sauce from Honchkrow. He smacked his lips before 
he shuddered, his fur rising as he let out a low snort. "Okay. That's bitter enough. Eugh." 

"Your taste buds are gonna make dis a walk in da park, Mamoswine!" said Honchkrow with a grin. 



"Yeah...th-thanks. 


Mew popped in. "It's been quite some time...do you have any food ready for us?" 

"The salad is nearly finished," confirmed Bisharp, stepping up to Mew. 

Weavile walked forward as well. "We're pouring the soup now. Do we have a time limit?" 

"It's already been a half hour...we're starting to get hungry- if you keep us waiting too long, we may not want to give 
you the vote," said Mew smugly. "Try and serve us before we collapse alright?" 

"Yeah, yeah," grumbled Bronzong in a corner. 

Mismagius was putting the finishing touches on the salad, adding some tomatoes, berries, and other vegetables, 
before Crobat came over and placed various sauces on the side of each plate. Bisharp nodded to the group, before 
pointing out some players. 

"Mismagius, Medicham, Gengar, and myself," said Bisharp. "We'll deliver the salads to the hosts. Do we need 
anything else?" 

"No- we're starting on the meat dish- Toxicroak is overseeing everything, while Trevenant is getting stuff done. I have 
Crobat preparing the dessert supplies for Toxicroak," explained Medicham. 

Bisharp nodded in approval. "Good work, Medicham. Let's get these salads to Mew." 

On the other side, Swampert was gathering up the soups, along with Gothitelle, Bronzong, and Banette. 

"We'll hand these out to the Legendaries!" said Swampert cheerfully. "We've got everything, right?" 

"Make eet quick, please- Alakazam will need my assistance for ze main course," urged Gothitelle. 

Swampert let out a heart laugh. "Alright, let's deliver it!" 
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"I'm pretty confident in Swampert's soup," admitted Garchomp. "It smelled pretty good. Health nut aside, at 
least he can make the food TASTE good." 
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"Our salads were expertly chopped by Bisharp and myself," stated Medicham, nodding. "And we have more 
flavors present than the enemy team. We should win." 
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The Graceful Gardevoirs and Victorious Vileplumes put their plates down in front of the seven Legendary Pokemon. 
Some of them had positive reactions- Celebi's eyes glowed when she saw the salad, and Mew sniffed the soup and 
let out an excited murmur. Others, however, such as Mewtwo (who was prodding his salad with a disgruntled look), 
seemed less impressed. 

Swampert stepped forward, rubbing his head. "So uh...our appetizer is a nice, healthy herbal soup- you'll find that 
there's no meat in there. It's a little bitter, but we put in some vegetables to give it a kick- a few spicy things and some 
sour things...mushrooms, onions, other stuff...and it's totally healthy! So we hope you like it!" 

Keldeo grinned as he inhaled deeply. "Oh man...that smells KILLER. Can we eat yet?" 

"Not yet," grumbled Registeel. 

"And the Vileplumes?" queried Mewtwo. 

"We've given you a simple salad with the normal ingredients- lettuce, tomatoes, carrots, onions and 
cucumbers...however, you'll notice the set of sauces on the side- we have prepared sauces of every kind for you to 
enjoy," explained Bisharp. "That way, you can use a dressing of your preference- red is spicy, pink is sweet, green is 
bitter, yellow is sour. Enjoy your salads." 



"Will do!" said Cresselia, smiling happily. 

"One of you has to stay here...you'll be the ones we give our comments and votes to...so we need a Gardevoir and a 
Vileplume to stay," announced Mew. 

Bronzong floated forward, but Gothitelle grabbed him. 

"Not you. Let Swampert stay. He has done enough." 

"Oh, come on," muttered Bronzong. 

"Any volunteers?" asked Bisharp. 

Medicham raised her hand. 

"Very well. Medicham will stay." 

Swampert gulped. 
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"I'm really loving this...vegetarian, maybe, but it actually tastes good," growled Mewtwo, sipping the soup. 

"I know, right? I usually don't go for bitter, but this isn't too bad!" agreed Keldeo cheerfully. 

"Too hot...the salad is better...," mumbled Registeel. 

"I like the dressing idea...that was pretty creative, thinking it up like that," admitted Mew, grinning. He bit into it. "The 
bitter dressing is delicious- sour one isn't too shabby either!" 

"It's better than the soup," muttered Celebi. "I like my food dry, not wet." 

"I think the salad is a cop out- rather than aiming for something, they made a bunch of different dressings to try and 
appeal to all of us," pointed out S. 

"That could be hard work instead of a cop out," argued Cresselia. "But the soup...oh my goodness, it's divine!" 
Swampert and Medicham stood side by side. Medicham leaned over to Swampert. 

"Yours looks delicious...where did you get that recipe?" 

"I watch a lot of shows while I work out- fitness ones, cooking ones, game shows, you name it," whispered Swampert. 
"You?" 

"Mamoswine is our flavor detector, but other than that, we just threw stuff together." 

"Seems like it worked." 

The two of them chuckled, before Medicham turned to Swampert, smiling brightly. 

"So, anyway-" 

"AHEM!" 

The workout buddies turned to Mew, who was standing up and smirking at them, folding his arms. 

"Those weren't bad, kids. But now it's time for us to rate your dishes. The votes will determine who's ahead and who 
falls behind in the challenge. And remember, every vote counts. I'll go first. Registeel, you first." 

"I preferred the salad...l tested every different dressing and they were all good, although the sweet one was a bit 
cloying," explained the golem. "That being said, the soup was too hot and the herbs weren't the tastiest thing I had. 
The salad, however, was an enjoyable experience. One point to the Vileplumes." 

S folded her arms. "I choose the soup- while the salad was a good idea, I feel like it was a very safe move to make 
four different sauces. You are supposed to serve us all the same meal, right? You did that, but it was a narrow 



loophole. While the soup didn't taste sweet, it was still tasty. A point to the Gardevoirs- their meal was a more 
combined dish." 

Swampert and Medicham both grinned- they had earned points. 

Keldeo shrugged. "Soup was good- even though it was healthy. I like my food not too sweet, and the soup definitely 
wasn't that. As for the salad I dunno.J like my food a bit more wet than dry, y'know... Water-type and all. Plus, it was a 
vegetarian soup, which is pretty good...I give it to the Gardevoirs." 

"My vote also goes to the soup-1 adore soup, it was bitter and herbal, and quite healthy," agreed Cresselia. "Graceful 
Gardevoirs get a point." 

"My vote goes to the Vileplumes- that salad was good, dry, and crisp- while I did not use any of the sauces, I still 
enjoyed my meal. Thank you for providing me with a dish suited to my tastes," said Celebi gratefully. 

"I’m going to pick the Gardevoirs-1 don't like salads, but the soup was surprisingly tasty. Nice and hot- warmed me 
right up," growled Mewtwo. He flashed Swampert a thumbs up. "I've rarely ever eaten a healthy soup I like. Good 
work. Point to the Gardevoirs." 

Mew frowned, tapping his chin. "I have a problem- the soup tasted better, but the salad was a great idea that took 
advantage of a loophole. And unfortunately, when I know that someone has used a loophole, it just makes the food 
taste more delicious. I also loved that bitter dressing. Good work, Vileplumes- you get my point...which makes the 
score...4 to 3, with the Gardevoirs in the lead! Now get back in there and help out your teams!" 

Swampert and Medicham nodded and ran back inside. 
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"My soup DOMINATED it!" shouted Swampert, flexing with a grin. 
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Swampert stomped back in, almost knocking over Banette in the process. 

"Whoa!" shouted Swampert, grabbing the puppet and yanking him back up. Banette winced at the tightness of the 
other Pokemon's grip. "You alright?" 

"I'm...fine," croaked Banette, rubbing his hand incredulously. He gave Swampert a questioning look. "How'd the soup 
go?" 

"We won that round- four points to three!" said Swampert. "The Vileplumes had-" 

"Bronzong filled us in," interrupted Weavile. "Anyways, great work Swampert!" 

"How close are we to finishing that damn main course?" grumbled Bronzong, checking on the ramekins in the freezer. 
"We need to serve that sooner rather than later, because we can't change the time these things come out...right 
Weavile?" 

"That's right, souffles are tricky...Alakazam...you're almost done right?" 

"I have Noivern on vegetables, Gothitelle and Krookodile on meat, with Luxray and I doing touch ups here and 
there...we'll be able to start plating any minute." 

"Do you have any idea what the enemy team's working on?" asked Mightyena, glancing warily to the other kitchen's 
door. 

"Not a clue," said Gliscor, putting some dirty plates in the sink. 

"I smell meat," muttered Krookodile, munching on some burnt vegetables, causing Gothitelle to stare in horror. "I think 
they're aiming for a meat dish. And if they don't have any veggies, that means we score Celebi and Cresselia 
automatically, right?" 

"That's right," spat Garchomp. "Serves them right- that salad shit they pulled was stupid." 

"Stupid, but clever- they also pulled it off successfully...they must have a cook over there," deduced Bronzong, eyeing 



the other side warily. 

"One of the newcomers probably," muttered Alakazam under his breath. 

"Don't forget, they have a powerhouse- Mamoswine’s gonna be a huge player!" said Luxray cheerfully. 

"Really? I figured they'd have someone guarding that poffin hoarder," said Garchomp, letting out a small chuckle. 

"Well, he eats a lot, right? He could be tasting everything, telling them what to change...," said Mightyena. 

"And since they can feed him the whole time to test that, he won't try and eat Mew and the others' food," groaned 
Weavile. "I was hoping Mamoswine would trainwreck them. That's not good." 

"Don't lose confidence!" shouted Noivern, bouncing vegetables in her pan. "We're still ahead! Let's stay that way!" 
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"We're behind, but we're not out yet," announced Bisharp. "Kabutops, how is the meat coming along?" 

"I FINALLY GET TO DICE SOMETHING!" roared Kabutops, causing Gengar to give him a weirded out look. 

Kabutops looked sheepish, before going back to delicately slicing the meat, sighing sadly. 

"That's better, big guy, don't shred it!" said Arcanine cheerfully. 

"Arcanine, you're letting it burn!" shouted Toxicroak. "You may like charcoal, but the judges won't! Take care of that, 
please! Trevenant, is the sauce alright?" 

"It's too spicy!" coughed Crobat. 

"Crybaby," snarled Trevenant. 

"I say we go with Toxicroak's, it was a bit milder...that would appeal to most of them," commented Honchkrow, eyeing 
her rice carefully. 

"Fine, use the frog's," grunted Trevenant, tossing his hot sauce away. 

"So we have a good sauce, is the rice good now?" asked Medicham, running forward to take a small spoonful to 
Mamoswine. 

Mamoswine bit into it, humming thoughtfully, before shaking his head. "Needs more salt!" 

"GET IT MORE SALT!" commanded Honchkrow. Gengar gulped and rushed over, salting the rice up. 

"FIVE MINUTES!" shouted Mew from the dining room. 

"Crud!" yelped Toxicroak. "Hurry it up!" 

"I...Toxicroak, are you working on the cupcakes?" asked Bisharp. 

Toxicroak's eyes bulged. "Oh shit I almost forgot!" 
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"Thank god he's not the alliance leader," muttered Bisharp. "Nice Pokemon. Really scatterbrained." 
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"Speaking of cupcakes...," said Gengar, hopping forward to go next to Toxicroak. "How's that going?" 

Toxicroak grinned, pulling the pastries out of the oven. "They're perfectly fine! Maybe a few seconds overdone, but I 
saved them! Now we just need to get the frosting I've been working on this whole time!" 

"I was wondering what you were doing with all of those bowls over there," growled Trevenant. "So those are the 
frostings?" 



"Yeah! And check it out, we can put all the cupcakes on this stand I found in the supplies closet!" said Toxicroak 
cheerfully, putting the stand down in front of them. 

"So it's buffet style," said Arcanine, nodding in approval. "Not bad, Toxicroak." 

"We need that frosting to be killer, though," said Gengar, tapping his chin. "Are you done?" 

"Here's the sour one," said Toxicroak, holding a spoon out to Gengar. Gengar opened his mouth and sucked the 
frosting. 


"Well?" 


Gengar's eyes widened. "Oh man...oh wow oh man oh WOW...THAT WAS AMAZING!" 

"Nice!" shouted Mismagius. "You've nailed it, Toxicroak." 

"Well, not all of them- sour seems to be done, the mild is good, and I'm finishing the spicy one now. I'm working on 
sweet, bitter, and an interesting salty-dry one." 

"Can I have some?" asked Mamoswine hopefully. 

"Not yet!" snapped Bisharp. "We need to prepare the meat dish. Kabutops, you and Honchkrow arrange everything. 
Medicham, Trevenant, Gengar and I will take them out. Understood?" 

"Alright, alright," grumbled Mismagius, giving Trevenant an amused look. He smirked in response. 

"You did good work helping me prepare that spicy sauce," he commented. "Too bad it got knocked off." 

"I personally liked it better than Toxicroak's," she whispered. 

"I know." 

"It's almost time," muttered Bisharp. "Will the cupcakes be ready shortly after, Toxicroak?" 

"Totally!" 
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"And we...are done!" shouted Alakazam. "Bronzong, can you help me carry this out along with Gothitelle and 
Weavile?" 

"Must I?" droned Bronzong, telekinetically grabbing some plates. Weavile glanced to Banette. "Our souffles are still 
cooking okay?" 

"We just put them in Weavile- it's only been 30 seconds. Are you SURE we didn't put them in too early?" asked 
Banette. 

"They'll be fine- we still have to put on the finishing touches when they come out, so Mew and the others have time to 
eat." 

Banette chuckled. "Alright...sounds good. I'll start gathering up the materials right away for that. Gliscor, Noivern, give 
me a hand?" 

Banette ran off with Gliscor and Noivern in tow. Weavile grabbed her plates, while the Psychics picked up theirs 
telekinetically to head out. Once Bronzong had slowly drifted away from the ovens, they were ready to go, heading 
out into the dining room to serve their hungry hosts. 

"Let's see...oven un attended, not my station...they seem pretty confident," said Krookodile, snickering under his 
breath. Carrying away his cleaned plates, he walked past the ovens, his tail flicking back and forth. His moved and 
whacked the dial of the oven, changing the temperature of the inside. Quietly, he altered each dial, turning some 
temperatures up and some other ones down. Krookodile headed to the sink and turned on the water, before he 
started laughing quietly, but not loud enough to be heard over the water. 


The dominoes had been set up perfectly. And he was ready to watch them fall. 
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"I've got a jackpot rolling here!" said Krookodile with a hearty laugh. "Banette, Weavile, and Bronzong? Any 
of them going home is a blast for me! You don't have to be the fastest one to win the race as long as you trip 
up the other competitors- no one is faster than the last man standing!" 
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"Our dish is a simple meat dish with a mild, light sauce. We hope you enjoy it," said Mismagius. 

"That's...it?" asked Celebi, sounding utterly appalled. "I can't eat this at all?" 

"I don't believe this!" shouted Cresselia, horrified. "Why would you serve us something like this? We're not even 
getting an entree?" 

Mew frowned. "That...is not right, guys." 

"Speak for yourself, I'm happy," admitted Mewtwo, chuckling. S threw him a look, and he coughed awkwardly. 

"Fortunately, we've provided a dish that contains both meat and vegetables- we hope you enjoy it," said Alakazam 
smugly, as they laid down their plates. 

The Legendaries began to eat, with Cresselia and Celebi both casting each other dark looks. S and Mewtwo chatted 
quietly, while Keldeo tore all of his meat apart in a way that was rather appalling for a horse creature. Registeel glared 
at Trevenant, who was watching him intently, as Registeel held up the food with his mind. Everyone watched as it 
slowly began to disappear- no one had any idea how he was eating it. 

"That's...weird...you think Banette can do that?" asked Weavile curiously. 

"I'm sure he doesn't need to...he's a ghost," drawled Bronzong. 

"But...Gengar still eats...," protested Gothitelle uncertainly. 

"Arceus, I am STARVING," moaned Gengar. "Can we be done soon? I'm gonna die AGAIN without any food." 

"...this got complicated," muttered Bronzong. 

"Aren't you going to send us back?" asked Weavile impatiently. 

"Don't you have enough Pokemon back there?" grumbled Mew. "I only sent them back the first round because you 
had two more dishes to cook. Relax." 

Weavile huffed angrily, but Bronzong floated closer. 

"Banette can handle it." 

"I set up the stuff fine- he just has to take them out at the right time," muttered Weavile. 

"He had a timer in his hand," commented Alakazam. "He'll be fine." 

After about fifteen minutes, the legends were done. Celebi and Cresselia had fixed the Vileplumes with a cold stare 
that made Mismagius and Gengar gulp, though Bisharp held his ground. Keldeo had happily finished both his plates, 
as did Registeel. Both Mew and Mewtwo had eaten most of their food, though Mewtwo left his vegetables untouched. 
S had sampled both plates, but hadn't eaten too much on either one...something that made the others think she was 
waiting for dessert. 

"I'll go first- while the vegetables weren't AMAZING, at least the Gardevoirs had them- they get my vote," began 
Celebi. 

"And mine," finished Cresselia. "For the same reason." 

"Do you think that was a wise move, Bisharp?" asked Mewtwo, smirking. 

"We'll see what you and the others think," said the blade knight stiffly. 



"Well, you did one thing right- you made more meat, and you made it better- that mild sauce was pretty damn tasty, 
and I enjoy my meat," admitted Mewtwo. "So, if you were aiming to please me, you succeeded. Vileplumes get my 
point." 

"You also get mine," said S, fixing the Gardevoirs with a cool stare. "You did what the Vileplumes did on the first part 
of this challenge- you tried to please everyone, but your food output was utterly mediocre. The vegetables were 
alright, and the meat was alright- but neither of them were great. The Vileplumes win with me." 

Mew frowned. "As much as I want to give the Gardevoirs the point since they, y'know, MADE MY GIRLFRIEND 
SOMETHING SHE COULD EAT...I say the Vileplumes had better food. Like S said, the vegetables and meat were 
alright...but they could've been done more justice. Strange, Alakazam-1 expected something amazing when I saw 
you bringing the food out. You didn't take more risks." 

"Luxray was on our station-1 wanted to avoid what happened LAST time," said Alakazam, sighing. 

"I appreciate that, but you're not winning the point." 

"I personally disagree-1 like veggies and meat, so the point from me goes to the Gardevoirs- that meat sauce was 
nice and mild, but it was a bit too bland for me- your dressing on the salads were a lot better, guys," said Keldeo 
sympathetically. 

"Which leaves Registeel with the deciding vote," commented Mew. 

"I give it to the meat only dish," droned Registeel. "The vegetables did not make up for the lackluster meat. The meat 
dish prepared by the Vileplumes was better. My point goes to them." 

"Which...ties up the score!" said Mew, smirking. "Since by now, it's too late to change your desserts, tell us what 
you've got!"’ 

"We'll be preparing some chocolate souffles for you," said Weavile, grinning. Mew and Mewtwo smirked, licking their 
lips. S's eyes widened as she shot Mewtwo a look of excitement. 

"And the Vileplumes?" asked Registeel. 

"Uh...we'll have some interesting cupcakes," muttered Mismagius sheepishly. 

Mew and Mewtwo stared, before glancing to the Gardevoirs. 

"No offense, this seems like its almost over already," mumbled Mew. 

"They'll be AMAZING cupcakes," insisted Gengar. 

"Let's hope so! Now get back to your stations!" snapped Mewtwo. "And serve us soon! We want these out in less than 
ten minutes!" 
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Bisharp and the others marched back in, before staring in amazement. Toxicroak had set up a full display of 
cupcakes on his massive cupcake stand, with all six different frostings surrounding them, with spoons in each bowl of 
frosting. In addition, there were different toppings such as chocolate chips, cookie crumbles, berries, gummies, and 
more in small bowls on the platter. Toxicroak, who was putting the finishing cupcakes on the very top of the stand, 
grinned at them. 

"Whaddya think?" 

"Toxicroak, you are utterly brilliant!" shouted Bisharp, smiling. 

"These look great," said Medicham, nodding in approval. "You have quite a talent, Toxicroak." 

Toxicroak blushed. "Aw...heh...thanks, Medicham." 

"Any idea what the Graceful Gardevoirs are doing?" queried Kabutops. 

Bisharp and Trevenant both felt the smies slipping from their faces as they shared a look. 



"Not...good?" asked Crobat worriedly. 

"They have Weavile making them SOUFFLES," hissed Mismagius. 

"Souffle?" asked Mamoswine. "Can I have one?" 

"NO! YOU AIN'T SUPPORTING DA ENEMY, BUB!" roared Honchkrow. Mamoswine let out a low whimper. 

"Better throw in the towel on this- Weavile's an amazing cook," muttered Arcanine. "I remember that cooking 
challenge in Total Pokemon World Tour." 

"Poffins are simpler than souffles...she might mess it up," snapped Mismagius. 

"Guys...relax...at the end of the day, we made a good effort...and uh...l saved us some left over cupcakes," said 
Toxicroak cheerfully, pointing to a small platter on a counter nearby. 

Mamoswine whirled around so fast he knocked Kabutops over with his tusk. "LEFTOVERS?" 

He bounded towards the pile, quickly followed by Mismagius, Honchkrow, Gengar, Arcanine, and a staggering 
Kabutops. 

"No matter what...at the end of the day, you did good, Toxicroak," said Bisharp. 
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"They were DELICIOUS!" shouted Mamoswine. "I don't care if we lose- I'm not voting that frog out, he's great! 
Think he'll make me a snack another time?" 
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"WEAVILE!" 

Weavile jumped when she heard Banette cry out her name. The puppet ran over, his eyes wild and horrified. 

"Something's wrong! Some souffles are burning!" 

"What?" yelped Weavile. "That's impossible, I set the times perfectly!" 

"I have Gliscor and Noivern fanning away the smoke, but we need to see if they're still okay!" 

"Go!" shouted Alakazam. Weavile, Bronzong, and Banette ran over to where Gliscor and Noivern were fanning their 
wings at the oven. Banette grimaced as he reached in with an oven mitt, pulling out the ramekins with the souffles in 
them. The three dessert makers stared in horror at the charred and burnt souffles. 

"No...no way...they're utterly destroyed!" gasped Weavile. "That...that can't be." 

Garchomp leered at Banette. "You didn't screw with the temperatures right?" 

"I didn't touch them!" snapped Banette. 

"He's right...! was watching Banette the whole time," said Gliscor. "He didn't turn the dial once. We were just chatting 
when we stated smelling smoke." 

"At least we didn't lose all of the ovens, right?" said Noivern worriedly. "Only one was burning." 

"Thank goodness...we still may have a chance guys," said Weavile, relieved. Banette sighed exasperatedly, but 
Bronzong didn't respond. 

"Bronzong?" 

"Hate to be a downer, but check the other oven," hissed the bell. Weavile looked at the other two ovens, before her 
eyes widened. 

"These ones are raw! Barely even cooked!" 



"Well just start them cooking again!" barked Garchomp. 

"It isn't that simple!" snarled Weavile. "They've supposed to have been in there for almost 20 minutes, and they 
haven't been cooking for 15!" 

"Well, we have time- right?" asked Mightyena, looking worried. 

"Mewtwo wants ze desserts out in less zan ten minutes," murmured Gothitelle unhappily. 

"Not enough time," grunted Swampert. 

Weavile looked to Alakazam. "What do we do?" 

Alakazam was silent. Then he sighed. 

"We lose. But that's not all. Let me talk to you all after this is over." 

"Who cares?" grumbled Bronzong. 

"Campers!" shouted Mewtwo, stomping to the entrances of both kitchens. "Both of your teams, come on out and bring 
your desserts!" 
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"We got SCREWED," moaned Mightyena, lashing her tail. 
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"I have an idea who did it," snarled Garchomp, gritting her teeth. "After all, HE was on that station." 
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Mew and Mewtwo stared. "So uh...no offense Weavile but...what the hell are these?" 

Weavile sighed at the burnt and raw souffles in front of them, before shaking her head in dismay. "Someone...messed 
with the ovens...sabotaged the souffles." 

"Oooooh...interesting," said Mew, smirking. "Well, let's see if the Victorious Vileplumes pulled of their cupcakes...you 
might still have a chance!" 

Toxicroak and Trevenant wheeled out the giant cupcake stand, before putting it on the table. The Legendaries stared 
in astonishment as Toxicroak stepped forward, grinning. 

"So like...I wanted to sort of make a 'Build-A-Cupcake' sort of dessert- so you can pick a cupcake- there's both 
chocolate and vanilla, and then put on your choice of frosting! I put labels on each bowl so you know if it's spicy or 
bitter or...well...you know. Uh... any ways, there's also toppings like sprinkles and gummies and well...hope you like it!" 

Everyone watched in confusion, before Celebi picked up a cupcake with her mind, spreading the blue frosting and 
placing some sprinkles on it. She held it up to her mouth and took a small, hesitant bite. 

Everyone held their breath. 

Celebi's eyes widened. "It's...absolutely delicious!" 

"Really?" asked Keldeo, stretching forward and impaling on one his horn. Mewtwo, Mew, and Deoxys-S all yanked 
some cupcakes in, with S taking about ten on her own. 

"Wow...they really are great!" muttered Keldeo with a full mouth. 

"Brilliantly done...these are awesome...I love the sour, the mild one isn't have bad either," complimented Mewtwo. 
"Who's idea was this?" asked Registeel. 

Toxicroak raised a hand sheepishly. 



"Well isn't that cool? The frog in the background stepped up and led his team to victory...because let's face it, all 
seven of us are giving points to the cupcakes, and that means the VICTORIOUS VILEPLUMES WIN!" roared 
Mewtwo. 

"YES!" yelled Toxicroak, before the rest of his team ran over, hoisting him up into the air. They all cheered as they 
carried Toxicroak back to the kitchen, to get some more cupcakes. 

"And as for the Graceful Gardevoirs...you were doing amazing, but that little trick certainly tripped up your team...you 
might want to find the one responsible before your elimination ceremony tonight," said Mew, wagging a finger. "Now 
then, the rest of us will be going to tour around the island a bit so...just meet me at the ceremony!" 

Mew and the other Legendaries stood up, heading for the door. 

"Sabotage...reminds me of old times," muttered Celebi. 

"Tell me about it," grunted Registeel. "I hated that competition." 

Mewtwo was the last to leave, giving the Graceful Gardevoirs a sympathetic glance, but shut the door behind him. He 
knew they had lost, and they knew they had lost. They just had to figure out who and how. 

"Tch, so stupid," grumbled Bronzong, floating off. Gliscor let out a gruff mutter as he flew away, while Mightyena 
padded after Arcanine to go and see if she could have a cupcake, Luxray on her heels. 

Weavile went to go after Banette, but Alakazam caught her hand. 

"Hang on...there's something we need to discuss," reminded Alakazam. 

"Right...so...what do you think happened?" asked Weavile. 

"I spoke with Krookodile, Gliscor, and Garchomp," muttered Alakazam, nodding to the shark and crocodile. "You were 
outside delivering the plates, correct? I trust you didn't do anything to the souffles before you left?" 

"Are you seriously asking me if I changed the temperature?" snapped Weavile incredulously. "No way! Why would I 
screw my OWN course?" 

"Calm down-1 believe you," said Alakazam. "The thing is...Gliscor was watching and talking with Banette...he couldn't 
have messed anything up either." 

"Dude, I said it already, it wasn't me!" yelped Banette. "I called Weavile to FIX it- that would've been 
counterproductive as hell!" 

"It could've been ANYONE in there," insisted Weavile. 

"But I think it was someone in particular...it'd be a lot easier for someone on your station to screw you up, though," 
said Noivern. 

"You are zinking of Bronzong," said Gothitelle, applying a layer of lipstick to her face. 

"Well...he WAS the last one out of the room...he could've screwed them up before he left...he was over there, right?" 
suggested Krookodile. 

"That's...true...but why mess up his own station?" asked Weavile. "That makes him easy to get caught!" 

"Not if he's not in the room," argued Swampert, frowning in thought. 

"You actually think he would do that?" asked Banette, scratching his head. 

"Wouldn't we have seen him messing with it though? Like, turning the dials?" asked Noivern, sounding a bit hesitant 
as if she didn't WANT to believe Bronzong had done this. 

"Not if he used his telekinesis," said Alakazam, sighing quietly. "This after the Seizor scandal? I'm shocked- Bronzong 
made a bold move." 

"I'm...still not too certain it's him," admitted Weavile. "This seems a bit...out of his style." 



"...how about this? We question him first-1 want to know what his aim was. Bronzong is clever- he wouldn't pull a 
stunt like this without an ulterior motive," said Alakazam. 

"Let's just kick him off!" hissed Garchomp with a snort. 

"No...give him a chance to defend himself. After that, if he's not convincing, kick him out," said Swampert sternly. 

"He won't want to go to a trial," muttered Banette. 

"Convince him. Trick him if you must. This is important- he could have information regarding the idols and other 
things," said Alakazam. 
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"Alakazam is running this operation way too fairly!" growled Garchomp. "A council decided that Marill and 
Mightyena would be put up, and now we're giving Bronzong a hearing? Maybe we should boot him. I liked 
this game ruthless." 

000 

"Why the hell are we meeting to discuss an elimination in the CAFETERIA?" snapped Bronzong, as Banette led the 
bell along through the camp towards the large building in the center. 

"Look, Weavile was hungry- and to be fair, it'll be harder to overhear us if there's a bunch of people in there," 
responded Banette, feeling wretched. He wasn't a big fan of lying, at least not for the purpose of tricking someone he 
considered...well, okay, he and Bronzong weren't exactly friends, but they were at least on good terms with each 
other! 

"...ugh, can't be helped- why exactly did you want to get Garchomp out again?" asked Bronzong. 

"She's lost her Mega Stone and she's a bitch- why else?" muttered Banette. 

"...fair point...clever strategy from you two," admitted Bronzong. 

Banette cursed in his head as he led Bronzong up the stairs and opened the door, letting the bell in first. Bronzong 
gave a nod of appreciation to the gesture, but he stopped dead when he entered the mess hall. All of the Graceful 
Gardevoirs were sitting, waiting for him, with the exception of Swampert, who was leaning against the wall near the 
door. Banette gave him a look of shock- had Alakazam really made him guard it in case Bronzong tried to run. 

"It was either me or Garchomp," whispered Swampert. "I didn't want her to hurt him." 

"I'll give you that- you're a nice dude," replied Banette. "Sorry for suspecting-" 

"No worries." 

Bronzong turned towards Banette, giving him an icy glare. 

"So. Now that you've tricked me into coming here, do you mind telling me what your little plan for this is?" 

"It wasn't his. It was mine," said Alakazam, standing up. Bronzong turned and gave Alakazam a look up and down, 
before scoffing. 

"You know, we've never faced off before. Don't think I'm Hypno, because you don't have dirt on me. So I'd appreciate 
you not trying to push me around." 

"What I do have is a team that can eliminate you," responded Alakazam without a trace of fear. "But not yet. I want to 
know everything Bronzong- there are two crimes we're accusing you of here-" 

"Crimes?" asked Bronzong incredulously. "I'm being put on TRIAL? You can't be serious." 

"Fine- deeds, if you want a more pleasant word," drawled Alakazam sarcastically. "Evidence is stacked against you. 
For the today's challenge, you worked the dessert station- you knew that the souffles would be ruined if you changed 
the temperature, as you worked with Weavile on her station. You were the last one seen walking away from the oven, 
and you have telekinesis. You would easily be able to sabotage the timers with your telekinetic powers. You are the 
most likely candidate." 



"And the other deed?" asked Bronzong. "Oh wait, let me guess. Seizor's elimination, as if you care what happens on 
the other team. You think I'm the one that pulled the idol stunt, right? Now that we've gotten those pleasantries out of 
the way, why don't you explain your evidence for that?" 

"...you were on the island with her, you could've easily sabotaged the idols at that point by tossing her a fake one. In 
addition, of the Pokemon that were at the party, you were the only one not there. Why? I assume it was to make more 
idols, as another camper has found one and showed it to me." 

"Which camper?" asked Bronzong. 

"Not important," snarled Garchomp. 

"Clearly it wasn't you," countered Bronzong, to both Alakazam and Garchomp. "So, is that it?" 

"I just want to know why you did what you did," questioned Alakazam. 

"We all do," agreed Gothitelle. 

Bronzong stared, before he started to tremble. A few moments later, a low chuckle started to escape him. His 
snickering got louder before his deep, bored voice had turned into a sardonic laugh. Bronzong grinned, his eyes 
pinpointed on Alakazam. 

"Did what? From what I've gathered, you have no proof. What do you actually have on me?" 

"We have evidence that implies-," interrupted Mightyena, a bit awkwardly. 

"Implications are only implications- what do you actually have on me?" repeated Bronzong, his eyes gleaming. 
"Nothing. You have absolutely nothing, Alakazam, and that's why you threw the trial. You would've voted me off if you 
had direct proof. But you don't. That’s what this is for- to get that proof." 

"...are you really going to risk your elimination like this?" questioned Alakazam. 

"What risk? Half of you want me gone anyway," shot back Bronzong with a sneer. "But fine. I acknowledge your 
attempt to screw me up. I'll play your little game, but not because I'm scared- only because I'm curious to see if the 
great Alakazam can trump me." 

Alakazam scowled. "This isn't a game." 

"Give me a chance to respond to these claims. So, first accusation- that I rigged the challenge, right? That's what you 
think? Because of my powers, and my position to oven, for a currently unknown reason?" 

"That's...right," admitted Noivern. 

"Alright. So what's to say Alakazam or Gothitelle didn't do it?" 

"Why would I do zat?" asked Gothitelle. 

"Hey, there's no reason I would do it- why not you?" responded Bronzong. 

"Don't twist the accusation- it was your station, you could have easily messed it up to make us lose," shot back 
Alakazam. 

"You really don't know me Alakazam," laughed Bronzong. "You don't know my style at all. But there's someone here 
who does." 

Bronzong glanced back at Banette. "You and your dancer pal know me better than most of the jerks in this room. So, 
by all means, correct me if I'm wrong." 

Banette swallowed uncomfortably. Weavile gave him a tired look. She had agreed that it wasn't Bronzong's style, but 
that wasn't being taken into account now. 

"It wasn't Banette, and it wasn't Weavile- so who else walked by those stoves in the fifteen minutes we were watching 
the Legendaries eat?" asked Bronzong. 



Everyone was silent. 

"Oh. You mean you only paid attention to three Pokemon?" drawled Bronzong sarcastically. "How surprising." 

"It was your station!" protested Luxray. 

"You think I'd sabotage my own station? Only an idiot would do that- use your head!" snapped Bronzong. "We were 
making SOUFFLES, and we were in the lead!" 

"We were tied after ze second course," corrected Gothitelle. "You would not know ze outcome." 

"You said I changed the oven settings before we delivered course two- which means that I would've done it before the 
second course was judged, so we STILL were in the lead. Why would I try to throw a challenge when we were in the 
lead?" 


"To eliminate someone, obviously!" shouted Garchomp. 

"Or I could do the sensible thing, wait until we lose, and then do it," said Bronzong, sound exasperated. "We had that 
challenge in the bag-1 wouldn't risk myself for a plan that could potentially screw me over. I don't do anything without 
weighing the consequences." 

Banette shared a look with Swampert, before giving the muscular starter a nod. That was true. He had felt that the 
accusations against Bronzong were a bit...odd. It had been risky, and it had been a bold move- Bronzong didn't like 
risks, and he liked to stay in the shadows. In addition, messing up a challenge they were winning? For Bronzong, that 
wasn't normal. It was utterly bizarre. 

"So, let's get this straight- when the four of us left to deliver the entrees, you think I messed up the oven. When there 
were a bunch of Pokemon in that kitchen for the span of FIFTEEN minutes. And the only ones who we KNOW didn't 
touch the ovens were Gliscor and Banette," stated Bronzong. "Face it, Alakazam. You have no proof on me- you only 
suspect me because of the Seizor scandal." 

"I want to trust you," argued Alakazam. "We're friends, and in order to be a team-" 

"Trust me?" asked Bronzong, eyes wide. "TRUST ME? You've NEVER trusted me, NONE of you have ever 
TRUSTED me. You throw the word friend at me, but is this really what friends do to each other? Because if so, I'm 
glad I don't have them." 

Alakazam went silent. 

"Do you have anything else that can prove I did the oven trick?" 

Gothitelle and Weavile glanced to Alakazam, who swore under his breath. 

"No." 

"Thought as much. Second accusation then. You think that I did the fake idol...or fake idols. Alright, time for me to 
shoot that down. How would I know what the idol looked like? Mew just said it was a statue that looked like him. I 
have no idea what details are on it." 

"Neither would we- you must have figured zat out- Seizor would have no idea what ze idol would look like as well, so 
anyzing could have fooled her," pointed out Gothitelle. 

"Fair enough. How would I have ensured she got the fake idol?" 

"You brought it with you to the island with the rest of the fakes," answered Gliscor, sounding a bit confused. 

"Alright. Say I did that. You say another contestant found a fake idol. So it's someone here, I presume. Who was it?" 
"Classified," responded Alakazam. 

"It's important- did they go to the island before or after I had been there?" 

Krookodile's eyes widened in alarm as he shot Garchomp a look. He knew that Garchomp had mentioned it to 
Alakazam, saying that she knew someone else had found a fake idol, but he asked her not to tell anyone who it was. 
Hopefully, she hadn't mentioned his name. Alakazam probably assumed it was her. 



"I said it's classified," repeated Alakazam stiffly. 

"If they went before me, it's impossible for them to have the idols from me. If they went after, it can’t have been when 
Banette and Toxicroak were there, since I was apparently carving more idols during the party." 

"What’s your point?" asked Mightyena, curious. 

"Well, how would I drop those idols on the island? I haven't been there again." 

"What he's saying is...he would've had to brought multiple idols to the island on his first trip there, since he hasn't 
been there again...but...Seizor would've surely noticed," muttered Weavile. "Crap." 

"I raise a different question- why didn't you attend Gengar's party?" asked Alakazam. 

"Because you're not my friends and I'm not a party Pokemon," snarled Bronzong. 

"Then what were you doing?" 

"Fine. You really want to know? I'll come clean," spat Bronzong. "I was doing the exact same thing you're doing now." 
"Trying to find a reason not to eliminate someone?" hissed Alakazam. 

"No. Solving the mystery of the idol scheme," said Bronzong. 

"Solving your OWN scheme?" asked Garchomp derisively. 

"It's not my scheme. It's too much work to make idols and plant them on that island-1 never wanted to be there. But 
while you were all partying, I solved the riddles- something that Alakazam hasn't done...but then again, you don't care 
about the idol since you'll never get sent to that island until the real one's been used." 

Alakazam narrowed his eyes. "How did you solve it?" 

"Use your head. Seizor and I were sent. I was probably sent because they thought I'd be too lazy to find that idol. 
Seizor, we wanted to weaken her physically. Who were the next two sent?" 

"Toxicroak and I," replied Banette. 

Bronzong nodded to Banette. "Banette's the key to the mystery." 

"Me?" asked Banette, pointing to himself in confusion. "Wh-what?" 

"Think. They sent lazy old me to the island, and then they follow it up by sending Banette- one of the strongest 
players with possibly THE best track record in this competition over the course of the first two seasons," drawled 
Bronzong. "And that doesn't seem odd to you? Banette would be among the last I'd send since I think he'd be one of 
the first to find the idol!" 

"But why does it worry you if they send a threat like Banette to the island?" asked Mightyena, struggling to keep up. 

"You don't send a threat to the island unless it's not a threat!" snapped Bronzong impatiently. "Don't you get it? They 
sent Banette looking for the idol because SCIZOR thought she had the REAL ONE. Which would mean..." 

"Banette couldn't find it...so that's what was bothering you," concluded Weavile. 

"And THAT little detail caught my eye. So I went searching in every dorm while the party was going on in the 
cafeteria. First the Victorious Vileplumes, and then our own. And I found no idol in either one, as Seizor had hidden 
her fake somewhere else." 

"So...you solved the reason why Banette was sent to the island- so all you figured out is that Seizor got 
scammed...assuming you didn't scam her in the first place," explained Alakazam. "And how does that solve you the 
entire case?" 

Bronzong hesitated. 

"And bear in mind, you still haven't given me a reason to excuse you." 



"You can't prove my guilt," reminded Bronzong. 

"Zat eez not ze only problem," said Gothitelle. "Why should we keep you on zis team, Bronzong? We have several 
Psychics, you do not like us, and you do not wish to be a team player. What reason eez there to keep you?" 

Bronzong stared for a long time before letting out a low sigh. 

"Because I know the REAL culprit behind the idol scam." 
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"WHAT?" roared Krookodile. 
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"You know the real culprit?" murmured Alakazam. "Interesting. Tell me, and show your proof." 

"No." 

"No?" asked Alakazam, confused. 

"No. I'm not going to throw you proof without something in return. So how about this? If you don't vote me off, I'll tell 
you all after the ceremony. But if you DO vote me off...well...let's just say I know some stuff about you guys." 

"Such as what?" asked Gliscor, sounding nervous. 

"I watch. I lurk. I see everything. I know your strengths and weaknesses. None of you are my enemies. And none of 
you are my allies. But you really do not want to make an enemy of me. Not with the cards I have." 

"...you're in no position to bargain," growled Alakazam, a bit annoyed and impressed that Bronzong was going to 
make a move like this. 

"I'm in a perfect position to bargain- you want to trust me and preach about friendship, right?" asked Bronzong, his 
eyes not leaving Alakazam's. "Then prove it- if you vote someone else off, other than me...I don't know, say 
Garchomp, or Swampert, or Mightyena...then I'll reveal the culprit and help them get eliminated. If you vote me off, 
you're going to be disappointed when the real culprit strikes again." 

"I think you're bluffing," said Alakazam. 

"And I think you're angry. It's high time you realize that despite having a brain in that skull of yours, we're not all as 
easy to beat as Hypno," responded Bronzong with a smirk. "First Honchkrow, now me? You're losing your touch." 

Gothitelle laid a hand on Alakazam's shoulder, while he seethed quietly. 

"Anyways. I'm done here. I have nothing more to say, so I hope you make the right choice." 

Bronzong turned and floated out without any hesitation. He didn't look back. 

"...now what?" asked Swampert, looking nervous. 

"We do as we said and vote his ass off!" snapped Garchomp. 

"But...if he's got information...," muttered Gliscor. 

"Could be a bluff," said Alakazam. "But...I'm not sure. This is...a difficult situation." 

"Well one thing’s for certain- it's gonna be an interesting ceremony," grunted Banette. 
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"So, you had a question for me?" asked Gothitelle. "Regarding boys, correct? First off, eez eet Gliscor or 
Krookodile?" 

"...how did you know it was one of them?" asked Noivern, gaping. 



"Zey are the only single boys on zis team, except Swampert but...well, let’s just say he eez unobtainable." 

"What?" 

"No worries," laughed Gothitelle. "Anyways, which one eez eet?" 

"...Gliscor. I...think he's cute and on one hand, I'm totally okay with just being friends but he’s just so...so sweet and 
kind and I...well...I can't help it, I have a crush, okay? Not cool!" blurted out Noivern. 

"Calm down and relax...I suspected eet was him...unforunately, he eez not so easy to obtain as say Toxicroak or 
Krookodile." 

"What...what do you mean?" pressed Noivern. 

Gothitelle closed her eyes. "Zere eez fear within his heart. He puts on a brave act, but zat confidence and attitude eez 
transparent. Somezing eez haunting him...eet eez in his eyes." 

"...do you know what it is? Come on! He doesn't freak out around anyone but me!" wailed Noivern, slamming her 
head against the wall. 

"Shh! I zink he freaks out around you because HE likes YOU...but I have a feeling zere are problems he had in the 
past regarding...significant others." 

"You mean he had an ex girlfriend or something who hurt him?" asked Noivern. 

"Maybe. Perhaps eet eez not as serious, but it could also be more serious. For zis problem, you must be patient. Let 
him come to you." 

"Banette mentioned that as well," mumbled Noivern. 

"Do not listen to Banette," warned Gothitelle. "He eez in no place to give romantic advice. What you must do is be 
kind to him and not push him. Zat boy folds under pressure- don't be the one to cause zat pressure." 

The intercom blared loudly, and Mew called the campers to the campfire. 

"Zat eez all ze time we have," murmured Gothitelle. "We shall talk again soon, oui?" 

"Uh...yeah...of course...uh...who are you voting for?" asked Noivern, hastily trying to change the subject. 

"Ze trial did not change my vote," answered Gothitelle shortly, as she strode towards the ceremony. 
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"Bronzong is out the door!" yelled Garchomp. 
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"Bronzong, your trial was a nice show and all...but you didn't make me trust you. Sorry," muttered Mightyena. 
000 

"Vote oft bronze bell and my secret's safe!" shouted Krookodile. "Sayonara, sucker!" 
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"You haven't won yet, Bronzong," said Alakazam coolly. 
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The ceremony was tense. The Graceful Gardevoirs still seemed a bit sore from their loss earlier, and many of them 
were either looking grumpy or nervous. Garchomp and Krookodile were glaring daggers at a silent Bronzong, 
Alakazam seemed a bit restless, and Luxray was licking the dirt to try and find something that tasted "lucky". Banette 
and Weavile exchanged a worried glance, before Banette hesitantly took her hand. Mismagius scowled at the 
contact, before Trevenant pulled her closer to his side with a wry smirk. Bisharp and Toxicroak both watched the 
ceremony carefully, while Honchkrow played solitaire, Crobat at her side. 



"This challenge was INTERESTING!" exclaimed Mew, his eyes gleaming. "Very interesting, considering the fact the 
only reason you lost is because someone sabotaged you. Did you guys figure out who it was?" 

There was a long silence. 

"Well, considering only one goes home tonight, I hope you picked the right one. When I call your name, step forward. 
Swampert, Gothitelle, and Noivern." 

Swampert sighed in relief as he jogged up, Noivern floating after him. Gothitelle cast Alakazam a worried glance. 
"Gliscor...and Banette! Krookodile, you too." 

Gliscor relaxed and floated forward, while Banette caught his Poke Block, still sitting beside Weavile. Krookodile 
opened his jaws to eat his block happily. 

"...Luxray, Weavile...and Alakazam...Mightyena too." 

Luxray let out a loud cackle and rocketed forward, snatching her Poke Block in her mouth, while Weavile caught hers. 
Alakazam and Mightyena stepped up side by side to take their keys to safety. Everyone else had started to watch 
now, with Garchomp glaring into Bronzong's emotionless gaze. 

"Wow...so the bottom two are loud and lazy," chuckled Mew. "Well, the question is, is the monster shark going home, 
or is the sneaky bell too clever for his teammates to trust?" 

Bronzong sighed, closing his eyes. Garchomp folded her arms, staring in defiance. 

"The camper who will be going home tonight is..." 

Banette frowned. Krookodile grinned. 

"Bronzong." 

Garchomp let out a loud laugh as she punched the air. "Yes! I knew it! I KNEW it was time for you to go home!" 

"Oh really?" drawled Bronzong. 

"Sorry, Bronzong, but you've received nearly all the votes- almost everyone voted you off on your team!" said Mew 
cheerfully. 

"What a shame...because I don't think I'LL be the one going home," said Bronzong, his eyes glowing as a rare smile 
graced his face. The Graceful Gardevoirs stared as Bronzong floated into the air. That smile wasn't kind- it wasn't 
friendly. It was the smile of someone who had the highest hand in a game of cards. Bronzong glowed with a pink aura 
as he pulled something from inside his body...something that was hidden in the bell... 

"I won't be leaving tonight...not yet...because I have the immunity statue," said Bronzong, slamming down a white 
statue of Mew flashing a thumbs up. Everyone stared in astonishment. 

Garchomp frowned, before she snorted. "It's probably a fake, jackass. Remember, there was someone who put them 
all on the island-" 

"Funny, I thought you suspected ME of being that person- why would I use my own fake?" asked Bronzong. "But, 
then again, we can ask Mew to verify it." 

Bronzong tossed the idol to Mew, who walked over to look. Garchomp felt her confidence slip away as her heart rose 
to her throat. No way...it...it couldn't be... 

Mew looked it all over, before looking at the bottom, smirking as he gave a nod. 

"Sorry, Garchomp, but unlike Seizor, Bronzong got the right one. The pose, material, and trademark are all right." 

"NO WAY!" roared Garchomp in disbelief. 

"Impossible!" shouted Bisharp. 

"How did you manage to find it?" asked Crobat incredulously. 



"The bottom, Mew," stated Bronzong lazily. Mew held it up, where the words were plain as day. 

"Congratulations: You Have Won Im-MEW-nity!" 

"How did I know that one was real and not the fake? Because of the pun- the one who plotted this little party of fakes 
would never think Mew's ego was that big. But I've seen it first hand and KNOW that Mew would put his name 
somewhere on the damn thing. That was all the proof I needed. If you remember Seizor's, it was wooden and had no 
pun." 

"B-but...where did you GET it?" blustered Arcanine. 

"For me to know and for you to wonder," snarled Bronzong. "And since I found the idol when I went to the island, you 
know what that means? It means that I had no reason to spread all the fakes on the island, because I wasn't worried 
about anyone else finding what I had already FOUND." 

"He...fooled us," whispered Mightyena in disbelief. 

"We've been had," agreed Alakazam gravely. 

"ARE YOU SURE IT'S THE REAL ONE?" Garchomp was gnashing her teeth together in fury. 

"I'm more than sure- do you want to know the best part?" asked Mew, his eyes glowing with mischief. "Since you 
were the one that received the second most votes, YOU'RE the one going home instead." 

"ME?" Garchomp's eyes widened in horror. 

"Here's a hint, toothy- never bet until you're SURE someone's bluffing," said Bronzong dismissively. 
"GRAAAAAAAAAAAAAGH!" screamed Garchomp, punching the ground in rage. 
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"I can't believe this...he got me...he...he got me," muttered Alakazam unhappily. 
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"What a turn of events," said Mismagius, shocked. "But still, at least Garchomp is the one sent packing." 
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"SHIT!" Krookodile's eyes were bugging out. 
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"I CANT BELIEVE THIS- HONCHKROW, YOU'D BETTER TAKE HIS ASS DOWN!" screeched Garchomp. "I 
STILL...HOW DID HE DO IT? HE'S JUST A LAZY, ANNOYING BELL! ARRRRRRGH!" 
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"But why a giant toaster?" queried Bisharp, folding his arms. 

"It's for the cooking challenge!" snapped Mew, tapping the large toaster with a small hand. Garchomp was not 
amused, as she was currently strapped to a piece of bread, glaring daggers at Mew. 

"GO AHEAD AND GET IT OVER WITH, JACKASS. I KNOW HOW MUCH YOU WANT TO DO THIS." 

"Be careful about landing in the ocean, since you're already salty enough," said Bronzong coolly. 

"LISTEN YOU- I SWEAR WHEN YOUR ASS IS VOTED OFF." 

"Bye Garchomp! It's always been a pleasure! Say hi to Charizard for us!" 

"Charizard?" responded Garchomp, before her eyes widened. "OH SHIT-!" 

DING! The toast was shot out of the toaster and a roaring Garchomp was sent soaring into the sky, one last snarl 



echoing across the island as she sailed away into the night. Bronzong grinned and let out a chuckle. 

"Good riddance." 

"Alright, Bronzong...you're still on the island, so at least tell us what happened," said Mightyena, frowning. 

"Uh...what? Hell no. You all still tried to vote me off. There's no way I'm giving up that information. I'll deal with them 
myself." 

"Not...ALL of us voted for you," muttered Banette, glancing away. 

"Majority rules," drawled Bronzong. "Good luck with those schemes in the future." 

"And speaking of voting, it's time for our two Nightmare Isle contestants!" shouted Mew. 

"Why the hell are you still sending Pokemon there?" asked Trevenant angrily. "The idol is gone! What purpose is it 
for?" 

"Strategic- and besides, while the immunity idol is gone, there's certainly more stuff that'll get seen on the island. 
Mamoswine will be able to tell you all about it when he's there!" 

"Me?" gasped Mamoswine. "What? Wh-what am I supposed to do for food?" 

"Find some flora, fauna, and fruit and CHOW DOWN!" yelled Mew. 

"There are snack packs and food on the island, bro, don't worry," said Kabutops comfortingly. "You'll be fine." 

"But for the Gardevoirs themselves...the camper chosen was...Luxray?" 

"WE HARVEST AT DAWN!" screeched Luxray, charging up her energy. 

Mamoswine brightened up. "Wait...I'll be there with Luxray? Wow! That's great!" 

"You're...not scared at all?" asked Mew. 

"Luxray's strong...she can make sure I don't screw up!" said Mamoswine, chuckling. 

"We're going to have so much fun, it'll be like a vacation to hell!" cheered Luxray. 

"It's a big island, so I guess we can explore...maybe play tag or some of those games you like," agreed Mamoswine. 
Luxray zapped herself, before she smirked. "I have some new games in mind." 

Everyone stared between the two as Mamoswine blushed. 
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"I can't tell if she was being seductive or murderous right there," said Gengar, looking worried. "Mamoswine, 

I know you love her but...keep a close eye on her." 
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"Hopefully she blows up the island and I won't have to go back," drawled Bronzong. "Oh well. I'm still here. 
You won't be taking me out that easily." 
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Bisharp leaned on the stairs leading up to his house, pondering under his breath. Garchomp gone, but with it, so was 
the idol. Well, that meant he could finally send Alakazam to the island...then again, Mew hinted there was more to the 
island than just the idol. What could he have done there to make staying on the island worthwhile? Perhaps Bronzong 
knew, but Bisharp highly doubted he could barter information off of Bronzong...unless he could somehow offer him 
protection. 

It was an interesting idea, but he was more curious on how Bronzong figured out the fake idols...as well as who did it. 



"Figuring all of this out is DEFINITELY atop priority," muttered Bisharp, huffing under his breath. He heard a rustling 
nearby and straightened up, his eyes narrowing to slits. He was surprised to see Medicham emerging from the 
bushes. She looked far different than Bisharp had ever seen before. There was a tiredness about her, a feeling of 
exhaustion and weakness that didn't suit her. Bisharp stepped down. 

Medicham looked up when Bisharp approached and gave him a small nod. "Hello Bisharp." 

"You don’t look so good," said Bisharp, folding his arms. "What's wrong?" 

"I...it's...nothing...I'm not sad just...tired," murmured Medicham. 

"That's a lie and you know it. What's going on? Was it...Swampert? Did he hurt you?" 

"How did...you know I was with Swampert...have you been spying on me?" asked Medicham. 

"No," lied Bisharp smoothly. "I figured you were interested in working out with him. Call it a hunch that I thought you'd 
do it even when I told you not to." 

"Well I did...and...I developed feelings for him and...well...let's just say it will not work," sighed Medicham. "I am not 
sad or upset, but I am very embarrassed...and a little disappointed?" 

"Did he hurt you?" repeated Bisharp, sharpening his blades. "We can get him voted off. He's strong, but-!" 

"Bisharp, no! It is not his fault, and he was very kind to me!" snapped Medicham. "I...I will be fine. I just need to accept 
that we will not be more than friends. At the very least, I still have a workout partner." 

"So you're going to still be slinking off to see him- a member of the enemy team," said Bisharp stiffly. 

"What is wrong with that?" 

"He is the ENEMY-!" 

"This is more than just a game, Bisharp! I appreciate you asking if there is something wrong, but it would be nice if I 
knew you actually cared about me rather than losing a strong teammate!" 

With those last words, she stomped away. Bisharp watched the shiny Pokemon disappear before he closed his eyes, 
growling in irritation. 

"Pest." 

000 

"Cheers, Crobat," said Honchkrow, high up in the mountains. "We won da challenge and another Gardevoir walks." 
"You're a lot more pleased than I thought you'd be- you lost both Garchomp and the idol," said Crobat. 

"And? What's your point?" asked Honchkrow with a clever grin. 

Crobat closed his eyes and chuckled. "You were never planning on holding your end of the deal with Garchomp, were 
you?" 

"Hey, I offered her my support," pointed out Honchkrow. "I called him out last challenge. But, y'know, I figured it'd 
work better if she became a self destructive force and took herself out. I sorta hoped she'd drag a few more wit her, 
but oh well." 

"But that still leaves Krookodile as an option," said Crobat. 

"Ah...right...so we still got someone who's out to get Bronzong, right?" asked Honchkrow. 

"Not exactly- apparently, Bronzong didn't do it...at least, he has no motive." 

"Den Krookodile leaves us alone. Meanwhile, I got bigger fish to fry. Alakazam is dat team's ace. So if we knock down 
dat pillar, dey might crumble." 

"Sounds good to me...but you don't think it'll be that easy to get him, do you?" asked Crobat. 



'"Course not. But we will. Because I got you," said Honchkrow with a short laugh. 

"You think I'm a match against Alakazam?" Crobat sounded extremely skeptical. 

"Maybe not a match. But you've got better odds den you tink. Anyways, Crobat, stick wit me. We're gonna take this 
game by the horns and fly to da top. You wit me?" 

"I'm with you," said Crobat. 

"Good. Den let's get dis party rolling." 
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And this chapter is over! I decided that a nice, relaxing cooking challenge where the teams worked more together 
would be a nice break from the "RACE TO FIND CLUES, FIGHT EACH OTHER, RARGH" challenges that were more 
action packed. So, let's talk about it. 

Fun Fact: Garchomp is very angry and angsty due to the fact that she feels inferior to other girls in the "girliness" 
category. There are other reasons, but that's one of the more prominent ones. 

Weavile and Luxray head their team (Luxray quite a bit less), and Toxicroak surprisingly pulls a lot out of his pocket. 
What a dude, eh? Anyway, Krookodile ruins the final dish, which would have DEFINITELY trounced Toxicroak's 
(albeit not by much). 

Bronzong got put on trial for Krookodile's crime, and I really enjoyed that interaction with Alakazam- unlike Alakazam 
or Hypno, who want to win, you have Bronzong, who doesn't want to lose. Alakazam wants to win- Bronzong is fine 
with a stalemate. 

Garchomp takes the fall because BRONZONG found the idol. A lot of you suspected that he was the one who had it, 
but Krookodile was also a common choice. Bronzong may not be scheming as much, but he certainly got away this 
time. 

Swampert lets down Medicham gently. I wanted to use this opportunity to show that a rejection can happen- but it 
doesn't mean you shouldn't be friends. 

Anyways, time for the next chapter. Also, don't expect an update for a while-1 have finals and then a big vacation! 

Next Chapter: Pidgeot's coming back, and her love of music is on full display. Everyone else isn't doing so well with it. 
One camper confronts another, and some choice cards are thrown on the table. Another two contestants reach a new 
level in their relationship, but is it a good one? Meanwhile, a bad situation is revealed to be worse than anyone ever 
suspected. In the end, one camper is crushed and another goes home. 


Garchomp: REVIEW. REVIEW AND GET THE STUPID BELL ELIMINATED! 



*Chapter 12*: Pidgeot's Sensational Singing Night! 


Hey guys, here's the next chapter. Sorry that it took so long, but since this is a chapter that features singing (which 
means NEW songs), it'll take a lot of writing and stuff like that. Similar to the Radio Tower chapter in World Tour, 
where there wasn't one song, but one for almost every contestant. But I figured you would all be okay with seeing the 
newer players sing, so...yeah! 

Also, start getting your predictions ready- the merge won't be for a while, so it's up to you to guess. If you think a 
player hasn't had enough screentime, who knows? They might be coming back. 

Also, read the Author's Note at the end if you want more song info. I'll explain every song a bit more, but if you want 
MAJOR info, just send me a message/ask me in a respondable review. 
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"Welcome to another episode of Nightmare Isle Nightly! This time, I'm joined by the ultimate dynamic duo themselves, 
Wooper and Diglett...along with Marill!" announced Celebi. 

Diglett nodded to Celebi, while Wooper bounced up and down, Marill waving happily beside him. The crowd cheered, 
as this was the most guests Celebi had ever had on the show, and two of them had been in the final four last season. 

"So...you two are well known veterans on the show...the final members of the legendary Team Vent," began Celebi. 
"How did you two manage to do it?" 

"It's really because we always get underestimated," said Diglett. "No one expects an armless amphibian and a guy in 
a wheelbarrow to get far. Hypno probably wanted to save us for last in World Tour so he could clinch the victory. And 
if he had, he might've pulled it off." 

"Speaking of that wheelbarrow, mind if we check out your new ride?" asked Celebi, smiling. 

"Do it! Show them, show them!" shouted Wooper. 

Diglett sighed, before Marill hopped down to push him out from behind the desk. Diglett's new wheelbarrow was sleek 
and metal handles instead of the old wooden ones. He nodded to the bottom of it, which was reinforced with powerful 
stone and metal- enough that the wheelbarrow wouldn't burn. 

"It DOES look nice. But it doesn't look nearly as buoyant as before," commented Celebi. Diglett burrowed in his 
wheelbarrow, before the sound of a button being pressed was heard. Floatation sacks appeared on each side of the 
wheelbarrow. Diglett laughed. 

"It has more features than this, such as propellers and even turbo, but those features can be seen at different times," 
said Diglett, a bit embarrassed. "I had a lot of money saved up in my account, so I decided to get something a bit 
more fancy than my previous ride...haha." 

"So...Diglett...how was your time on the show? Especially the parts without Wooper?" asked Celebi with interest. 

"Uh...really weird...weirder than normal Wooper. But you know, whatever. I'm glad we're back together." 

"And how is Trapinch?" 

"Uh...really uh...busy," said Diglett, sounding a bit strained. 

"Things are a little rocky right now," whispered Wooper. 

"Even though they're both GROUND types!" joked Marill, clapping her hands. Wooper snorted and started laughing. 
Diglett sighed. 

"Trapinch and I are just...well...we're trying to figure some stuff out, that's all. I'd rather not get into it." 

"I see...and Wooper? Is it official?" asked Celebi, nodding to Marill. 

"Well after days of asking...he finally said yes," said Marill, smirking. 



"I asked YOU!" protested Wooper, headbutting her. "But yeah...we're uh...dating now, yeah." 

"How lovely!" said Celebi. "And speaking of couples...guess which one is on the Nightmare Isle right now? The final 
members of Team Vent- Mamoswine and Luxray! How do you think they'll fare against the madness of the Nightmare 
Isle?" 


"That island can't handle the madness of Luxray," argued Diglett. "She’ll probably be having a blast." 

"Yeah, chanting about crazy Weedles or something she usually does," agreed Wooper. 

"Mamoswine might be in a worse state...but uh...at least they don’t have to worry about the idol, right?" said Marill. 

"Yes...I'm sure you've heard about how Bronzong used his idol to eliminate Garchomp?" asked Celebi. 

"We didn't even have to WATCH the show," mumbled Diglett. "Garchomp's been ranting and raging back at the resort 
for hours." 

"Seizor's taking it the worst- she's trying not to sock her in the nose," whispered Marill, horrified by the idea of 
punching Garchomp. "Especially because Bronzong had the real idol, and found it when he and Seizor were on the 
island." 

"Well...that's uh...wow," said Celebi, sounding a bit scared herself. "Anyway, without the idol there, Mew has put a lot 
of secret information on the island...but we're not sure what, are we? Perhaps Mamoswine and Luxray have located 
some of these secrets! Shall we find out?" 

"ROLL THE TAPE!" shouted Wooper. 
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"This place really wasn't as terrifying as I thought it would be!" said Luxray cheerfully. "The abandoned hospital was a 
bit tacky, in my opinion!" 

"Are you...sure about that?" muttered Mamoswine. "I think it's spooky." 

Luxray turned around before she walked along a new path, turning around and giving Mamoswine a concerned look. 
"You're okay, right?" 

"I'm fine, I have you to protect me," responded Mamoswine, smiling. 

"You sell yourself too short you know-1 know you can suplex a Metagross if you really wanted to," said Luxray, 
padding closer to Mamoswine so they were closer. "You shouldn't let them all think you're some big porker." 

"Well, to be fair, you let them all think you're nuts," teased Mamoswine. 

"Well, I may be a bit offbeat, but I'm not like...crazy or anything!" laughed Luxray. "Not my fault they can't see the 
invisible Spinarak army closing in on us!" 

Luxray zapped herself, before she flipped onto her back. "Shhh! Private Mamoswine, I smell a clue." 

"Oh? What do you mean, lieutenant?" asked Mamoswine, putting on a stern face. 

"Maybe...maybe in that park up ahead- you see that ferris wheel?" 

"The broken down one?" asked Mamoswine. 

"Yeah, that's the one! What do you say we scope out the area?" 

"...no offense, lieutenant, but your private is a bit scared to go ahead," admitted Mamoswine sheepishly. 

"Tut tut! As if that would offend the great Lieutenant Luxray!" said Luxray imperiously. "I appreciate my faithful private 
telling me to avoid the ferris wheel- we could have been destroyed by a horrific, demonic clown! We shall change our 
route back to that large field we found!" 

"Why are we going back there?" 



"We require rest, Mamoswine! And your lieutenant requires the cuddles!" 

"Cuddles?" asked Mamoswine, chuckling. Luxray zapped herself again and gave him a hard look. 

"Don't laugh! You're fluffier than me-1 get cold sometimes!" 

"Alright, alright! We'll head back to the the meadow. And then..." 

"Then?" asked Luxray, bouncing excitedly. 

Mamoswine turned deadly serious. "I will deploy the cuddles." 

"BRING ME THE CUDDLES." 

"I'M GONNA FIRE THE CUDDLES!" 

"BLAST THE CUDDLES!" 

"BOMB THE CUDDLES!" 

"AIR DROP THE CUDDLES!" 
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The four Pokemon sitting at the front desk stared. 

"They...they aren't even looking for it?" asked Celebi, shocked. "That's...what? They're just running around with no 
cares in the world! What about the information? They don't even care?" 

"I think you don't really understand those two- they couldn't care less about the money. They have each other," 
explained Wooper. 

"Do Mamoswine and Luxray live together?" asked Marill curiously. 

"Well, Mamoswine's family is pretty wealthy," said Diglett. "So I think they bought Mamoswine a nice little cottage 
where he and Luxray live. It has a big field around it for Luxray to go wild in, but other than that, I can't remember 
much-1 only went there once with Wooper." 

"Luxray and Mamoswine really have it together," agreed Wooper. "I wouldn't be surprised if one of them won. Out of 
every couple on this show, I think they're the most stable." 

"One would think Luxray is UNSTABLE," said Celebi skeptically. 

"Luxray loves Mamoswine, Mamoswine loves Luxray, that's really all there is to it," said Diglett simply. 

"That's...pretty adorable, actually," admitted Marill, smiling at Wooper, who blushed. 

"Alright...well...I guess there's a distinct lack of drama this time around," said Celebi, a little put out. "But hopefully 
next time, we get some more ACTION. Although...they are pretty cute. I mean, er, uh...BE BACK NEXT TIME WITH 
ANOTHER NIGHTMARE ISLE NIGHTLY!" 
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"This is nice," hummed Mightyena. 

"Eh?" muttered Arcanine, glancing down at her. The two of them were relaxing on the beach catching some rays 
(because let's face it- Mightyena needed to see the sun before she turned into a ghost), after having eaten lunch. 
Mightyena opened an eye and gave Arcanine a small smirk. 

"The warmth and sun- funny, I used to hate this stuff not too long ago." 

"What did you even...I dunno...do back during your depression?" asked Arcanine awkwardly. 

"Lay around, listen to music, feel sorry for myself and cry, and write," muttered Mightyena, shrugging her shoulders. 



"Write? Like, books?" 

"Well, short stories. Sometimes poetry- it depended on how grouchy my mood was," explained Mightyena. "But I'd 
never think I'd be laying on a beach well...with a..." 

"Stud like me." 

"Don't push it." 

"Can't help it," joked Arcanine. "I'm on my A-game! Finally, a girl who you know...well..." 

"Doesn’t have another guy?" inserted Mightyena slyly. 

"Yeah. Hey. No, you're more than that. And to be honest...I like this...how we're still casual...uh...are we even dating?" 

"Well, I wouldn't be pleased if you ran off with Medicham or Noivern or something, so let's say we're dating- after all, 
you don't want me falling into some other guy's paws, right?" 

"Point taken. We're dating." 

"Glad you agree. So...what does a jock do besides playing sports and flirting with taken women?" 

"Har de har har. Uh...not really much, I'll be honest- mostly babysitting my brothers." 

"How many?" 

"Four. There are five of us, and mom's still confused why she never got a girl." 

"Are you the oldest?" queried Mightyena. 

"Second oldest, my older brother's long gone, though." 

"I’ve only got one sister...and she's so...ugh...perfect," groaned Mightyena. 

"Oh yeah? Need to vent? I'm all ears." Arcanine grinned. 
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"Quality time with Arcanine was great," said Mightyena, blushing. "He's really easy to talk to, and pretty 
straightforward. I mean, he's no genius, but that doesn't matter." 
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Trevenant was carving up some trees, grumbling under his breath as he did so, before looking to Mismagius. 

"So...who do you think's gonna go next?" 

Mismagius folded her arms, leaning on a tree quietly. "Depends- our team or the enemy?" 

"Either or," said Trevenant with a shrug. 

"Well, Bronzong's definitely in a bad spot-1 wouldn't be surprised if they voted him off tonight out of spite," said 
Mismagius, giving Trevenant a clever grin. "As for our team, who knows? As long as it's not me or you..." 

Trevenant forced a smile to his face, but on the inside he groaned. So sappy. Sheesh. Okay, so they were a new 
couple and girls usually freaked out about that kind of stuff, but really? Enough of the shitty romantics. Trevenant 
tossed his knife to the ground and turned, leaning on the tree. 

"Hmmm...well, you see, I don't like guessing who goes. I like controlling who goes." 

Mismagius threw him a questioning glance. 

"Luck isn't my style- when I want someone gone, I take care of that problem myself. And when you're the one picking 
who goes home, you're in the best position to seize victory," explained Trevenant. 

"Well, that's obvious- but how do you get everyone else to vote with you?" asked Mismagius. 



"Plenty of ways. Sabotage. Manipulation. Subtle convincing. It all works. For example, say I want Mamoswine out. 
What would you do?" 

"...bait out his stomach?" suggested Mismagius. "Trick him into screwing himself up for the sake of food?" 


"Exactly. Whereas for Gliscor, you'd just flatter him before he gets flattened. Or convince everyone to vote off 
Alakazam before it's too late. It's all about knowing how to get someone off the island. And that's how you win. And 
when you can't get things done through those means, brute force is the way to go." 

Mismagius gave a hesitant nod. "That’s true but...hey, don't you have friends? Stuff you want to enjoy during the 
competition at all?" 

Trevenant groaned inwardly again, but wrapped an arm around Mismagius. "Of course, babe. I do. But my eye is on 
the prize. Friends are great, but I'll happily be friends with them after I've won a million. Stick with me, and you can 
have the cake and eat it too." 

"Really?" asked Mismagius, smiling. 

"Really." 
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Bronzong drifted through the swamp, huffing lazily as he made his way through the foggy forest. His mind was on a 
lot of things, but the most annoying thing at the moment was his stalker. Eventually, it got to the point where the bell 
couldn't take it anymore. He closed his eyes and let out a grunt. 

"I know you're there- come out." 

Silence. Then there was a rustling and Krookodile emerged, dusting himself off. 

"Sheesh...for a big bell you move pretty quickly." 

"Why were you following me?" growled Bronzong. 

"I...well...I want to know. I wanna know who pulled the idol scandal." 

"Oh really?" asked Bronzong, false amusement in his tone. "And why would I tell you that?" 

"Look. You're mad that they tried to let you get framed, and I'm mad because I found one of those idols on the island- 
remember how Alakazam told you a second guy found an idol? That was me. Found it during my second trip to the 
island." 

"Interesting." 

"What's interesting?" asked Krookodile, sounding a bit confused. 

"Did you think I was bluffing, Krookodile?" said Bronzong with a sneer. "I know it was you who planted the idols. 
Maybe next time you shouldn't leave details to your plan in your pillow, eh? As if you coming to see whether or not I 
really knew wasn't evidence enough. So why don't you spit it out and tell me what you really want?" 

Krookodile bit his lip. "Okay, I did it, but not to get anyone out! Just to buy myself time! There was no MALICE or 
anything-" 

"That's not important to me." 

"...then what are you gonna do?" 

"What?" Bronzong chuckled. "Are you worried I'm going to tell someone? I already said I wouldn't, but then again, I 
could change my mind...and that would be rather bad for you, eh?" 

"A little bit," grumbled Krookodile. "So what DO you want?" 

"Just vote with me." 

"...what?" Krookodile stared, astonished. "You mean like...an alliance?" 



"No, not an alliance you dolt, I work alone." Bronzong rolled his eyes. "But an extra vote isn't bad. Here's the 
situation- they won't vote me off while I have information, and they won't vote YOU off as long as they don't know that 
information. This is a good deal for us both." 

"Yeah, except for the part where you hold all the cards in your hand, and I've got nothing," snapped Krookodile. 

"That's your fault for making a puzzle that I could solve. Now, like I said, just vote with me. Two votes is better than 
one, and I need some dominoes to fall. So if you give me a hand, you can walk free." 

"...what's to stop me from throwing away that sheet of paper with my plan on it?" asked Krookodile. 

"The fact that I swapped the original paper with a fake that I wrote that same night, so I have the one in your 
handwriting," drawled Bronzong. 

Krookodile swore. "Okay...you have a deal." 

"Glad to hear it." 

BRIIIIIIIING! 

"Campers, it's time for your challenge! Report to the center of the campsite to hear about it!" 
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"Son of a bitch, that bell has me as his second vote!" snarled Krookodile. "I need to do something...I have to 
figure out a way to get around him...maybe get him voted off and stuff...but there's no way I can do that so 
easily...ARGH! I can't BELIEVE he got me!" 
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Gengar groaned as he rolled out of bed, huffing. "But it's only NOON. Why are we having a challenge start so 
EARLY!" 

Gengar stretched and rubbed his eyes, slapping himself a few times to try and wake up, before he lumbered towards 
the door. Yawning, he grabbed the handle and opened it up, heading out to the center of the campsite. He winced at 
the harsh light and stepped forward, noticing Mew standing at the center of the campsite next to a large bird 
Pokemon. This Pokemon had long hair flowing behind her, and large feathered wings. 

Pidgeot was the host this time, eh? Well how about that. Gengar vaguely wondered how Gliscor would react to that. 
Wait. Shit. 

Gliscor. 

Gengar's eyes widened in horror before he broke off into a sprint, dashing away from the campgrounds, sprinting in 
any direction, hunting for anyone- Banette, Crobat, Kabutops, anyone. Gengar ran, looking back and forth, before he 
finally heard a familiar voice. 

"Yeah, remembering the prehistoric world is pretty weird, but there were a lot less rules...probably why I hate 
authority," explained Kabutops, Crobat perched next to him. 

"That sounds interesting." 

"KABUTOPS!" yelled Gengar, bouncing forward before skidding to a halt, panting for breath, before realizing he was 
a ghost and didn't have to breathe. 

"Gengar? Dude, you look like you've seen a...well, wrong expression," said Kabutops. "Anyways, what's wrong?" 

"Not good, dude! Not good! CODE PAP! I REPEAT, CODE PAP!" shouted Gengar, eyes wild. 

"Code PAP?" asked Kabutops, sounding totally lost. 

"Wait? Code PAP? CODE PAP?" shouted Crobat. "Code PULLING A PIDGEOTTO?" 


"YES! 1 



"Pidgeot's on the island?" asked Crobat. 

"THAT'S EXACTLY WHAT I'M SAYING, YES!" 

"SHIT!" shouted Crobat. 

"What the hell is with you two? What's the deal with Pidgeot being the next host?" asked Kabutops. 

"It's not us who we're worried about!" said Crobat. "It's Gliscor." 

Kabutops's eyes widened. "Oh shit, I forgot about Gliscor." 

"We gotta find him!" said Gengar. "Let's split up. You two go together, I'll go alone!" 

"Got it!" 
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Gliscor grinned at Noivern. "Thanks for joining me on a morning flight. I uh...needed time to stretch my wings. Never 
know when I challenge is coming you know?" 

Noivern gave a nod and a grin, but behind her smile the gears of her mind were turning fast. Why? Why couldn't he 
be like this all the time? He'd constantly switch between acting like everything was great and then suddenly freaking 
out like the end of the world was upon him. Noivern shook herself out of her daze. 

"Well, like, we should do this again sometime, y'know? Like, I uh...l enjoy hanging out with you!" 

Gliscor laughed cheerfully. "Yeah. Same here. You're really cool...and I mean, we-" 

"GLISCOR!" 

Crobat was dashing towards Gliscor, Kabutops in tow, before he screeched to a halt, Kabutops almost crashing into 
him. Crobat and Kabutops exchanged a glance, while Gliscor just gave them a weird look. 

"Uh, guys? I know the challenge is starting, but we don't need to rush...do we?" asked Gliscor, cocking a brow. 

"No, uh...it's not that it's just uh...well," blustered Kabutops. 

"We have a slight...minor situation...," Crobat attempted to explain. 

"Situation?" asked Noivern, looking confused. 

"Yeah, no big deal," said Kabutops, giving a nervous chuckle. But he was interrupted by Banette bursting out of a 
bush, eyes wild. 

"Guys, Gengar found me and told me that Code PAP is on! Pidgeot's on the island, guys, we've gotta warn-" 

Banette froze. "...Gliscor." 

Kabutops smacked his forehead. "Damnit." 

Noivern looked at the three of them, before she glanced at Gliscor. "Gliscor, what's going-" 

Her eyes widened. Gliscor had gone rigid and his pale purple body had seemed to go even paler. His eyes had 
widened, and a lump had appeared in his throat. He was slowly starting to shake, sweat dripping down his body, 
before he finally managed to croak out some words. 

"She's...she's here?" 

"Yeah dude...look, we can talk to Mew, maybe we can work something out," said Crobat gently. 

"You're joking right?" whispered Kabutops. Crobat gave him a reproachful look. 
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"Okay- not my finest moment," admitted Banette. 
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"None of us really know what happened with Pidgeot and Gliscor," said Kabutops uncomfortably. "Neither of 
them certainly wanted to talk about it, but judging by the way Gliscor reacts when she's mentioned, I think it 
might've been a bit worse than we thought." 

000 

The campers were muttering among themselves, looking at Mew who was currently talking to Pidgeot. The campers 
were gossiping quietly, with Mamoswine and Luxray already among them. 

"It's going to be a singing challenge," snarled Bronzong. "Another pathetic, idiotic, brainless singing challenge." 
"Forget the challenge- what about Gliscor? Does he, you know...know?" whispered Mamoswine. 

"I think he's been told," whispered Gengar back. 

"Poor guy-1 don't know the details, but that breakup was ROUGH," commented Mismagius. 

Banette jogged forward, past both the Graceful Gardevoirs and the Victorious Vileplumes, before stopping in front of 
Mew. "Uh, Mew?" 

"What is it, zipper, I've got a challenge to plan, or hadn't you noticed?" muttered Mew. 

"Greetings Banette," said Pidgeot coolly. Banette gave her a scowl. Pidgeot was one of those Pokemon who was 
mean and caused trouble without noticing. She wasn't the type of girl to outright insult you, but she certainly knew 
how to make you feel awful without trying. 

Banette pulled Mew away for a minute. "Look, Mew. I know you're not big on freebies anymore, but can you like...give 
Gliscor a free day?" 

"What...you mean exempt him from the challenge? Uh, that's not FAIR," hissed Mew. 

"Dude...he's gonna have a panic attack, we are talking mental BREAKDOWN!" 

"Banette, I can't exempt someone for being afraid," insisted Mew. "Gliscor's already gotten one lucky break from this 
show, and I can't get away with giving him another. If he freaks out, then we'll handle the problem, but he’ll still have 
to participate. Understand?" 

"Got it," muttered Banette unhappily, running back over to where Gliscor, Noivern, and Kabutops were in a bush. 
"What's the deal?" asked Kabutops, while Noivern was giving Gliscor a pat on the back. 

"He has to participate, but Mew will help him if he goes bonkers," explained Banette. 

"She knows!" wailed Gliscor. "She knows I'm gonna have to! I'm so stupid, this is all my fault!" 

"Gliscor, calm down. You'll be okay- we're gonna get you through this," said Noivern. 

"O-okay." 
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"Poor thing," murmured Noivern. "What did...what did Pidgeot DO to him?" 
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"It’s all my fault," moaned Gliscor, clutching his head. "All my fault." 
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"Greetings, everyone!" said Pidgeot, smiling at the competitors. "As you could probably guess, I'll be the host this 
time around! And today's challenge is going to be fun, but hard, so you'll have to start early. This time, we'll be 



combining the karaoke challenge from Total Pokemon Island with the Radio Tower from Total Pokemon World Tour! 
You all get to write your own songs, and we get to judge you!" 

"Great! Total Pokemon World Tour was bad enough, can't you give us a break?" snapped Mismagius. 

"If you get to run a challenge, you can give them a break," remarked Pidgeot, rolling her eyes. "Now, it's not just 
singing- you get to make your own music, you can even use props and make a video! So it should be really fun! Any 
questions?" 

"Do props influence our score?" asked Krookodile, folding his arms. 

"Well, music videos are always nice, so they certainly won't hurt," said Pidgeot. "And remember, there are THREE 
judges- Mew, Mewtwo, and myself. So try and appeal to all of us if you can. Anymore questions?" 

"How much time do we have?" queried Bisharp. 

"A few hours- no big deal." 

"Can we do duets?" asked Mamoswine excitedly, Luxray bouncing beside him. Pidgeot gave them both a look. 
Banette snickered- her dislike of Luxray was very well known at this point. 

"Uh. No. It's individual performances only- and if you don't participate, you're disqualified. Got it?" 

"YOU HAVE GOT TO BE KIDDING ME!" snarled Trevenant. 

"No. I'm not, said Pidgeot coolly. "Any last questions before you all get started?" 

"Can we use our own instruments?" asked Noivern, sounding excited. 

"Uh...well...we've provided several instruments in the cafeteria that you can use, yes," said Mew, nodding. "So if you 
can sing and play at the same time, be our guests. As for the rest of you, we put a bunch of machines in there to help 
you all make tunes and effects. Props are all over the island if you can find them. It's pretty easy- just prepare for your 
performance and sing well and you should be fine." 

"So prepare wisely!" said Pidgeot, giving them a challenging smile. "We'll see you at sunset for the show! Meet us at 
the baseball diamond where we've set up stage!" 

000 

"Time to finally rock out!" yowled Noivern. "But like...I'm worried about Gliscor, man...he seemed really 
shaken up. What the hell, Gothitelle, I wasn't prepared FOR THIS!" 

000 

"Great. Write a song, sing a song, I have to appeal to a sadist and a nasty ditz...and Mewtwo," muttered 
Weavile. "This is challenging. I can sing decent, but I could easily get trumped if someone has a better music 
video effect..." 

000 

"Singing isn't my thing," growled Bronzong. "Better make some flashy effects." 

000 

"I...don't...sing," snarled Trevenant. "I don't write lyrics, I don't impress people, and I DON'T SING DAMNIT!" 
000 

"Singing? Man...I HATE singing," muttered Mightyena. 

000 

"Aw...I wanted a duet," mumbled Luxray. 


000 



And so everyone prepared. Gengar, Kabutops, Banette, and Noivern all formed a little support group for Gliscor while 
they prepared their songs, with at least one of them keeping an eye on him. The Ground-type was a wreck. He kept 
looking over his shoulder, paranoid at any minute that Pidgeot would fly out of nowhere and see him. When Noivern 
had tried to ask Banette about what happened, Banette shrugged- no one exactly knew. 

As for the others, preparations went well. Alakazam and Gothitelle mused together with Weavile, who seemed a bit 
uncertain about the situation, though Alakazam seemed confident. 

"Pidgeot's going to try and pick on us since she hates our team," said Alakazam. "We'll just have to be ready." 

"You think she'll play favorites?" asked Weavile, frowning. 

"Do you think she won't? It's Pidgeot- she's a master of causing drama and problems for no reason," said Alakazam, 
sneering. "To think I felt bad for her in Season One when Lopunny-" 

"So that WAS you?" asked Weavile, folding her arms. "When I found out you were in charge of Lopunny's alliance, I 
thought it might've been the case but you never confirmed it." 

"I told her to trip up Gliscor, not break Pidgeot's heart in the process," explained Alakazam. "I didn't expect her to do 
THAT." 

"To be fair, I was gonna take Gliscor as an alliance mate and drop him later," admitted Weavile. "You and I were both 
assholes back then." 

"...I've missed a lot, haven't I?" piped up Gothitelle, causing both Weavile and Alakazam to laugh. 

000 

"It's unlike you to call a meeting mid challenge," grunted Trevenant, leaning against a boulder. His red eye swiveled 
onto Bisharp. "What's up?" 

"We have to plan and prepare now," insisted Bisharp. "I don't like our odds this challenge. I looked into these 
contestants before I came here, and several of them can sing. As for us-" 

"Let's face it- none of us are really musical," finished Toxicroak. 

"Really?" asked Trevenant. "Neither of you? I figured Toxicroak would start laughing the moment he started singing, 
but Bisharp too?" 

"No, I don't sing," confirmed Bisharp dryly. 

"...then what do you do?" asked Trevenant. "Frog boy cooks and I punch and intimidate stuff. Don't you have like...a 
hobby?" 

"...I well...I...solve puzzles...and write," said Bisharp. 

"So we've got a crazy cook, a grouchy bully, a leader who solves puzzles," muttered Trevenant. He let out a gruff 
chuckle. "That's...pretty funny actually. We're not a dream team at all. We're just a bunch of idiots." 

"Oh hush!" snapped Bisharp, but Toxicroak was laughing too. Bisharp gave a grim smile, before leaning against a 
tree. 

"We still have the matter of choosing someone to eliminate should we lose." 

"Why do you want to do this NOW, though?" questioned Toxicroak. "Wouldn't it be better to wait until we lose-?" 

"No," disagreed Bisharp. "None of us are singers- we're prime candidates if we don't win. What we need to do is 
secure alliances now, during the challenge, and tilt the scales towards someone else. Come on- not all of them will be 
able to sing perfectly! If they're all musically gifted, we win. So let's muse now." 

"...how about Medicham?" suggested Trevenant. 

Bisharp swallowed, before he nodded. "Definitely a wise choice, she's been a strong player physically, so this could 
be her potential downfall. Honchkrow may not like singing too much as well-1 imagine that accent is hard to work 
with. Any other ideas?" 



"Mamoswine won us the food challenge- we could maybe like, dump him now?" piped up Toxicroak. 

"Certainly...and if we get lucky, it might not be bad to dump Mismagius either," said Bisharp, fixing his gaze on 
Trevenant. Trevenant folded his arms. "What, does that make you unhappy?" 

Trevenant frowned and looked away. "I...I don't know. I feel there's use for her yet, it might be poor to dump her so 
soon." 

Bisharp narrowed his eyes. "I hope your head is the thing speaking there, not your heart." 

"It is!" snapped Trevenant. "I just don't want us to regret shipping her out so soon!" 

"Good. Now then, let's get this meeting over with. We have songs to write." 

000 

"Welcome, Total Pokemon fans, to the latest edition of the Total Pokemon Singing Sensations!" announced Pidgeot, 
microphone carefully held in her wing. "I'm your host, Pidgeot, and tonight, my assistants are the Total Pokemon 
hosts themselves- Mew and Mewtwo!" 

Mew and Mewtwo exchanged a look. 

"Assistants?" mouthed Mew. 

"Now you know how I feel," grunted Mewtwo. 

"Tonight, each contestant will have a song to sing," explained Pidgeot. "And we'll select them from a hat to determine 
who goes when. Then, your lovely three judges will evaluate your performance! The team with the best performances 
wins!" 

There was discontent mumbling among the campers, with Weavile and Banette exchanging a disgruntled look. 
Banette mimed a hanging gesture, which made Weavile giggle. 

"Now, it’s time for our first contestant!" said Pidgeot, reaching into the hat and shuffling around. "Which will be..." 
"Bellsprout!" shouted Mew. Mewtwo snorted and started cracking up. Pidgeot gave them a look of confusion. 

"What?" 

"Just continue," said Mew, giggling, while Mewtwo clutched his head, still laughing. 

"Our first contestant is...Kabutops!" 

"Really? Come on!" shouted Kabutops, folding his arms. "Make Spoons or Crobat go first, they can sing!" 

"Spoons?" Alakazam sounded offended. 

"Nope!" Pidgeot grinned. "You're up!" 

Kabutops cursed under his breath about demanding a redo, before he got up to the stage. There was a machine 
where all of the tunes had been loaded up. Kabutops picked his and walked over to the mic, bringing it close to his 
face carefully with his scythes. 

"No props?" queried Pidgeot. 

Kabutops held up his scythes incredulously. "ARE YOU AN IDIOT? DAMNIT, JUST LET ME SING!" 

((Author's Note: Yep, we're returning to the Total Pokemon World Tour format for this chapter- I'll tell you the song is 
coming and the tune I imagine. This song is a simple, rock tune that suits Kabutops- a song about returning and 
redemption, and proving that veterans aren't out of practice. It's titled "Round Two".)) 

Kabutops: Yeah, it's been a long time... 

Since season one...was finally done 
When I was in my prime... 



Long ago...on that show 


Didn't show up last season... 

Missed the plane...feel the pain 
I don't have a reason... 

But I'll try again...return and then...! 

I'm back, baby! 

I'm back baby! 

I'm back and I'm stepping in the ring! 

I'm fighting! 

I'm fighting! 

Missed a season but I haven't forgotten a thing! 

I'm a threat, yeah! 

I'm a threat, yeah! 

Been a while, but I'm still in the fight! 

Whatcha gonna do? 

Whatcha gonna do? 

I'm back again for round two! 

Seizor was at my side... 

Angel so sweet...a rival to beat 
She took the homeward ride... 

Know what to do... gonna find you... 

But the battle must rage on... 

Roll out of bed...gotta get ahead... 

It's too late she's gone... 

But I'm still here...feel the fear... 

COME ON! 

I'm back, baby! 

I'm back, baby! 

I'm in the ring and I just won't go! 

I'm fighting! 

I'm fighting! 

Can't keep up with me, you're just too slow! 

I'm a threat, yeah! 

I'm a threat, yeah! 

Veteran, maybe, but a winner too! 

WHATCHA GONNA DO? 

WHATCHA GONNA DOOOOO? 

I'm back again for ROUND TWO! 

Kabutops stopped singing and paused for a moment, stepping backwards. There was silence, before Gengar let out a 
loud whoop and the Vileplumes and Gardevoirs started clapping, with Gengar and Banette flashing Kabutops a huge 
thumb's up. Kabutops smirked and stepped down, waiting for his score. 

Mew gave a shrug. "It wasn't bad- your voice wasn't the greatest, but I enjoy you referencing your veteran status! 
Good work!" 

"I liked it- especially because you call yourself a threat. That's putting a target on you, but you've got guts," growled 
Mewtwo with a smirk. 

"I thought it was pretty good," admitted Pidgeot. "You were off key at times." 

"You were off key for an entire season," muttered Weavile. 

"So Kabutops is the one to beat right now!" trilled Pidgeot. "We'll let each contestant know if they beat the lead 
contestant before we move on! Now...our next one is...Gothitelle!" 

"Er...alright zen," muttered Gothitelle unhappily. 



000 


"Kabutops set us a strong lead- nice work," said Mamoswine, chuckling. 

000 

"I'm sure many viewers are comparing Gothitelle and Gardevoir- well, we finally get to see the difference- 
Gothitelle can sing as well as the average Pokemon," said Alakazam. "She's no pop star." 

000 

"My singing eez not my finest quality...but I will try!" vowed Gothitelle, nodding her head. "Zat will have to 
do." 

000 

((Author's Note: The first newcomer to sing a song, although Kabutops sang for the first time as well! Gothitelle's song 
is pretty simple, about her modeling, but how she's more than just beautiful- this one is called "Pretty Face". I imagine 
it to have an upbeat, pop sort of vibe. I also wanted to reveal the fact that Gothitelle, is in fact, a badass)) 

Gothitelle: Zey think zey see me 

Inside ze magazine 

Zey all see me and zen zey all say... 

Look at zis pretty girl 
Zey want me in zere arms... 

Zey only see zis pretty face... 

But I am so much more 
Not just a trophy whore 
I am a model, but I am not for you! 

I'm not for you to chase... 

Not just a pretty face. 

When zey all look at me 

While I am modeling 

When I am walking on zat catwalk... 

I hear ze whistling 
Ze shouts and catcalls... 

Zey only see zis pretty face... 

I know zat I am great... 

Not just a fantasy mate... 

You can look, but you can't touch, oh no 
I'm not for you to chase... 

Not just a pretty face! 

You have no choice 
Now hear my voice 

Read my lips and know zis answer now. 

I'm not for you to chase 
Not just a pretty face. 

Throughout the song, Gothitelle was moving, strutting her stuff like a model as if she was walking down the catwalk, 
but noticeably always staying out of reach of the competitors and the judges- it was almost as if she was daring them 
to come closer and try something. While no one dared to do so, the message was clear. 

You could enjoy Gothitelle in a magazine all you wanted, but she was not to be messed with. 

When Gothitelle put the mic back down, everyone immediately began to clap, with Alakazam and Gengar clapping 
particularly hard. Alakazam noticed and threw Gengar a look. 

"Hey, model boyfriends have to support each other too!" said Gengar sheepishly. 

Alakazam rolled his eyes, but smirked. 



Mew grinned. "I was a big fan of you strutting your stuff...but uh...your voice wasn't very memorable...the accent was 
a nice touch but...your flow was a bit off." 

"I appreciate the message of how you're not an object...or a tool to be used." Mewtwo sounded strangely serious, 
looking off into the sky as if he was imagining a bad experience. "That's a lesson that everyone needs to know." 

Mewtwo gave Mew a look, and Mew glowered. 

"Celebi and I are cool." 

"Good. You actually learned your lesson." 

"HEY!" 

"It was good!" said Pidgeot earnestly. "A bit of cliche with the accent wasn't bad at all, and the melody was nice!" 
"Cliche?" spat Gothitelle. "My accent eez A CLICHE?" 

"Well...it was good...but even though it was good, it wasn't great," continued Pidgeot. "But...Mew, Mewtwo, and I have 
decided...that Kabutops was better! Sorry!" 

"Imbecile," grumbled Gothitelle under her breath as she stomped off of the stage. 

000 

"I've read those magazines...after meeting her, I can't look at her the same anymore!" said Kabutops, eyes 
wide. "Like...she looks so dainty and beautiful, then you see her smack talk Primeape or walk out with 
hickeys and it's like...holy hell." 

Kabutops grinned. "Good for her! Seizor would totally approve." 

000 

"Model or gang leader, women are tough," growled Honchkrow, blowing a smoke ring from her cigar. 

000 

"Man...I kinda feel bad now," admitted Gengar. "I know Froslass is a model, and so is Gardevoir, and they 
both probably get a lot of unwanted and creepy attention from boys. Gothitelle's probably no different. 
Froslass thinks I should try modeling or something, but I dunno...would I get that same creepy stuff from 
girls?" 

Gengar's eyes widened. "Girls like GARCHOMP? Oh god, I don't even want to imagine!" 

000 

"And now it's time for us to get a third contestant...which will be...Gengar!" announced Pidgeot. 

Banette exchanged a worried look with Alakazam- they both were thinking the same thing. Gengar was one of the 
best singers in the cast, so they had to hope his songwriting skills sucked. 

Gengar grinned and hopped up on the stage. "Okay...uh...turn that music up!" 

((Author's Note: Gengar is ready to party, and this song is about his favorite thing- partying. I imagine it to be an 
exciting, pump up rock song. The song is "Tonight".)) 

Gengar: Go get all the food! 

Invite all your dudes! 

Get some furniture... 

That's got an attitudeI 
Because you've got to prepare! 

You've gotta have that flair! 

'Cause we're gonna rock tonight! 

Oh yeah! 



Gengar mimed all of the actions he was referring to, while dancing around on the stage. Mew and Mewtwo were 
bobbing their heads to the beat, while Banette couldn't help up grin. Gengar always put on a good show. 

Turn the music up loud! 

Yeah, we're gonna be proud! 

We're gonna dance all night! 

In a gigantic crowd! 

Bouncing off the walls! 

Dancing down the halls! 

We're gonna keep going 'til this whole place falls! 

It's a party, it's a party! 

Raisin' us up, now we're raisin' hell! 

It's a party, what a party! 

And we're all feel in' swell, yeah yeah 
It's a party, time to party! 

Tonight, we're gonna rock it away! 

It's a party tonight! 

It's a party tonight! 

Yeah! Come out and play! 

Gengar mimed playing an electric guitar as he rocked out up there, grinning and sticking out his tongue. Mightyena 
frowned and glanced to see how Noivern, an actual guitar player, would react. But Noivern was grinning and doing 
the same miming actions. Huh. Weird. 

Music flows in my world! 

Oh man a dude just hurled... 

But that's no big deal... 

'Cause I just found a girl. 

She's got a body like ice 
And her eyes are nice... 

She's got a spell and she's cast it on me! 

Oh yeah! 

Turn the music up loud! 

But she's way to proud... 

To join me out there, so I 
Pull her in the crowd! 

Bouncing off the walls! 

Dancing down the halls! 

We're gonna keep going 'til this whole place falls! 

It's a party, it's a party! 

Raisin' us up, now we're raisin' hell! 

It's a party, what a party! 

And we're all feel in' swell, yeah yeah 
It's a party, time to party! 

Tonight, we're gonna rock it away! 

It's a party tonight! 

It's a party tonight! 

Yeah! Come out and play! 

Tonight! 

Gengar threw the mic down and screamed as an epic guitar solo screeched to a halt, while the Graceful Gardevoirs 
and Victorious Vileplumes cheered as one. Mew and Mewtwo clapped hard, while Pidgeot clapped politely, looking a 
bit distasteful. 

"Good song- lyrics weren't amazing, but they were fun and clever," said Mew, chuckling. "As for your singing and 
dancing, Gengar, you were as awesome as I expected you'd be." 

Mewtwo smirked. "I caught that reference to your girlfriend. Bold move. Think she'll be mad?" 

"Hey, maybe it'll convince her to let me take her to a party!" said Gengar, laughing as he shrugged. 



"Good enough. Like Mew said, lyrics were good but not great. I liked the fun you had up there. Good." 

"I mean...it wasn't romantic or anything, but you sang it well and did some good dance moves," muttered Pidgeot 
shortly. Gengar rolled his eyes. 

"However...we've come to the agreement that your song is better than Kabutops! Gengar has taken the lead from 
Kabutops and now the Graceful Gardevoirs are winning!" announced Pidgeot. 

"Tch...whatever," grunted Kabutops. Krookodile leered at him from afar, which made Kabutops growl. For some 
reason, that crocodile made his skin crawl. 

"Our next contestant is going to be...Swampert!" 

Swampert groaned. "Oh come on, I can't sing!" 

"Too bad!" said Mew cheerfully. "Buff boy, you've got to start doing things out of your comfort zone." 

Swampert groaned and trudged up to the stage, grabbing a microphone. "Ugh...man..." 

((Author's Note: Swampert is not a fan of the musical games, but so he must sing. Simple tune, I sort of imagined 
Swampert just adding lyrics to the music he works out to. Almost like music from a fitness video. This one's a bit 
short, but it's just called "Get Fit!")) 

Swampert: One, two, three, go! 

It's time time to get fit! 

One, two, three, go! 

Come on, let's do it! 

First let's do some sit ups! 

Then we'll do some...pull ups? 

Crunches, stretches, push ups! 

Now we're gonna get fit! 

...yeah... 

Get fit! 

Do it! 

Bench pressing and lifting weights! 

Let's keep going, no more breaks! 

We're gonna get fit! 

Yeah! 

Swampert, who was in the middle of several push ups, stopped singing and just worked out for a few seconds, before 
stopping and getting up, throwing up his hands. "Yeah! That's it! Uh..." 

Mew stared. "That's IT?" 

"I...don't sing...or write," mumbled Swampert sheepishly. 

"Yeah...it shows buddy- you're not beating Gengar," said Mew, rolling his eyes. 

"Yeah it's uh...hate to say it but...nope, not working," said Mewtwo. 

"Gross," muttered Pidgeot. "NEXT!" 

Swampert trudged off the stage, sitting down next to Noivern, who gave him a consoling pat. Gliscor, on the other 
hand, was watching Pidgeot closely, his eyes darting back and forth. Crobat and Banette exchanged a glance- they 
were worried that he was going to bolt before the challenge was over, and that would make the situation a lot worse. 

Trevenant exchanged an amused glance with Bisharp, before he froze up. 

"Trevenant is our next contestant!" 

Trevenant growled, while Toxicroak let out a spastic giggle. Even Bisharp smirked, though he hid it behind a hand. 

Trevenant stomped forward, going up to the stage, before fixing Pidgeot with a terrifying glare. "You laugh and I'll gut 
you." 



Pidgeot gulped. Bronzong smirked. Trevenant dialed through the music machine's settings until he found his music, 
before punching it, a dark glare on his face. 

((Author's Note: I think almost everyone expected Trevenant to get some kind of crazy death metal song...and they're 
absolutely right. Trevenant's about to bust into some heavy guitar and screamo music. It's called "Unleashed". Be 
prepared for language and dark themes.)) 

Trevenant: Unleashed... 

RAAAAAAAAAAAARGH! 

Trevenant's roar caused everyone to jump in the crowd, with Toxicroak biting his tongue in shock. The only one who 
didn't jump was Bronzong. 

My time has been paid! (UNLEASHED!) 

Breaking outta the bars! (UNLEASHED!) 

My new life is made! (UNLEASHED!) 

NOTHINGS IN MY WAY! 

Can't keep down, I'll rise again! 

Now that I'm back this IS THE END! 

UNLEASHED! 

RAAAAAARGH 

UNLEASHED! 

RAAAAAARGH! 

FI NALL Y FREE! FI NALL Y OUT! 

FINALLY FREE, NOW I'M COMING FOR YOU! 

COMING FOR YOU! YOU WILL BE THROUGH! 

REVENGE WILL BE SWEET, NOW THAT I'VE BEEN 
UNLEASHED! 

As Trevenant snarled out his words and glared at everyone, Weavile gulped- those threats sounded serious- it 
seemed as if Trevenant had some grudges from before he was locked up that he planned to settle. Or already 
had...wait...was Banette...? She looked over at the puppet. Banette was watching the stage with an expression that 
was half worried, and half disgusted. 

No way. Banette wasn't a criminal. And even so, Weavile had a feeling that he'd be slick enough to avoid getting 
caught. But one thing was for certain- Trevenant had a grudge on Banette, and Trevenant was certainly dangerous. 

Suffered so long! (UNLEASHED!) 

Rotted in my cell! (UNLEASHED!) 

Now life moves on! (UNLEASHED!) 

I'M FREE FROM THAT SPELL! 

All chains are off, barriers down! 

Now that I'm back let's GO TO TOWN! 

UNLEASHED! 

RAAAAAARGH 

UNLEASHED! 

RAAAAAARGH! 

FI NALL Y FREE! FI NALL Y OUT! 

FINALLY FREE, NOW I'M COMING FOR YOU! 

COMING FOR YOU! YOU WILL BE THROUGH! 

REVENGE WILL BE SWEET, NOW THAT I'VE BEEN 
UNLEASHED! 

Trevenant dropped the mic and stepped back, folding his arms. Everyone was staring up at him in a mixture of awe in 
fear...except for Luxray and Noivern, who were still dancing around and swinging their heads from side to side. 

"DA NA NA NA NA UNLEASHED!" sang Luxray cheerfully, jolting herself. Gliscor and Mamoswine exchanged a 
glance, but Mamoswine just chuckled and shrugged good humoredly. Noivern chuckled and grabbed Gliscor, pulling 
him into a short little dance, laughing. Gliscor gave a little chuckle, before freezing up. Pidgeot was staring right at 
him. 



Gliscor shook a little bit, causing Noivern to notice. 

"Hey? Dude? You okay?" 

She looked over, but Pidgeot had turned away to judge Trevenant. 

"Uh...a little hard to stomach," said Mew, wincing. "Kind of made me...queasy like...get a hobby dude...knitting is fun!" 

"I like metal- solid job, although your screaming doesn't qualify as singing," said Mewtwo fairly. Trevenant just scoffed 
and looked away. 

"That was way too loud- ugh, how do you do that with your voice?" asked Pidgeot, shuddering. "I'd never screech like 
that in music- not even tasteful." 

"Well uh...we've come to the conclusion that you don't beat Gengar, but your team still has the vote anyway," 
explained Mewtwo. 

"Good, now get me off this shitty stage," snapped Trevenant, stomping off. 

"I thought it was good, babe," said Mismagius. 

Trevenant chuckled. "Thanks. Come get a water with me." 

"I might be next," argued Mismagius. "I'd better stay here." 

Trevenant paused. "Fair enough. I'll grab you one for when you're done singing." 

Mismagius smiled. "Thanks babe." 

"No prob." 

"And our next singer is going to be..." 

"This ought to be interesting," muttered Kabutops to Gengar. "Who do you think she’ll pluck this time?" 

"Who cares?" mumbled Gengar. "I doubt anyone's taking this challenge seriously- Pidgeot has to be the weirdest 
judge ever." 

"Honchkrow!" 

Honchkrow, who had been shuffling some cards in a game with Crobat, glanced over. "Oh buzz off! Do I really gotta 
do dis?" 


"Yes you do!" trilled Pidgeot, giving Honchkrow an annoyed glance. "Now get up here in sing." 

"What a crazy broad- can't believe you had a thing for her," grunted Honchkrow, beating her wings and flying over. 
Crobat huffed. "Can we let that one go already?" 

"Yeah, yeah," muttered Honchkrow, landing on the stage. She went back to grab her props, before getting her music 
ready. "Alright den- let's get dis over with." 

((Author's Note: Honchkrow is big and loud and proud- but also a gambler by nature. I wanted to sort of play on her 
more strategic side in this, and I imagined a sort of big band, casino music sort of vibe to this tune. I'm actually very 
proud of this one because of the clever wordplay and double meanings in this song. I call this one "All The Cards".)) 

Honchkrow: Listen to datslot machine roll... 

Here da clack of poker chips, as gamblers lose control... 

Lady luck, it's time smile on me... 

Look da dealer straight in da eye... 

Ready to win all da cash, make some losers cry... 

Turn da hand over and den we'll see... 


Honchkrow first tossed chips out to the crowd, before she shuffled up a pair of cards while singing. 



Get your head, in da game... 

Lose all your money, you'll never be da same... 

It's go big or go home, dere's no udder way... 

So grab your cash and cards and play... 

Honchkrow chucked the cards in the air 

Settln' up dose stakes, all ready to fall... 

I've got all da cards now, just try to stop me... 

Come on and give me your money now... 

Shakin' up dose dice now, get ready to roll... 

I've got all da cards now, just try to stop me... 

Sorry dat you all are going down 

Crobat grinned, while Mewtwo and Mew bobbed their heads to the beat. Pidgeot nodded to the tune, but didn't seem 
really interested. Honchkrow noticed before flinging three cards at the audience. Mew and Mewtwo caught theirs, but 
Pidgeot got smacked on the beak. 

Honchkrow: Try to hit me wit your best shot... 

Bluff and call all you want, but my hand is hot... 

Gonna flush you straight down da drain 

Honchkrow: Listen full house, you should beware... 

'Cause I know a pair, dat will make you all despair... 

Better fold before you feel da pain... 

Honchkrow winked at Crobat, who blew a kiss in response. Honchkrow laughed and tossed more poker chips out... 

Dis river ride is rough, watch out for a shark 
Don't be too blind, you'll get left in da dark 
It's go big or go home, dere's no udder way 
So grab your cash and cards and play 

Settin' up dose stakes, all ready to fall... 

I've got all da cards now, just try to stop me... 

Come on and give me your money now... 

Shakin' up dose dice now, get ready to roll... 

I've got all da cards now, just try to stop me... 

Sorry dat you all are going down 

Honchkrow held up a final hand, showing a royal flush, before tossing it out to the crowd, finishing her song. The 
crowd burst into a medium sounding applause, though more of the intelligent contestants were clapping. Alakazam in 
particular had a gleam in his eye, while Bronzong seemed a bit peeved. 

Mew grinned. "I like cards, and I like your sound. One issue is your accent, which made your voice sound kind of 
funny but-" 

"I can't change dat!" snarled Honchkrow, a bit embarrassed- this is why she absolutely hated singing. 

"-BUT, I'm willing to overlook it," commented Mew. "Good job." 

"As a fan of poker, along with Mew, I appreciated your puns- sadly, I don't know if all of them out there understood," 
said Mewtwo. "Two thumbs up from me. As for your voice, screw the haters." 

"I uh...it was interesting, but work on your voice and I uh...didn't really get the point of the song?" said Pidgeot. 
"Gambling or something, right? That's a dangerous addiction, be careful." 

Honchkrow gave Mew and Mewtwo a deadpan look that screamed "Oh come on". Mew cleared his throat. 

"Although Gengar is on your team, we liked your song better, Honchkrow. Good work- you now are the song to beat." 

000 


I enjoyed her song, but it isn't wise to gamble," said Bisharp. "I'm not a betting man. Strategy before luck. 



Always." 

000 

"Great. I'M planning on using cards, and she throws that out there? Different type of cards, but still," 
snapped Bronzong. "And not to mention, her song lyrics went over dim bird's head out there- if Mew and 
Mewtwo don't get my song, I'm SCREWED." 

000 

"Things are getting interesting!" shouted Noivern, grinning. "I like this challenge! Who knew everyone could 
sing? I'd dig being in a band with some of these guys!" 

000 

"This is a pretty interesting challenge," commented Mamoswine as Honchkrow triumphantly glided off of the stage. 

Luxray gave a vigorous nod. "Yeah! I like the sound of vibrating vocal chords very much! But I don't know who's going 
to win! GAMBLING INDEED, HONCHKROW! GAMBLING INDEED!" 

Honchkrow, who heard her name, gave Luxray a questionable glance, before shrugging it off. 

"Well, one thing's for certain- I'M READY TO SHINE!" shouted Luxray, puffing out her chest. 

Mamoswine laughed before he heard his name. 

"Mamoswine, you're next!" 

"You'll be brilliant!" said Luxray, eyes shining. "Go on, honey!" 

Mamoswine chuckled. "I'll do my best!" 

Mamoswine made his way to the stage none too gracefully, before he stepped up to face the crowd after selecting his 
music. 

((Author's Note: No food or sleep songs this time, Mamoswine is a sweetheart and I decided that this is the time to 
explore Mamoswine and Luxray's bond a bit more, what with the Nightmare Isle and everything. I kind of suppose this 
is like a power ballad or romantic sounding song, from Mamoswine to Luxray. "Beautiful As You" is it's name.)) 

Mamoswine: All the time I've spent upon this world.. 

There's been plenty of things I've seen... 

And smelled, and tasted, experienced It all... 

So many different places that I've been... 

But no matter where I go... 

Whether sun or rain or snow... 

There's nothing I can see... 

No there's nothing I can see... 

That's anything like you... 

Oh my darling! 

There's nothing out there for me! 

There's no sight that I can see! 

That's just like you! 

What am I gonna do? 

There's nothing beautiful as you! 

You've changed the world for me! 

And that's true! 

Oh my darling... 

I've seen so many things... 

And there's still so much that I have left to do... 

But the one thing I'm certain of Is 
That there Is nothing as... 

Beautiful as you! 



Pidgeot looked like she was eating it up, while Mew was sniffling a little bit. Mewtwo was looking away awkwardly. 
Weavile huffed, folding her arms. It was literally as sweet as honey on top of ice cream topped with sugar. But 
everyone was LOVING IT. Mightyena and Arcanine stood together, while Crobat and Honchkrow shared a glance. 
Weavile scoffed, glancing to Alakazam, hoping that he wasn't. 

And he and Gothitelle were holding hands. REALLY? 

Bronzong scoffed, noticing every couple become dripping with disgusting feelings. It was vile, it was weak and WHY 
WAS HE SWAYING WITH THE MUSIC? 

Bronzong froze, twitching. No one had seen. Thank Arceus. 

Mamoswine: Tell me what I'm supposed to do now... 

You've ruined everything for me... 

Everything out there Is disappointment... 

There's no place I'd rather be... 

Because I'm next to you... 

Nothing else I'd rather do... 

I don't want anything... 

No, I don't want anything... 

Other than to be with you! 

Oh my darling! 

There's nothing out there for me! 

There's no one or thing for me! 

That's just like you! 

Tell me, what am I gonna do? 

There's nothing beautiful as you! 

You've changed the world for me! 

And that's true! 

Oh my darling... 

I've seen so many things... 

And there's still so much that I have left to do... 

But the one thing I'm certain of is 
That there is nothing as... 

Beautiful as you... 

Banette kicked out the ground awkwardly, trying to ignore Mismagius leaning on Trevenant's shoulder quietly. It was 
a touchy feely song. That punched him the gut hard. Mamoswine, you were a swell guy, but couldn't you have picked 
something that...hurt single Pokemon less? Banette shook himself, angry. It wasn't Mamoswine's fault that he felt 
so...ugh. Banette huffed, before glancing at Weavile. She was looking behind them, a wistful expression on her face. 
Probably at another couple. Banette sighed, before reaching out to take her hand, hoping she didn't pull away. 

Weavile looked shocked, but didn't jerk her hand away. She gave him a look of understanding. There was no need to 
speak. They were both simply happy that they weren't completely alone. 

Mamoswine: No matter where I go... 

Whether sun or rain or snow... 

There's nothing I can see... 

And there's nothing I can do... 

That's anything like you... 

Oh my darling! 

There's nothing out there for me! 

There's no sight that I can see! 

That's just like you! 

What am I gonna do? 

There's nothing beautiful as you! 

You've changed the world for me! 

And that's true! 

Oh my darling... 

I've seen so many things... 

And there's still so much that I have left to do... 



But the one thing I'm certain of is 
That there is nothing as... 

Beautiful as you! 

Mamoswine stepped away, blinking embarrassedly the crowd. Then everyone heard a low sniffling. They all turned. 

Luxray was padding the ground impatiently, her body trembling. Everyone expected to hear her scream or zap 
herself, but for once, the lightning cat didn't seem to have any of her usual dramatics in store. Medicham looked 
closer and was shocked- Luxray had tears in her eyes. Before anyone could say anything, she flashed through the 
crowd and leaped onto the stage, slamming into Mamoswine, letting out choked sobs. Mamoswine looked sheepish. 

"Wha- are you alright?" 

"Thank you," was the muffled response. 

Mamoswine looked sheepish. "That...that was...nothing to thank me for, Luxray, it's true." 

Luxray just shook her head. "Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you-" 

"Nothing to thank me for," repeated Mamoswine warmly. 

"What's going on up there?" asked Krookodile, confused. 

Gothitelle gave him a smile. "You would not understand, Krookodile. Ze heart of a woman eez very confusing to 
explain." 

Krookodile cocked a brow, before shrugging. 

Mew let out a choked cough. "That was...oh my god l...yeah, okay...hang on...sending a text to Celebi...l just...good 
job, Mamoswine l...oh my ARCEUS." 

Mew slammed his head down, sobbing uncontrollably. Mewtwo coughed awkwardly. 

"It was...it was good," muttered Mewtwo, wiping an eye. 

"IS THAT A TEAR!?" asked Trevenant. "Are you CRYING?" 

"I GOT SAND IN MY EYE WHEN LUXRAY JUMPED!" snarled Mewtwo. 

Pidgeot was sobbing, blowing her beak into a kleenex. "Alright, Mamoswine...that was...beautiful...your team is in the 
lead, your song is winning! Oh my goodness!" 

Bronzong looked a bit shocked, glancing to Banette. "I thought for sure she'd find a way to take Mamoswine down a 
peg because of her dislike of Luxray." 

Banette shrugged. "His team was already in the lead- plus, I don't think Pidgeot is that bright." 

000 

"That was adorable," sniffed Gengar. "Froslass I...I want you to know I...I feel the same way about you." 

000 

"I could stand the song fine," grunted Kabutops, sounding strained. "But when Luxray started crying I 
just...SCIZOR, BABE, I MISS YOU!" 

000 

"Who used up all of the toilet paper?" yelped Krookodile. "I GET EVERYONE WAS CRYING BUT WHAT DO I 
WIPE MY ASS WITH!?" 

000 

"And the follow up is our favorite villainous vixen- Weavile!" announced Pidgeot. 



"I'm not just a villain," grumbled Weavile unhappily. Kabutops scoffed nearby, while Gengar shrugged. 

Weavile headed up to the stage, sighing in annoyance. "Right after Mamoswine? How am I supposed to follow up to 
THAT!?" 

Weavile went backstage before pushing out a large frozen sculpture of a sofa, turning on her music before laying on 
it- if she was going to be up here making a fool of herself, she was going to be a COMFORTABLE fool. 

((Author's Note: Weavile has to follow up to Mamoswine, so let's calm down the love and go to the opposite¬ 
loneliness. Weavile's going to be going with the blues this time around- slow, somber, and relaxing, almost like a sort 
of beautiful piano theme accompaniment. This one is called "Icy Cold.")) 

Weavile: The night is young... 

The snow is like powder 
And I hear the Icy Wind blow... 

I walk the frozen streets 
Chill Mist from my Frost Breath... 

But there is one thing I know 

The frost surrounds me... 

But I know inside it's my heart 
That's icy cold... 

Now the Hail is falling... 

I hear the sorrow calling... 

Lonely...nobody with me... 

An Avalanche of feelings... 

Preventin' me from healing... 

Happiness is just a ghost to me... 

The Sheer Cold is Bold 
But I know inside it's my heart 
That's icy cold... 

Weavile's soothing, quiet voice rang out clear through the crowd, and while it didn't cause the reactions that most 
would have expected, everyone was still frozen with mesmerization, at least for a few moments. Banette, in particular, 
was staring up at Weavile, swallowing uncomfortably. He had a strange feeling that while this seemed to be a 
response to Hypno's treachery and Alakazam's lack of noticing, that this was aimed at him as well. 

Bisharp, on the other hand, folded his arms, worried that the lead would be lost. He glanced around. How many 
singers did they have left? He looked at Medicham, wondering if she could do it. Her voice was light and pleasant to 
hear. She could surely bring them- 

Back up. When did he start thinking of her voice as "pleasant to hear"? Bisharp scowled deeply, glancing to 
Trevenant and Mismagius instead. Focus, Bisharp. 

Weavile: An Ice Punch, right to the heart... 

It seems that love is torn, right apart... 

Icicle Spears...piercing my fears... 

At least the cold will Freeze Dry my tears... 

The Hail is still falling... 

The wind is still howling... 

Yeah, I can still hear it blow... 

This Blizzard is freezin' me, 

Ghosts are still tauntin' me, 

But there is one thing I know... 

The frost surrounds me... 

But I know inside it's my heart 
That's icy cold... 



Weavile tossed the mic aside and glanced out at the crowd. Everyone exchanged a shocked glance before they all 
started clapping hard. Weavile flushed and kicked at the ground. Mew and Mewtwo grinned, while Pidgeot seemed a 
bit conflicted. 

"I enjoy the blues, despite my love of pink!" said Mew, punching the air. "And as a man who has felt the blues 
often...this was a different kind of beautiful than Mamoswine. Nice work- or should I say Ice Work?" 

"She made enough puns in her song!" snapped Mewtwo. "I can hear Toxicroak cackling from here." 

It was true- "Ice Work" had put Toxicroak into stitches, his giggles and chuckles heard from the back of the crowd. 
Bisharp seemed to be glancing 

"REGARDLESS!" shouted Mewtwo. "I liked it- Mamoswine had something beautiful in regards to couples, but you 
had a beautiful sad to it. I dug it." 

"Break ups DO have a sort of romantic quality to them...l guess you know that since you're used to destroying 
couples," said Pidgeot thoughtfully. "The lyrics were tasteful too- maybe you're more than just a grouch..." 

Weavile's jaw dropped as she charged up a fist, but Alakazam flashed a glare at her. This was their chance to snag 
back the lead- better to not ruin it by breaking Pidgeot's beak. 

"...we've decided that Weavile beats Mamoswine out, taking the lead back- this time big villain beats out big eater! 
Guess Mamoswine didn't secure the victory as well as he thought!" shouted Pidgeot. Mew and Mewtwo swerved their 
heads to Pidgeot- they hadn't discussed anything yet! 

Mew glanced at Mewtwo, who shrugged. "I...guess? Sure." 

Mamoswine, who thought he had made a good effort, let out a gruff snort at being demoted to big eater, before 
shrugging it off. It WAS true. Pidgeot didn't mean it, but she had a knack for saying the wrong thing. 

Bronzong let out a humorless laugh. "And there it is-1 bet even if Hitmonlee went, Pidgeot would find a way to 
sabotage Luxray's boyfriend. HA! Lead is ours." 

"Doesn’t she realize that Luxray is on YOUR team?" questioned Crobat nearby. 

"If you think Pidgeot has enough sense to see more than two moves in front of her, you're not as bright as I thought," 
droned Bronzong. 

Krookodile chuckled. "Well, speaking of moves, Bronzong, I don't think you're going to be pleased." 

Bronzong froze as he heard his name. 

"Bronzong! Time to sing! Let's hope your laziness doesn't ruin you!" sang Pidgeot. 

"Let's hope my irritability doesn't ruin you- even a Torkoal's patience can run out," growled Bronzong, twitching. 

000 

Krookodile leaned in. "Bronzong has to sing! This is gonna be HILARIOUS! AHAHAHAHA!" 

000 

"I enjoy music, but bad singing is just as entertaining- something tells me Bronzong's going to try and rush 
through this," said Arcanine, giving a cheeky grin. 

000 

"Ghosts taunting you?" muttered Banette, dragging a stick on the wall. "You and me both, Weavile. You and 
me both." 

000 


Bronzong floated up to the stage, setting a small table down with telekinesis as he pulled out a deck of tarot cards. 
Gothitelle and Alakazam exchanged an interested glance. 



"He knows how to read tarot cards?" asked Gothitelle. "What a strange choice of talent for him." 

"He probably picked it up out of boredom," guessed Alakazam. 

((Author's Note: Bronzong gets to sing ANOTHER solo, which amuses me because he’s probably the contestant who 
hates singing the most. But I decided instead to give Bronzong a bit of a clever song, with some amusing word play. 
As Honchkrow used playing cards, Bronzong used tarot cards. This song is called "Trump"- a fitting song for the puns 
Bronzong is throwing out)) 

Bronzong: / bet you wanted me to be your Hanged Man... 

I bet you thought you had me figured out. 

So are you going to give me Justice? 

Or are you gonna give me Death? 

Pass your Judgement? HA! Don't hold your breath! 

Bronzong was flipping all of the right cards in time, holding up the proper Tarot Card with the timing of his lyrics? 

Bronzong: I've got a thousand plans, ready to unfurl. 

Gonna change this entire game's World! 

I've already avoided getting jumped. 

Sorry, you'll get trumped. 

You think he's an Emperor, but he's just a Fool 
Under Sun or Moon, you all are simply tools. 

Means to an end, we're friends? I'm stumped. 

But I've got trump. 

A Magician never reveals his secrets... 

But this Devil's got some hell in store for you... 

If you think you've got the Strength to take me... 

Go on and take a shot! 

But trust me when I say my hand is hot! 

Come and try to beat me with your Clubs and Spades! 

Put me on a trial! Use friendly charades! 

But I'll still escape, without a bruise or bump! 

Sorry, I've got trump. 

Come on raise your Swords, before it is too late! 

Spin the Wheel of Fortune, try and test your fate! 

Before I drop the garbage right back in the dump! 

Sorry, I've got trump. 

Bronzong flicked out cards to the audience, one by one, psychic illusions surrounding him as he performed his parlor 
tricks. Several members caught their cards and peered with interest. Swampert smiled at the Strength card in his 
hand, and Gliscor curiously eyed the Sun card in his claws. Others weren't so thrilled. Bisharp eyed his Lovers card 
with extreme dislike, while Gothitelle gave Bronzong a cold glare as she crushed the Devil Card in her hand. 

Alakazam eyed the Emperor card in his hand with interest, before flipping it over. He let out a scoff of derision when it 
revealed the Fool. Bronzong was certainly not being subtle for once. Too bad that half of the cards being handed out 
went over the Pokemon's heads. 

Bronzong: Sorry boys, this Hermit's gonna win it all! 

All your Towers are about to fall! 

So come on forward, come and take your lumps! 

Prove yourselves as champions or chumps! 

Take your cards, and get prepared, 

'Cause I've got trump! 

Bronzong dropped his mic and gave them all a lazy glare. Mew, Mewtwo, and Pidgeot were all eyeing their cards. 
Mew's mouth twitched as he tossed his Lovers card aside- probably a cruel taunt about his issues with Celebi, before 
glancing at Mewtwo. 

"Bronzong, you were top notch on visuals, and the wordplay was, as much as I hate to admit it, good. As for your 
singing...you didn't put any effort in at all." 



"I'm aware," drawled Bronzong. 

Mewtwo cocked a brow at the Hermit Card in his hands before shrugging. "Same as Mew- interesting lyrics, and I 
liked your style- it was similar to Honchkrow. But your singing has never been well...that great." 

"I don't understand the lyrics...and what does this mean?" asked Pidgeot, waving her card around. "Empress? You 
mean I'm like a queen?" 

Bronzong smirked. "Something like that." 

"I appreciate your attempts at sucking up and visuals, but unfortunately for you, this is a singing contest, not a special 
effects contest! Weavile is still in the lead." 

"Fine by me-1 did what I wanted to do," grunted Bronzong, floating down. 

000 

Bronzong chuckled. "I took up Tarot Cards as a clever way to make fun of others in school without getting in 
trouble. A couple of teachers picked up on it and disapproved, but they couldn't directly PROVE I was 
mocking others. Shame for them, eh?" 

000 

Everyone waited, a few people still examining their cards before Pidgeot pulled out another name. The remaining 
contestants all looked a bit worried now. Banette seemed a bit on edge, while Mightyena had a firm frown on her 
face. Medicham was meditating quietly to try and relax, and Crobat was playing a relaxing game of cards with 
Honchkrow. 

"Krookodile! You're next!" 

Krookodile, who was frowning at his Justice card, trying to figure it out, looked up. He let out a dull groan. "Can't you 
just skip me? We're still in the lead!" 

"No!" snapped Pidgeot. "Now get up there and show some enthusiasm! All of you guys are such disappointments!" 

Crobat's eyes darted to Gliscor quickly, noticing him flinch at those words. Something was there. Crobat just had to 
figure it out. Did Pidgeot hold Gliscor to unreachable standards or something? 

Krookodile cursed and spat under his breath as he dragged himself to the stage. He folded his arms over his skinny 
body in defiance, before slapping the music machine with his tail and grabbing the mic. 

((Author's Note: As Bronzong, Hitmonlee, and Swampert have proven, they can't all be singers. Krookodile is no 
exception, so rather than try and make something deep and unique, he's stepped up and taken Bronzong's place- 
mocking the competition as a whole. I imagine a goofy, simple tune for this song, which is aptly named "Singing 
Sucks".)) 

Krookodile: Oh boy it's a challenge! 

Golly, I can't wait! 

I wonder what kind of shit show, 

This dumb bird can create! 

We've got to make some music! 

I guess I'm out luck! 

Today's a day of misery! 

'Cause we all know singing sucks! 

Pidgeot looked mortified, but her horrified expression was starting to crack grins on everyone's faces in the audience. 

Krookodile: Now I'm writing lyrics! 

For a shitty song! 

Jlrachl, please grant me one wish! 

And make this not take long! 

I don't have any patience! 

And I don't give a fuck! 

Let's get this challenge over with! 



WE ALL KNOW SINGING SUCKS! 


Krookodile tossed the mic on the ground before holding up a middle finger to Pidgeot. "Right here, birdie. Don't even 
bother judging me." 

Krookodile stomped off the stage. Mew and Mewtwo both snorted before they started roaring with loud, raucous 
laughter. Pidgeot fluffed her feathers indignantly, before turning up her nose. 

"Weavile is still in the lead! Moving on! Arcanine! You're up!" spat Pidgeot severely. 

Arcanine, who was still chuckling, padded up to the stage, winking at Mightyena. "Wish me luck!" 

((Author's Note: Arcanine is a jock, not a singer, so we'll see what he pulls out! This one has a simple rock tune. I 
guess I kind of wanted Arcanine to have a short, sweet song about being ON FIRE! With everything really. Girls, 
challenges, life. As such the song is literally called "On Fire".)) 

Arcanine: I'm heatin' up... 

You can't put me out! 

Hydro Pumps are just no match for me, yeah! 

I'm heatin' up! 

Erupting all around. 

Nothing's gonna be able to stop me now! 

Gonna reach the top! 

I ain't gonna stop! 

I gotta climb higher, higher! 

I'm on fire! 

Gonna reach the top! 

I ain't gonna stop! 

I gotta climb higher, higher! 

I'm on fire! Yowl 

I'm blazing now! 

Out of control! 

No Surf or Water Pulses can take me. 

I'm blazing now! 

Get these Flame Wheels a'rollin'l 
Nothing's gonna be able to stop me now! 

Gonna reach the top! 

I ain't gonna stop! 

I gotta climb higher, higher! 

I'm on fire! 

Gonna reach the top! 

I ain't gonna stop! 

I gotta climb higher, higher! 

I'm on fire! Yowl 

Arcanine gave a cheeky grin, blowing some flames around him during the song, but unfortunately, his music and 
lyrics weren't exactly...great. In fact, it reeked of mediocrity. Mightyena was giving him an encouraging nod, but 
everyone else exchanged conflicted glances. 

"It was...well...not good," said Mew. Arcanine frowned, feeling his smile slipping away. 

"I liked the...well...the message!" said Mewtwo, trying to be nice. "As for everything else...uh...A for effort, 
execution...not so much." 

"Not even an A for effort- low C," said Pidgeot, taking some notes in a book. Humming quietly, she let out a low coo of 
disappointment. "Proving again that jocks can't sing or well...do much other than sports. Nice try, Arcanine." 

Arcanine twitched before padding off stage, but Mightyena wasn't pleased. 

"Uh, HELLO? Did you even hear what you just said? Judging someone based on what they like to do isn't cool!" 



Pidgeot gave her a confused look. "What? He just didn't sing well-1 was being honest." 

"But you totally stereotyped him!" protested Mightyena. Their entire relationship had been founded on ignoring 
stereotypes, and along came this bird passing out labels like it was candy on Halloween. 

Pidgeot sighed. "I wasn't stereotyping- that would be like saying you're acting so emotional because you're emo." 
"Emo? I...what...I'M GOTH!" snapped Mightyena. 

"...really?" asked Pidgeot, sounding a bit perplexed. Mightyena let out a snarl of fury and sat down, seething. 
Arcanine awkwardly padded over and let out a nervous laugh. 

"Hey, it's okay but uh...thanks for standing up for me." 

"Arcanine, I understand where you come from, but if you ever wondered why I hate preps- THERE IT IS," grumbled 
Mightyena. 

"After that brief delay, Mismagius! You're the next contestant!" said Mew, yanking out a paper before Pidgeot could. 
She gave him an indignant look. 

Mew frowned. "I'm host. Not you. I'm pulling papers now. Me." 

Mismagius groaned, but Trevenant just grabbed her and pecked her on the cheek. "Good luck." 

Mismagius chuckled. "Luck's got nothing to do with it, honey." 

((Author's Note: Flashy, loud, and motivating is Mismagius's style, and it makes me sad that so many people see 
Mismagius in a negative light, since she's an interesting character. I enjoy how Mismagius, no matter what, always 
tries to be herself- she isn't a liar or an actress, and I think that this song shows that- it's called "Identity")) 

Mismagius: When you look in the mirror, what is it that you see... 

A reflection of yourself, I wonder "Is that really me"? 

Identity... 

Is hard to figure out... 

But I know, I can be whoever I want to be... 

Same Pokemon, but I look different every day... 

But no matter what, there's something in me that always stays... 

Identity... 

Yeah, that girl is me... 

As long as I got me, myself, and I, I am ready to play! 

Yeah! 

I-D-E-N-T-I-T-Y 
It describes you and I! 

I-D-E-N-T-I-T-Y 

Helps us get through our lives! 

I-D-E-N-T-I-T-Y 
It's me, and I won't lie! 

I-D-E-N-T-I-T-Y! 

It describes you and I! 

Mismagius was flaunting her stuff, winking and blowing kisses to the crowd. Banette just huffed and took up Gliscor 
duty, knowing that it was a brave front...Mismagius's confidence was never the highest thing she had, as he had 
found out the hard way. 

Or had that just been his fault? Either way, it seemed that Mismagius didn't need him after all. 

Banette huffed, picking his zipper with a finger. No- that wasn't right- Mismagius had never NEEDED him. He 
shouldn't HAVE to be needed. Maybe their breakup...really was for the best. 

Bisharp, on the other hand, snorted in amusement, before glancing at Trevenant. He was bit surprised to see 
Trevenant frowning ever so slightly, before Trevenant shrugged and let out a mutter Bisharp couldn't hear. 



Hey look at me now, I'm on a great big TV show... 

Where I'll reach new highs, and there will not be any lows... 

Identity... 

It's what I've got! 

And with that on my back, I can go wherever I want to go... 

Now that I am here, I can reach all of my goals... 

I've got my friends and boy, damn I am really on a roll... 

Identity... 

Yeah, that girl Is me! 

As long as I got me, I'll make It to the top! 

Yeah! 

I-D-E-N-T-I-T-Y 
It describes you and I! 

I-D-E-N-T-I-T-Y 

Helps us get through our lives! 

I-D-E-N-T-I-T-Y 
It's me, and I won't lie! 

I-D-E-N-T-I-T-Y! 

It describes you and I! 

Mismagius stopped by striking one last pose. A scattered applause slowly grew louder, though some of the campers, 
such as Weavile, weren't smiling. 

Mew smiled. "Good message, your music style is loud and pumping but...lyrics needed work, some rhymes were 
funky." 

"Loud and proud is good, but you need lyrics to back up the game-1 do like your meanings and message, however," 
complimented Mewtwo politely. 

"Being yourself is important, but you might to try and have yourself be better at writing," said Pidgeot, sounding a bit 
snippy- it was well known that Pidgeot and Mismagius were not on good terms. Mismagius folded her arms and gave 
Pidgeot a cool glare. 

Pidgeot coughed. "Weavile still holds the lead. On to the next performer which is...Medicham!" 

Medicham, who was meditating quietly to try and calm her tension, opened an eye. "Understood." 

Medicham backflipped into a standing position and walked up, sighing. She wasn't the best singer but...she had to 
give it a shot. 

((Author's Note: Like a few others, I don't imagine Medicham to be much of a singer- perhaps a dancer, but not a 
singer. Anyways, I imagine an oriental, martial artsy, Asian music, since I imagine Medicham to be Asian, similar to 
how Alakazam is British and Gothitelle is French. Medicham's song is called "My Journey".)) 

Medicham: Power flows through my hand, 

As / journey across the land... 

Forge myself through work and pain... 

This Is what It means to train. 

Though my muscles are my pride... 

The true power Is Inside... 

I know my way... 

I know my way... 

The way I fight. 

Lost, a long time ago, 

I had no goal 
I had no aim... 

Whether friend or foe 
My enemies were slain 
All the same... 



Discipline was not there... 

Mercy from me was rare... 

Until they found me there... 

And then... 

And then I learned the way to fight! 

Everyone was watching, as Medicham performed complex martial art moves, breaking boards with her hands, feet, 
and other random body parts- she even shattered one with just a hip. Medicham's voice wasn't particularly 
impressive, but the story- the tale of how she came to be, expressed through song and her abilities...it got everyone 
listening. 

Bisharp's eyes were fixed on her, interested to hear- from the sound of it, Medicham had been very different long ago. 
And now she had become in...a word, meddlesome. 

Now the power flows inside of me... 

As / journey across the land and see 
Forge myself through body and brain 
This is what means to train. 

A warrior of pride... 

Honed myself inside... 

I know my way... 

I know my way... 

The way I fight. 

Now, I've been found... 

I learned the way, the way to be 
To show mercy 

Fight with honor, no longer unbound... 

I opened my third eye, 

I see. 

Discipline, it's now here... 

I am a true warrior now... 

Now that I've found my way... 

Now... 

I learned the way to fight! 

Medicham finished her moves by telekinetically lifting a circle of boards around her, shattering them all with a 
roundhouse kick. "HI-YA!" 

The board pieces flew and almost hit Mew and Mewtwo, who stopped it with telekinesis. Pidgeot, on the other hand, 
got whacked on the beak. 

Medicham bowed. "My apologies." 

"Yeah, well- interesting story...you know, not a lot of Pokemon here have told a story in song- but just like a 
storyteller, you were more talking than singing that," said Mew. "Still! I liked it!" 

"Very cool, and as a man who appreciates violence, I admire that you show an honorable side to being a warrior, as 
well as admitting to your past mistakes," said Mewtwo. He gave a grim smile. "I remember a time long ago where 
l...well. That's neither here nor there. Good job." 

"I think...so is this about a journey of muscle building and strength? It sounds like a movie!" chirped Pidgeot, smiling. 
"But your singing was more of...speaking. I'm afraid this time, Weavile stays in the lead." 

Medicham gave a bow once more. "I thank you for your time." She walked off the stage and headed to the back, 
where Swampert gave her a high five. 

"Yours was a lot better than me!" laughed Swampert, causing Medicham to chuckle. 

"I appreciated your display of physical prowess. But I think we can both agree we aren't the best singers." 

"Look at her," grunted Trevenant to Bisharp. "She seems to be in a good mood. And how about that- she wasn't 



always a goodie two shoes." 

"People rarely show all of their traits on the surface, Trevenant," murmured Bisharp quietly. "That makes her more of 
a threat- who’s to say this game won't make her relapse into a less disciplined player." 

Trevenant scoffed. "Maybe a tougher opponent, but not tougher than me." 

000 

"How interesting- Medicham used to be more aggressive and violent before discovering her martial arts, I 
assume," pondered Bisharp aloud. "Interesting- perhaps if we could get her to be less honorable and more 
focused on winning we could...urn...find a way to eliminate her." 

000 

"To follow up Medicham we have...uh...ugh...Alakazam," mumbled Pidgeot, closing her eyes in irritation. 

"You think she’d leave me alone after all this time- she’s broken up with Gliscor anyway," muttered Alakazam. 

"I zink zere's more to zere relationship zan we know," commented Gothitelle, closing her eyes. "Just try not to offend 
her. Even zough Weavile has ze lead, I do not wish to antagonize her." 

"Very well- but no promising not to antagonize some our rival players," said Alakazam with a laugh as he strode up to 
the stage. 

((Author’s Note: Similar to Bronzong, Alakazam is going to be calling people out to their faces- something that has 
always been his style. Powerful, sophisticated music- orchestrated, but with that arrogant flair that we all know and 
love from Alakazam.)) 

Alakazam: Like a toddler with a puzzle, 

A genius can get bored 

When no more fun can be had with his toys... 

Ah, yes, I felt that way at first... 

But now I feel a new joy... 

When I entered, my greatest fear 
Was simply winning with no fight... 

But now that I finally am here 
I am filled with such delight... 

As bells and birds both stand against me... 

I cannot help but simply smile... 

I hope you continue to play against me... 

With all your tricks and traps and guile! 

Now stand and face me! 

If you all hate me, that's just fine! 

Oh yes, I'll wait and see! 

This battle is simply divine! 

Try to best me! 

Don't let your efforts be restrained! 

Fight for the victory! 

And keep me entertained! 

When Hypno made his appearance 
I could not help but laugh 
I expected a war like no other 
But now that my opponent has fallen 
I have no choice but to seek another 

Yes, I may be a miserable half breed... 

Yes, that's precisely what I am! 

The mastermind who's anger you feed. 

The cunning villain- Alakazam! 



Am I monster or a hero? 

Go on and take a better look! 

But it's the winner not the zero... 

Who writes in the history books! 

NOW STAND AND FACE ME! 

Try to knock me from the top! 

Don't let me win this easily! 

Or I might as well stop! 

Try to destroy me! 

Give your best shot, make me pained! 

I'll accept defeat, you see! 

But only if you keep me entertained! 

Unlike that yellow cretin 
I remember when I'm beaten 
I accept it, and when am, I'm done. 

But as long as I was entertained throughout... 

I don't care, at least I had fun. 

Alakazam stepped back, a confident smile on his face, before taking a bow. Mew and Mewtwo exchanged a glance 
as if they were both confused, while Pidgeot just huffed. Gengar, Crobat, and Noivern all looked nervous- though the 
words had been flashy and fancy, the message was extremely obvious under all of it. 

Alakazam didn't want the money. He wanted the glory. 

And he wanted to fight for it. 

000 

"The guy doesn't CARE about winning the money!" shouted Krookodile incredulously. "He literally just 
joined in on this for kicks! He just wants to show off his flashy skills before he goes home! Are you kidding 
me?" 

000 

"Da guy may not care about da money, but I doubt he'll be one ta go home quietly," growled Honchkrow, 
tapping her beak. "I guess I'm gonna hafta stand against him a bit more. After all, if it's a fight he wants, I'll be 
happy to oblige him." 

000 

"I like your voice, as usual- on the other hand, this song made you seem like a psychopath," said Mew, cocking a 
brow. "Who doesn't care about money?" 

"There are more important things than money- some people just want glory and fame. I thought you would 
understand that," said Mewtwo, eyeing Mew. 

Mew turned and gave him a scowl, as if warning him not to continue that sentence. 

"Your song was creepy, even if you have a nice voice," said Pidgeot dismissively. "NEXT!" 

There was silence, as Alakazam walked off the stage. 

"YOU have to pick who's next," muttered Mew, shaking his head impatiently. 

"Oh right!" said Pidgeot, giggling. "Okay, the next player is...Mightyena!" 

"Oh COME ON!" snapped Weavile. "We're in the lead! Pick someone from the enemy team!" 

"Mightyena! Come on up," said Pidgeot, ignoring Weavile. Weavile snarled and flexed her claws, before Swampert 
hurried over to restrain her. 


"I SWEAR!" 



"Calm down, Weavile, just let Mightyena go, she might blow them all away and win it for us!" 

"Don't count on that," grumbled Mightyena, stomping up to the mic before grabbing it with her tail. "Oh boy..." 

((Author's Note: Mightyena and Arcanine have this whole "don't let stereotypes interfere with your relationships" thing, 
so I figured she'd sing about that. However, as I wanted to prove after World Tour, not everyone's a singer. I imagine 
this to sort of have a relaxing, techno-y sort of feel to it. It's called "What Matters".)) 

Mightyena: Ooooh... 

We've all felt afraid 
Of what others think 
We all know what It's like to be judged 
All of our lives have been made 
Into something that stinks 
Because of other opinions 

But I know this now 

It doesn't matter how 

The way people view you outside 

It's what's within that matters 

It's what's within that matters now! 

Oooh...yeah 

It's what's within that matters now! 

I met a guy once, yeah 
He was charmer... 

But he turned out to be a total jerk! 

Now I'm with a new one, yeah 
A knight In armor 

But we are nothing alike at all, whoa! 

But I know this 
That when we kiss 

Though I'm goth and he's a jock, we work 

It's what's within that matters 

It's what's within that matters now! 

Ooooh...yeah 

It's what's within that matters now! 

Mightyena let out a loud howl to punctuate her song properly, before glancing to Mew and the other judges. 
Meanwhile, Gengar was giving Arcanine a high five, and Swampert was patting him on the back. Mew gave a sort of 
shrug. 

"It was just...l dunno.Jt was okay," said Mew, not really having much else to say. "Voice was kinda bland." 

"Yeah...l uh...agree. Not really anything crazy to remember about it," said Mewtwo. "Glad you've learned a lesson 
while you're on the show. Maybe more Pokemon should realize change is good." 

Banette threw a furious look in Mewtwo's direction, knowing that was aimed at him, albeit indirectly. 

Pidgeot sighed. "Your voice wasn't amazing, so Weavile still holds the lead hard. Is it possible for ANY of you to step 
up and take her down? Seriously, this is starting to get lame." 

"Yeah, and you can't hit a high note to save your life," grunted Arcanine, peeved that Pidgeot casually insulted the 
cast like it was no big deal. 

"Our next player is Bisharp!" said Mewtwo, taking over the reading duty this time around. 

Everyone perked up with interest, turning to face the blade knight. Bisharp glanced around, almost defiantly. It was as 
if everyone was curious to see what he would sing about. Bisharp let out a sigh. So be it, then. 


000 



"Did she have to be like 'oh you're boring'?" asked Arcanine, rolling his eyes. "Sheesh- how did Gliscor date 
her without any damage?" 

000 

"You know, Bisharp is a hardass, but maybe he has some secret talent of some kind- maybe he can actually 
SING," said Mismagius. 

"Or maybe I'm overthinking things." 

000 

((Author's Note: I imagine Bisharp to sound threatening and imposing, but still not be the greatest singer- more like 
one of those singers who speaks his words to the beat of the music. Anyways, powerful, probably an orchestrated 
classical piece for this, as Bisharp is a rogue with a classy nature. Fittingly for his character, this song is called 
"Checkmate".)) 

Bisharp: Set up the board, put the pieces in place 
Ready to move forward, their moves will be traced 
Through my eyes... 

Defeat is something I despise... 

A humble battlefield, that's black and white 
I will never yield, never feel fright 
Because I know... 

I know the pieces that must go 

It's all a game of chess! 

Never rest! 

I must be the best! 

Pass the test! 

Destroy piece after piece before it's too late 
It's their fate! 

And before they know it 
It will be checkmate! 

Bisharp had a chessboard as his accompaniment, playing a game of chess against himself. Everyone watched with a 
bit of interest- had he planned out this entire game, or was he just going randomly? 

When it is dawn, they will be gone 

Black and white spawn, bishops and pawns 

None will remain 

All of the pieces must be slain 

What a delight, show them my might 
Pieces of night, pieces of bright! 

The chessboard of destiny 
To determine my victory! 

It's all a game of chess! 

Never rest! 

I must be the best! 

Pass the test! 

I'll topple castles and kings and queens! 

Be the grandest force ever seen! 

By the time they see their fate 
They'll it's too late! 

And it will be CHECKMATE! 

Everyone had agreed that it had been exactly what they expected- Bisharp expressing his desire to win- because that 
had never been done by a contestant before. Granted, it was strange coming from him- Bisharp seemed to be 
implying he was a strong contender, but he hadn't done much. 



Toxicroak grinned at Trevenant. They were thinking the same thing- Bisharp may look the innocent player, but he was 
working very hard to knock down the chess pieces in his way. 

Mew tapped his chin. "I liked the chess metaphors, but I've gotta say, you sort of spoke that more than sang it, 
wouldn't you agree?" 

"I am not much of a singer," said Bisharp stiffly. 

"That kind of shows," agreed Mewtwo. "Still,I thought it was a very bold statement and you certainly got some 
attention for it. It wasn't the worst thing we heard today." 

"Eh- chess is kind of dull and old, so it doesn't really hold my attention," said Pidgeot. 

"Chess is a very civilized game that is still played by many Pokemon in this day in age!" snapped Alakazam, whose 
patience was finally starting to run thin. 

"Well...it's still pretty boring," continued Pidgeot. "And the blues sung by Weavile were just far more melodious than 
that dramatic orchestra with chess lyrics. Sorry Bisharp." 

"I wish I was sorry," responded Bisharp shortly, stepping down from the stage. 

"Now it's just you that’s left, Toxicroak," grunted Trevenant. "You ready?" 

"l'm...heheh...not sure...I'm getting my...nervous laugh...going on!" choked out Toxicroak. 

"Great," muttered Bisharp. "And to think we only have one singer left- let's hope Crobat is a singing god." 

"I've heard rumors that he's pretty good," interrupted Medicham. 

"Really?" asked Trevenant, skeptical. 

"What...you talking about Crobat?" asked Arcanine, glancing over. 

"Is he a good singer," questioned Bisharp. 

"He sings fine, but what we really need is someone who can write- most of our lyrics have been flops, and all the 
good lyrics had bad singers," commented the dog. 

"You're right, Arcanine," said Bisharp, eyes gleaming. "Absolutely correct. That was a very intelligent point." 

Arcanine chuckled. "Thanks dude. I thought your song was cool- kinda creepy, but in a good way! Like a horror flick!" 
"Our next contestant is...Gliscor!" announced Pidgeot. 

Everyone stopped, and slowly, one by one, they turned to look at Gliscor, who had gone rigid. Gliscor glanced at 
Noivern and Crobat worriedly, rubbing his claws together in agitation. 

"Gliscor?" called Mew. "You coming up?" 

Gliscor gulped, before taking a deep breath and nodding. "Y-yeah...l'll be up in a sec." 

"This is SO not going to end well," growled Banette. "It's bad enough birdbrain doesn't notice she offends people, 
Gliscor's gonna get torn apart by her." 

Gliscor bit his lip before closing his eyes and floating towards the stage. No worries. He'd be okay...he'd do fine. He 
couldn't disappoint her, right? 

((Author's Note: Gliscor's been getting some screentime, and it's time for him to sing. Soft rock for this one- Gliscor 
has the problem where he wants to please and make everyone else happy- he also has low self esteem, which as 
you can probably guess, Pidgeot did not help. Anyways, Gliscor sings about his issues in this song, "Pressure".)) 

Gliscor: They always say...to live for dreams... 

But sometimes they don't realize...It ain't as easy as It seems... 

People aim so high 
And then they fall so low 



And you don't know where to go... 

From there... 

Every time I'd try to fly high... 

It was too low... for them... 

Every time I'd try to be alright... 

Wasn't good enough for them... 

They'd blame it on my attitude... 

This problem of great Magnitude 
It was all my fault... 

Why...aren't I good enough for you? 

I've tried...to be good... 

I've tried to be so true 
A compliment would be so great 
But I don't deserve such a good fate 
The pressure gets to me and then I fall 
Lower and lower again... 

Everyone has their expectations... 

But they shouldn't let those. ..destroy their relations... 

Trying to do okay 

But then I lose it, all again 

And then... 

I start to feel the quakes... 

Noivern stared, sharing a look with Crobat. Pressure. Gliscor folded under pressure. But that couldn't be all to the 
story, right? Gliscor continued to sing, but everyone could see how nervous he was- his claws were gripping the mic 
hard, and his eyes were darting around, though they always seemed to make their way back to Pidgeot. His voice, 
though strong, still trembled here and there. 

Tried to be supportive 
But it wasn't enough...foryou 
I tried to make up for my flaws 
But it wasn't good enough for you 
You'd always make me feel like crap! 

Every word was like a hard Mud Slap! 

And I can't move on... 

Why...aren't I good enough for you 
I've tried...to be good... 

I've tried to be so true... 

A compliment would be so great 
But I guess I don't deserve that fate 
The pressure gets to me and then I fall 
Lower and lower again... 

I wonder what love really feels like... 

I want to know...but I don't want to be raised up 
And knocked down 
Knocked down back low... 

Why...aren't I good enough for you 
I've tried...to be good... 

I've tried to be so true... 

A compliment would be so great 
But I guess I don't deserve that fate 
The pressure gets to me and then I fall 
Lower and lower again... 

Lower and lower again... 

Gliscor finished, before putting his mic back down, wrapping his wings around himself as he balanced on his tail. 



Banette watched him carefully, Weavile gripping his hand hard. 

"He looks like a nervous wreck- he looks like he's going to pass out!" whispered Weavile. 

"All he has to do now is get through the judges," muttered Banette. 

"Do you think...do you think Pidgeot-?" 

"Tormented him? If so, not on purpose," guessed Banette. "My guess? She gave Gliscor impossible standards to 
meet, and shit all over him when he didn't meet them-1 heard her play the Lopunny card multiple times." 

"Poor guy," said Weavile sympathetically. "That's horrible." 

"L.that was a really...sad song, Gliscor...uh...I appreciated the message...you were certainly above average," said 
Mew, a bit astonished. 

"I...I agree...we all have cracked under pressure sometimes...and we all know to an extent how awful it feels...on the 
negative side, your lyrics could have been stronger," commented Mewtwo. Gliscor gave a short nod, waiting for the 
next thing. 

Pidgeot barely even looked at him though. "Eh. It was alright- not great. Your voice broke a few times, but I guess 
you're as successful as a singer as you were as a boyfriend. Anyways, Weavile is still in the-" 

A loud gasp echoed through the audience at that. Gliscor looked utterly mortified at that comment. Mew and Mewtwo 
both stared in shock. Pidgeot seemed to have not even noticed. 

"DAMN." The two legendaries spoke in unison. 

But that was nothing compared to the cries of the audience. Noivern gaped in utter amazement at how easily Pidgeot 
had brushed Gliscor aside. Mightyena's eyes burned with rage. Mismagius let out a snarl and charged up a Shadow 
Ball. 

But it was Honchkrow who finally did something. 

Honchkrow immediately beat her wings and dove at the judge table, a horrible gleam in her eye. Her wing stretched 
back as she lunged for Pidgeot. 

"What the-?" yelled Swampert. 

Kabutops's eyes flashed. "Honchkrow, no!" 

SMACK! 

Honchkrow glared as she gave Pidgeot a light smack across the beak. Pidgeot froze in astonishment, before 
reaching up to rub her jaw. 

"Dat," breathed Honchkrow, eyes blazing, but voice quiet. "Dat, my feathered friend, was completely uncalled for. You 
spent a good portion of your life datin’ dis guy, and he treated you like royalty. You shut your goddamned beak and 
show him respect." 

"Royalty?" snapped Pidgeot. "He KISSED another-" 

"Girl when you weren't dating?" yelled Mismagius. "It's a dick move to kiss someone else while you're leading another 
girl on, but mistakes happen- you shouldn't hold onto it after THREE SEASONS." 

"You're one to talk about holding a grudge post break up," shot back Pidgeot. Banette cringed. 

Mismagius, on the other hand, didn't back down. "At least I had a reason to break up with someone WHILE I was 
dating them- Gliscor was a saint to you, and you trampled him like dirt." 

Crobat perked up. "Honchkrow! Stage!" 

Honchkrow whirled around, seeing a tottering Gliscor. He looked like he was going to be sick. Honchkrow floated 
over, while Gengar scrambled up to help his friend. 



"Spooks, you grab one arm, I got da other," growled Honchkrow. "Mewtwo, take him to da infirmary and make sure 
he's alright." 

"Got it-1 suppose Mew and Pidgeot will have to continue without me," muttered Mewtwo, following the two Victorious 
Vileplumes. 

Mismagius, however, wasn't done. She was glaring daggers at Pidgeot. "As for you-!" 

"QUIET!" shouted Mew, his hands glowing with Psychic energy, giving everyone a meaningful look. Everyone soon 
backed down, as they remembered the time Mew had separated a fighting Hypno and Alakazam without breaking a 
sweat. "I'm not letting this challenge get derailed any longer. Weavile still holds the lead for the Graceful Gardevoirs. 
Next singer?" 

Pidgeot let out a quiet huff, before pulling out a name. "Crobat." 

Crobat swore quietly, hoping that at least Toxicroak would get to go first, or another Gardevoir would sing. Banette, 
Noivern, and Luxray were all left, and though Luxray was hated by Pidgeot, he knew Noivern and Banette both knew 
how to hit notes. Crobat groaned. He'd have to be careful. 

((Author's Note: Crobat, thankfully, can sing pretty well- Crobat's sort of the opposite of Gliscor in this situation, as 
Crobat has moved on and gotten over most of his bad luck and hardship- so, almost as a kind of follow up, this is a 
song about getting over the past and moving on. This one is "Let's Carry On".)) 

Crobat: We all have been through hard times 
We've all had to make some hard climbs 
Sometimes hard to keep going... 

Sometimes things just don't go well! 

And we all have to go through hell! 

But there's nothing we can do but carry on... 

Gotta leave the past In the past! 

Or else none of us will ever last! 

Even If you've got some curse! 

Life could always be much worse! 

Come on! Let's carry on! 

Breakups, failures, everything can hurt... 

Depression sucks, you lose all your self worth... 

We fall down, and It's hard to get up again... 

We've all been through a lot of pain, 

And It can drive us all Insane! 

But with our friends, we can always persevere! 

Crobat's voice was light, melodic, and got everyone paying attention to him after the whole Gliscor breakdown. He 
gave the crowd a confident grin, causing a lot of the girls (and Swampert) to blush, while Honchkrow folded her arms 
proudly. Crobat had come a long way since that tiny bat in Season One. 

Puberty, as it would seem, hit him like a truck. 

Crobat: Gotta leave the past In the past! 

Or else non of us will ever last! 

Even If you don't got money In your purse! 

At least your corpse ain't In a hearse! Yeah! 

Come on! Let's carry on! 

Grades, heartbreak, parents too, 

Life's gonna throw curveballs at you 
And you don't what to do 

You don't know how you're gonna make It through 
But still...we go... 

We have to move on... 



Gotta move on! 

Don't let it drag you down and move on! 

YEEEEEAH! 

Gotta leave the past in the past! 

Or else non of us will ever last! 

Even if you don't got money in your purse! 

At least your corpse ain't in a hearse! Yeah! 

Come on! Let's carry on! 

Gotta leave the past in the past! 

Or else non of us will ever last! 

Even if you don't got money in your purse! 

At least your corpse ain't in a hearse! Yeah! 

Come on! Let's carry on! 

Crobat finished off by flipping in the air and dropping the mic back in its holder, a thunderous applause breaking the 
silence shortly afterward. Mew and Mewtwo both stood up, applauding loudly, while Pidgeot nodded in approval. 

"So...like...probably the one contestant who took a song about hardship and turned it into something positive...I think," 
said Mew, grinning. "And you nailed every part. Quite a singer you've turned into, Crobat-1 still remember your 
women's voice from Total Pokemon Island." 

"Can we NOT talk about that?" pleaded Crobat, closing his eyes in agitation. 

"I loved it!" declared Pidgeot. "But before we move on..." 

The two judges put their heads together, before Mew stood up. "Crobat beats out Weavile- the Victorious Vileplumes 
take the lead!" 

"Damn," growled Weavile. Bisharp grinned, while Medicham patted Crobat on the back as he came down. 

"Relax...you'll be fine this elimination- you held the lead for over ten performances," reassured Alakazam. 

"Banette! It's your turn!" snapped Mew. "At least Mewtwo isn't here to ruin you." 

"Wrong," said Mewtwo, dragging Gliscor back with him. "It wasn't that serious, he just needs to breathe. Is it jackass's 
turn? Perfect timing." 

Banette huffed, remembering to keep up the act with Mewtwo. "Alright, jerkwad. I'm going." 

Banette walked up, knowing that he was already screwed- his song was dark, and of all songs he didn't want to go 
before or after, Crobat's was the kind he wanted to avoid most. 

((Author's Note: Banette has this sort of thing holding him back, ever since the Mismagius thing, and I think we all 
know that without some of his closest friends, Banette's in a darker place of his own. I imagine a techno-y, alternative 
style to this. This song is about mistakes, past, but not getting over it- Banette's song is known as "Haunted".)) 

Banette: Happy faces all surround... 

I see joy, it's all around... 

But that isn't meant for me... 

I can't join them... 

'Cause I'm haunted by the night, 

Where I gave in to the might... 

Of grudging, painful plight 
And now it's... 

Haunting me, 

And they can't see, 

What it's done to me 
And how I still can't be 
What want to be... 

Which is simply free 



From these ghosts of the past 
That are still haunting me 
Oh... 

Smell of ashes in the air... 

Burning flames, feel the despair 
And that monster's waiting there, 

He's lurking in the dark... 

He's haunting in my head, 

And I feel the growing dread... 

I know he'll never be dead 
He'll always be... 

Haunting me, 

No, I'll never be free 
Look what he's done to me 
He just ignores my plea 
That grudge is still with me 
But none of you can see 
To those ghosts of the past, 

Why are you still haunting me? 

Oh... 

Ohhhh... 

Banette sang with a quiet, solemn expression, ghostly illusions still floating around him as he sang. Weavile and 
Mismagius both trying to figure it out- at first., they had both thought it was about them- Banette's mistakes in each 
relationship...but as the second verse came around, things got more complicated. 

Weavile closed her eyes. It wasn't about her. It was about something much larger than that. 

Banette: And now I am just a doll, 

I can still feel the dark's call, 

But I can't let myself fall, 

Because it's still... 

Haunting me, 

No, I'll never be free 
Look what he's done to me 
He just ignores my plea 
That grudge is still with me 
But none of you can see 
To those ghosts of the past, 

Why are you still haunting me? 

Oh... 

Ohhhh... 

Banette stopped singing before he twitched a little- it seemed for a moment, he almost grinned, but he just stared 
over at the judges. 

"Uh...good singing and tune but...holy crap, the subtext- that was DARK," said Mew, eyes wide. 

Mewtwo frowned. "Dark was actually okay but you know...you're still an asshole, so-" 

"So you're going to be a bigger asshole by ruining my score," finished Banette. "Congratulations Mewtwo, you are 
now supreme douchebag king." 

"WATCH IT," snapped Mewtwo, though he winked at Banette, who gave a half smirk back. 

"I...don't get it," said Pidgeot. "You sang good, but I don't get the meaning at all, so Crobat's still ahead." 

"If I wanted you to get the meaning, Pidgeot, I'd have put it on a big billboard for you," snarked Banette before he 
stepped back down. Rather than sticking around, he walked away from the crowd. 



Gliscor, meanwhile, was in the back, trying to breathe and relax, under careful watch from Gengar and Kabutops. 
Noivern floated over. 


"Is he okay?" 

"Just shook up, according to Mewtwo," explained Kabutops. "Can you watch him? I need to piss, and Gengar's been 
at it the whole time." 

"Sure," said Noivern, sitting next to him. 

Gliscor was silent, before he croaked out a word. "I'll...I'll tell you." 

"What?" Noivern jumped at his voice, startled. 

"I'll tell you...everything...later...I promise." 

"You don't have to." 

"I WANT to," insisted Gliscor. He was speaking to her, but his eyes were still pinned on Pidgeot. "And I will." 

000 

"What does he want to tell me?" asked Noivern. "Judging by the sound of his tone, the dude ain't planning 
some confession or anything! Oh man, now I'm freaking out- why would he say something like that! Dude!" 

000 

"I get that Gliscor had his breakdown and Crobat is a singing wonder, but I am actually quite curious- what IS 
going on with Banette?" asked Medicham, eyes wide. "That song was very...deep...and dark. Hmmm." 

000 

"Toxicroak, you're next! announced Pidgeot. 

"Damn," groaned Bisharp. "At least Crobat still has our lead." 

"I doubt I'm gonna...heheh...trump him," said Toxicroak with a nervous giggle. 

"Just try it, punk," grumbled Trevenant, as Toxicroak hesitantly approached the stage. 

((Author's Note: There's gotta be one in every challenge like this, right? I imagine Toxicroak can sing, but 
unfortunately, not in front of other Pokemon. So, yeah, any tune works for this. Toxicroak's ten second song is 
"Chill".)) 

Toxicroak: Life is always moving so damn quick... 

But you just gotta move slower, that's the...heh...trick... 

Most people...ha...keeping...heheh...climbing...hills 

While the smart ones know...hahaha...the importance of...chill 

Relax...HA...and chill! 

Take a...hee...break from...hee thrill. 

And then...ahahaha... 

HAHAHA 

AHAHAHAHAHAHAHA! 

"Uh, what the heck?" asked Mew, as Toxicroak fell to the ground, cackling with mad laughter. 

"I...OH GOD...I...I'M GONNA BE SICK!" yelled Toxicroak, clutching his stomach. 

Bisharp sighed and smacked his head, while Trevenant cursed quietly. 

"I...don't think we're getting anywhere with this one," said Pidgeot, a bit disturbed. "Uh, Mewtwo...you might want to 
take him to the infirmary." 

"TWO IN ONE DAY?" snarled Mewtwo. "DAMNIT!" 



He grabbed Toxicroak, who was still cackling and flailing, and carried him off. 

000 

"And now I have to make sure that Croabt holds the lead, or else Toxicroak will be going home for SURE," 
growled Bisharp. "How am I supposed to convince them not to vote off the GUY THAT DIDN'T EVEN FINISH A 
SONG?" 

000 

"Noivern and Luxray both have a chance to save us- let us hope ze manage to do so," said Gothitelle gravely. 
000 

"Noivern! You're next!" said Pidgeot. "And remember- if either of you manage to trump Crobat, you'll secure victory for 
the Graceful Gardevoirs." 

"Like, no pressure much?" muttered Noivern, as she flew up to the stage, Banette replacing her on Gliscor duty. 
Everybody tensed up, remembering Noivern's love of metal and screeching, but this time, the bat-dragon didn't have 
her amp with her. Instead, she just pulled out her guitar, and got a stool to sit on. 

"Uh...l don't...usually do acoustic...but...uh...yeah!" said Noivern, laughing nervously. "Uh...this goes to someone 
special." 

((Author's Note: And now the musician gets to shine-1 was originally going to have Noivern sing an awesome rock 
song, but I thought the relaxing, gentle acoustic song would be something she did. I actually really like Noivern, she's 
one of my favorite newcomers. "You’ll Be Alright" is the name of this one.)) 

Noivern: When I used to see your face... 

It used to really make me smile 

But now when I look at you, I can see that there's a problem, 

And It's been going on for a while... 

Now when I look at you... 

I see the scars of troubled past... 

Injuries Inside your head, that fill your poor heart up with dread 
The kind of wounds that always seem to last... 

I don't know what's wrong, and I won't pretend I do... 

But all I want to do Is help you... 

And let you know... 

It's gonna be alright... 

Don't let go... 

It's gonna be alright... 

It's not your fault, you're can't be blamed, 

So don't just let yourself get framed... 

Please listen to me, 

It's gonna be alright... 

Gliscor and Banette sitting in the back, looked up at Noivern singing. Banette gave Gliscor a half smile. 

"She's singing that to you, you know," commented the puppet. 

"Me?" asked Gliscor, gaping. "No...no way." 

"She is. That's the case. She cares about you, you know." 

"YOU know that I can't...I'm not ready to-" 

"I know. But you can still sit back and listen," chuckled Banette. 

I still remember your smile... 

When were sitting there In the clearing... 



We simply sat and listened to a little music for a while... 

Back then there was nothing you were fearing... 

You were a gentleman 
On that lovely date... 

You held my hand inside your hand, as we danced across the land... 

So why do you look at yourself with hate? 

I don't know what's wrong, and I won't pretend to 
But I'm gonna help you... 

And let you know... 

It's gonna be alright... 

Don't let go... 

It's gonna be alright... 

It's not your fault, you're can't be blamed, 

So don't just let yourself get framed... 

Please listen to me, 

It's gonna be alright... 

Noivern closed her eyes, strumming a few final chords quietly before she finished up her song with one, quiet note. 
She took her guitar off and stood up, opening her eyes to the crowd. There was a long silence, before Banette started 
a loud applause that seemed to grow louder. Mewtwo had a grim smile on his face as he stood up to clap, Mew and 
Pidgeot beside him. 

"That was...wow...l was expecting death metal and got THAT," said Mew. "Perfect, Noivern-1 can see why you're a 
musician." 

"Sensitive, romantic, nurturing- something we've all felt about others...well...almost all of us," said Mewtwo, closing his 
eyes and thinking. "Yeah, I think you understand how good you did." 

"Beautiful singing- I'm sure whoever you were dedicating that to is very moved," chirped Pidgeot. 

"Are you oblivious?" muttered Bronzong, scoffing. 

"WeL.I think we've decided- Noivern takes the lead away from Crobat- meaning that the Graceful Gardevoirs win!" 
announced Pidgeot. 

Noivern gaped as the Graceful Gardevoirs surged forward, hoisting her off the stage and carrying her away. Crobat 
let out a grunt of disappointment, but Honchkrow and Gengar patted him on the back, reassuring him he did okay. 

"Hold it!" shouted Mamoswine, towering above the crowd. "Pidgeot, you've forgotten- Luxray hasn't sang!" 

"Well, we don't need her to, the challenge has been won," retorted Pidgeot, rolling her eyes. 

Mamoswine frowned. "You said everyone had to sing, and she worked hard on her song." 

"Well, she doesn't have to sing it! Freebie for her!" 

"But you DID say everyone had to go," pointed out Mew. 

Luxray shrugged. "I accept the terms of imprisonment with no complaints-" 

But Mamoswine, for once, was ignoring his girlfriend's scattered mumblings. He had a glare on his face as he 
scraped the ground with his foot, his gaze fixed on Pidgeot. 

"Let her sing," he said. 

Pidgeot frowned, before sighing in defeat. "Fine, she can sing." 

Luxray, for once, seemed to not really jump forward to the task, glancing to Mamoswine. 

"B-but...what if...how am I supposed to guard the cabins from the Golem who'll be inevitably rolling down the 
mountains?" 



"That can wait," said Mamoswine, giving her a smile. "I'd like to hear what you wrote." 

Luxray gave a slow nod and walked up to the stage, taking a deep breath. 

"Oh god, get it over with," moaned Krookodile. 

Mamoswine twitched. Krookodile clamped his mouth shut. 

((Author's Note: I think you can tell, but in addition to a big Gliscor and Noivern chapter, this is a big Luxray and 
Mamoswine chapter. For the most part, Luxray's been used for cutaway gags and jokes, but I thought this time 
around I'd give her a little bit of depth- and this song is a part of that. It's called "You See Me".)) 

Luxray: I'm a freak... 

That's what they say... 

They all hear me say some stuff, 

And they want to go away 
They call me crazy... 

That's all there Is, the end... 

Being so darn nutty, 

Has lost me many a friend... 

They see something different 
Then I see In the mirror 
They just can't see what I see... 

Everyone thinks I'm a psycho 
And that's loneliest thing 
When all I wanna do Is be...me 

But I have you... 

Yeah, I have you... 

Oh... 

You see me... for who I am! 

And you see me... for the person deep Inside 
You see me...and stay with me... 

In my life, you're along for the ride 

You can see me...when everyone else is blind, 

And now I find, that I can't leave you behind... 

Around you, I feel as beautiful as can be... 

Because you see me... 

Luxray's voice had changed into something that was almost unable to be described. Banette stared in astonishment, 
exchanging a glance with Weavile. They were thinking the same thing- on how Luxray probably sang as good as 
Gardevoir, though the voices were drastically different- Gardevoir had a more mature, flowy voice, but Luxray 
managed to sound like something special with a voice that was as normal as could be. 

My mind's a scrambled mess, 

That's hard to understand, 

But whenever I have trouble, 

You always lend a hand, 

You give me you support, 

And that makes me feel glad, 

Because you're probably the closest 
Friend I've ever had... 

Everyone else thinks I'm weird 
They just laugh or look away 
They just can't see what I see... 

I walked alone, for a long time 
While they all ignored me 
'Cause all I did was be...me 



But I have you... 

Yeah I have you! 

Oooooooh... 

You see me... for who I am! 

And you see me... for the Pokemon within... 

You see me...and love me for me... 

How can I thank you, where do I begin...? 

You can see me...when no one else has tried, 

Warmed me up inside, and wiped my tears when I have cried... 

Around you, I feel as beautiful as can be... 

Because you see me... 

So many stares, so many jeers 
So many sad nights filled with tears, 

The pains been going on for years, 

It's true... 

When no one understands you, 

What is that you can do? 

How do you get through? 

I guess I did it because I found you...yeah... 

I found you... 

And you see me...for who I am! 

And you see me... for the different girl within... 

You see me...andyou love me... 

How can I thank you, where do I begin...? 

You can see me...when no one else has tried, 

Warmed me up inside, and wiped my tears when I have cried... 

Around you, I feel as beautiful as can be... 

Because you see me... 

Luxray let out one final, high note, before turning to Mamoswine, who was giving her a warm smile. Luxray leaped off 
the stage before dashing up to him, rubbing herself against him happily. 

000 

"I think we all something that resembled true happiness today...and to be honest, it was a beautiful moment," 
admitted Alakazam, tapping his chin thoughtfully. 

000 

"She can SING?" asked Trevenant, gaping. "What the HELL?" 

000 

Mew and Mewtwo both clapped loudly, and were commenting on how that was probably the best song sung in the 
challenge, although Pidgeot just looked annoyed- once again, LUXRAY had been a huge hit. What was the deal with 
her, anyway? 

"I just don't see why we had to listen to crazy girl sing when the challenge was over," she muttered. 

The comment was loud enough to be heard, and Honchkrow's head immediately swiveled around, but she didn't 
move. Yet. 

Luxray, on the other hand, flinched a little bit, kicking at the ground. She had been a bit vulnerable today...rather than 
her usual self. 

Mamoswine noticed, and a dark expression crossed his face. He stomped over to the judge's table, his loud footsteps 
echoing across the field as the crowd grew silent. Luxray's eyes widened as she bounded after him, headbutting him 
angrily. 



"It's fine, Mamoswine, you don’t-" 

"I'm sorry, but this'll take a second," apologized the large pig, standing before Pidgeot. Pidgeot tried to look defiant, 
but was nervous- first Honchkrow, now Mamoswine. 

Mamoswine let out a snort. "Don't call Luxray crazy. Especially not around me." 

Mew and Mewtwo exchanged a shocked glance- when he had been a Swinub and a Piloswine it was one thing- he 
would just ask them not to call her crazy in front of him. But something had changed- evidently, Mamoswine had 
gotten sick and tired of other Pokemon insulting Luxray's mental state. 

"She is not crazy," growled Mamoswine. "She sees the world in a much more vibrant and colorful way than you, and I 
think that ought to be something praised, not ridiculed. Leave her alone." 

With those words, Mamoswine turned around. Luxray cast a nervous glance at Pidgeot, before following Mamoswine. 
"Private Mamoswine, that was treason!" hissed Luxray. "I told you not to start anything!" 

"With all due respect, Lieutenant, Private Mamoswine has been promoted to General," said Mamoswine. 

Luxray jumped. "Oh goodness! My mistake! But unfortunately, you are also offtrack! I am now a Fleet Admiral!" 
Mamoswine grinned. "My apologies, Fleet Admiral Luxray! Shall we go promotion your victory over some ice cream?" 
"VICTORY ICE CREAM IS BEST ICE CREAM!" 

As the two walked away, Gengar and Kabutops exchanged a glance. 

"DAMN," whispered Kabutops. "He went ON Pidgeot! Holy shit!" 

"Yeah, uh...watch out for Mamoswine, note to self," muttered Gengar. 

"Okay...well...after THAT little brief interlude, the challenge is still over!" announced Mew. "The losers are the 
Victorious Vileplumes! Pick someone to eliminate and then we'll do all of the Nightmare Isle nonsense and blah, blah, 
blah! Graceful Gardevoirs, enjoy the victory!" 

000 

"Sucks that Noivern and Luxray snagged the victory from me," said Crobat. "Still, do we vote off Toxicroak 
for failing to sing, or one of our teammates who was just a weak performer. Don't get me wrong, Toxicroak 
was bad, but I mean...that might be worth keeping around." 

000 

"The real question tonight is do we send home a threat or cannon fodder," muttered Bisharp. 

000 

"I REALLY didn't want to lose this challenge," groaned Bisharp, smacking his forehead. 

"Am I gonna be on the chopping block?" asked Toxicroak, now recovered. 

Bisharp didn't sugarcoat it. "Probably. The main question is if we can use your cooking accomplishments and lack of 
threat to our advantage." 

"You mean that we have to point the target at someone else," grunted Trevenant. 

"That's the idea- now think about it...who can we eliminate because of threat?" asked Bisharp. 

"Honchkrow and Crobat are obvious, but there's no way we're getting them off the island tonight," muttered 
Trevenant. 

"Weill...what about Mamoswine?" asked Toxicroak. 

Both Bisharp and Trevenant gave Toxicroak a look. 



"You missed Mamoswine's big moment," explained Bisharp. "Trust me- no way he's gone this round." 

"Then Medicham," Trevenant's eye gleamed. 

Bisharp struck a thoughtful pose. That would be extremely ideal- she was a physical threat, her song wasn't the 
greatest thing in the world, and she had apparently once despised rules and used violence to solve problems. It could 
be easy to do the convincing, and yet...he was reluctant. 

"Not sure if we should dump such a useful piece yet...how about Mismagius?" 

"No," snapped Trevenant. "Mismagius is way more useful than Medicham." 

"How so?" invited Bisharp dryly. "Medicham is stronger, probably of the same intelligence, less volatile..." 

"But WE can't control Medicham," reminded Trevenant. 

"Fair point," admitted Bisharp. 

"Then...just how about someone who's mediocre if we can't get a threat?" asked Toxicroak. "Like...I don't know, 
Kabutops or Arcanine. Maybe Gengar?" 

"...that's not a bad idea, actually...we just have to pick one, and turn the others against them...suggest it to Medicham, 
get Mismagius, and pitch the idea to some other members...shouldn't be hard," said Bisharp. He grinned. "And I know 
who we need to ditch." 

000 

"I have a rough feeling that something's happening tonight," grunted Kabutops. "Something unexpected." 

000 

"Welcome, one and all, to an elimination ceremony that's going to be tons of fun! Wow...let me just say...was NOT 
expecting this at all!" said Mew, chuckling. 

"You're not helping!" snapped Mismagius. 

"FAIR ENOUGH! Okay spooky, come get your Poke Block." 

Mismagius scoffed and floated forward, shaking her head. 

"Crobat... Bisharp... Honchkrow... Gengar..." 

The four Pokemon got up, with Gengar and Crobat floating forward quickly. Honchkrow and Bisharp followed at a 
more leisurely pace. 

"Trevenant...Mamoswine...and Medicham." 

Medicham and Trevenant caught their Poke Blocks, while Mamoswine swallowed his whole happily. The remaining 
three, Arcanine, Kabutops, and Toxicroak, all looked nervous. 

"And the first one to get a free card out is...Kabutops!" said Mew. 

Kabutops let out a sigh of relief, stomping up to get his Poke Block. 

"And we have Arcanine and Toxicroak here in the bottom two!" said Mew, chuckling. "Toxicroak, you can cook, but 
you can't sing! Your team might've just decided to ditch you after you won them a challenge! As for Arcanine here, 
he's a jock and a team player, but that hasn't been winning your team a lot of challenges!" 

"Show me the Pokeathlon and say that!" protested Arcanine, looking nervous. 

"Yeah but the thing is...Arcanine, you'll get a chance to prove how great you are at sports," said Mew, grinning. 

Arcanine let out a happy bark, and Toxicroak hung his head. Bisharp's eyes flashed in disbelief, while Trevenant gave 
a rumble of disgust. 



"...but you'll have to prove it at home!" finished Mew, laughing. "Toxicroak, come get your final Poke Block! Arcanine, 
you're out!" 

"Wait, WHAT?" asked Arcanine, eyes wide. "But...I'm a strong team player! I have strength and guts! Why would I get 
eliminated?" 

Mightyena looked devastated, staring at Arcanine with horror. Just when their time had started together, he was going 
home. 

Gothitelle noticed and stepped over, patting Mightyena on the shoulder. "I understand how you feel- eet eez rough, 
but you will make it through." 

Mightyena groaned unhappily. 

000 

"Why ARE you goin' home?" asked Honchkrow, smoking a cigar. "Well...to tell ya da truth...Arcanine hasn't 
been performin' too great, I mean yeah he won da first challenge for us, but only because we threatened him. 
Let's face it- Arcanine's a nice dude and a team player, but he don't got brains or a voice- he's a one trick 
Ponyta. Don't need dat on my team." 

000 

"Arcanine is a strong team player but...unfortunately, his skills are not very diverse," said Medicham, rubbing 
the back of her head. 

000 

"Trevenant was right!" Mismagius's eyes were wide. "Medicham and Honchkrow didn't need much 
convincing to vote with us! Maybe there's something to working Pokemon over on your side after all..." 

000 

"Right when I was getting to know Mightyena, too...man," mumbled Arcanine. "Oh well. Babe, I know you can 
do this, you're strong and tougher than most of them. I believe in you- keep carrying that torch for me!" 

000 

Arcanine stared at the water, gulping in horror. "And uh, how am I gonna be sent off the island? " 

Mew grinned and strapped a jetpack to Arcanine's back. Arcanine looked around wildly, feeling something there, but 
not seeing it. He turned in circles for a few moments, before Mewtwo froze him and held him at an angle. 

"See, I thought you'd like this since it uses fire!" said Mew brightly, adjusting a control remote. "So let's see, set this 
for max velocity and make sure the power is strong enough and...turn it on!" 

BOOM! Arcanine's jetpack sprung to life as the fire dog shot across the ocean, letting out a loud, final howl as he 
soared across the sky. Mightyena watched with a sadness in her eyes, while Gengar gulped, remembering his own 
time as a firework in the sky. 

Mew watched with a smug smile before he turned to the campers. "So, let's see who get's some Nightmare Fuel 
tonight...the one being sent to the Nightmare Isle for the Vileplumes is...Trevenant!" 

"Oh, what?" snapped Trevenant. "Not AGAIN. UGH." 

"And for the Graceful Gardevoirs...oh wow! It's Mightyena- right after your boyfriend leaves? That's HARSH!" shouted 
Mew, chuckling. 

"Tell me about it," growled Mightyena. "Jackasses." 

000 

"Well, I told my team that it was because she hadn't gone yet, but truth be told...," said Bisharp. 

He shrugged. "I just like rubbing salt in the wounds a little bit. Only a little. You understand." 



000 


Noivern flew into the clearing, sitting down on the stump where she had been resting on that relaxing, peaceful day. 
She looked at the moon and stars, before turning to face her friend. 

"You can start anytime you're ready." 

Gliscor, seated on a rock, looked at her, and Noivern felt a wave of compassion roll through her. He was scared- 
rightfully so- but also determined. Determined to speak this time and give up his silence. And that made it all the more 
difficult to watch. Gliscor fiddled with his claws, before speaking. 

"I...Pidgeot was very sweet when I met her...very sweet to me...and when I first joined the show...my parents were 
pissed," began Gliscor. "They...they were always hard to please. My grades were always too low, my girlfriends were 
always bad, crap like that. Kind words were rare- and I wanted to get away from them and get over all of my...issues 
with them. That's why I signed up to Total Pokemon Island." 

"And she was...so nice...compliments...I didn't usually get those...but she wasn't the only one- Weavile flattered me, 
Lopunny flattered me into kissing her...but it wasn't attraction I was just...scared...scared to say no...I didn't want her 
to hate me." 

"Gliscor, saying no is fine, and I'm pretty sure that bunny hates everyone," pointed out Noivern, a bit confused. 

Gliscor shook his head. "You don't understand. I...I...pressure. I can't deal with pressure- others are always right, and 
I always try to do what they want and...ugh...l left my parents to try and STOP doing that and I just...keep giving into 
the pressure. Again and again." 

Noivern closed her eyes, before fixing them on Gliscor. "What happened with Pidgeot?" 

Gliscor laughed, but his eyes were wide and spooked. "Pidgeot? She...she forgave me for the Lopunny scandal...and 
then we got together...and at first it was good, but after Total Pokemon Island ended...she became a bit 
more...demanding? She always wanted to do what she wanted to do, and I went along with it- after all, who wouldn't 
do what they wanted to do? So I'd take her to lunch, buy her new things, take her to the movies...all that jazz. 

But...when I couldn't...she'd get mad and upset and I...didn't deal with that well." 

Noivern bit her lip. Pidgeot sounded very spoiled and demanding, and she had no idea why Gliscor put up with it for 
that long. Or was he just so worried about being alone that he simply decided to do so? 

"In Total Pokemon World Tour, she...well...did a lot of stuff that wasn't cool, but I still supported her, you know? But 
she got more invested in others while I...I just...l wasn't good enough for her. She was out of my-" 

"SHE WAS NOT OUT OF YOUR LEAGUE!" shouted Noivern. "From what I've gathered, dude, you treated her like a 
queen! Worshipped her every whim! Did everything you could do for her!" 

"It wasn't enough." 

"That cup doesn't have a bottom, Gliscor!" grumbled Noivern. "I don't think she can ever be TRULY satisfied." 

Gliscor grew quiet, and Noivern knew that her freakout had given him a bit of trouble. She calmed down and floated 
closer, staring at him with her large eyes. Deciding that lecturing him and telling him what he did wrong wasn't the 
best idea, she should go with a gentler approach. 

"Then what happened?" 

"She got eliminated, and then I got sick and dropped out for a decent sum of money...after not sending me cards or 
messages of any kind when I was on the plane. She didn't show up at the hospital until a few hours after I had 
received the money from Mew due to my sickness. And when everyone else sent me postcards, she never sent one. 
Then we got in a fight...I wanted to use the money for some school and savings, maybe charity and 
she...disagree...she uh, wanted more stuff...more stuff to buy and things like that." 

"MORE STUFF?" snapped Noivern. "She wanted you to use YOUR prize money on HER?" 

"Yeah...and I uh...l didn't take it well...so I finally stood up for myself and we...fought and broke up," muttered Gliscor 
quietly. "But it uh...didn't stop there." 



"...what do you mean?" 

"Well...at first she started calling me constantly, trying to get me back- she would call me crying and begging and 
I...quite frankly, the only reason why I didn't crawl back to her was Crobat." 

"Crobat?" asked Noivern, a bit shocked. 

Gliscor sighed. "Crobat had a crush on Pidgeot for a long time, even when we were dating, but he found Honchkrow 
and got over it so...l asked him to help me once he was eliminated, to sort of keep her away from me. And he did. I 
also told him not to tell anyone-1 don't think he even told Honchkrow, but she's smart so I bet she already knew." 

"...so he helped you get away from her?" pressed Noivern. 

"He kept me from going back but...well, once begging and sobbing didn't work, Pidgeot got...aggressive," said 
Gliscor, his tail drawing in the sand. "She started to tell me how awful I was, how I'd refuse to treat her well, and kept 
playing the Lopunny card against me. She'd spread rumors and angry voicemails, and I got some hate mail from 
some of her other friends and it was just..,l felt so bad...it was my fault." 

"Oh my gosh," said Noivern, trying to imagine. To get blamed for something when you hadn't done anything wrong? 
How awful was that? Noivern bit her lip. 

"Okay...so I get why she scares you but...why are you scared of me?" 

"...because I kind of like you," mumbled Gliscor. 

Despite the moment, Noivern's heart was dancing the conga in victory. Yes! She DID have a chance. 

"But...no offense, I just...I'm scared...of stuff like that happening again...and I know I'm not ready for a relationship, 
but...pressure and-" 

"Okay, stop right there!" commanded Noivern sternly. "Look dude, I'm not gonna force you into something you're not 
ready for. But one thing I can say for certain is that if I EVER do something like that to you, call Crobat and 
Honchkrow to beat some sense into me. Got it?" 

"Yeah, but-" 

"No, you listen here! Most people don't do things like Pidgeot. I can't help the issue with your parents, but I can help 
you realize that you're worth a lot more than she ever gave you. You're a nice boy, Gliscor. You're considerate and 
strong, and you've gone through a lot and turned out okay." 

She leaned and pecked him on the cheek. "And I'm okay with waiting, alright? But relationship or not, I'm not going to 
let you beat yourself up over something you shouldn't, okay?" 

Noivern flapped into the air, whirling around with a grin. "I'm gonna go turn in early, alright? See you next challenge, 
okay?" 


Gliscor looked up, before a shy smile came to his face. 

"Thank you." 

Noivern laughed. "You should get some rest yourself, dude. You had a long day today." 

Noivern flapped off into the distance, a happy laugh on the wind. 

Gliscor sat for a while, looking up at the stars almost lazily. It wasn't his fault. The only one who had known the entire 
story other than her was Crobat, and he said the same thing. 

Maybe it was true. Maybe it WASN'T. 

Gliscor closed his eyes in both relief and irritation. If that was the case then why COULDN'T he just...be happy? 

He knew the answer. He hadn't healed. Not yet. Not completely. 

But he was starting. 



Gliscor opened his yellow eyes and gazed at the moon, a relaxed breath escaping his body. 

He was going to be alright. Eventually. 

"Thank you," he whispered again. 
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And the longest chapter in the history of Total Pokemon is done. Yeah, that’s right- in the history. And I've been 
working on it every day. So this is going to be a long author's note, so read it all if you want. 

Arcanine goes home, and ironically enough, he was going to survive a bit longer. But I realize that Arcanine's main 
story wasn't that big this season, so I thought that after getting a girl who appreciates him, learning his lesson from 
stereotyping, and getting closure from Ninetales, he'd be fine. 

Fun Fact: Arcanine's original elimination was due to him "defecting from his team" when he refused to attack 
Mightyena in a challenge. Bisharp nailed him to the wall for it. 

Now then, before we talk characters, song discussion time! I had all of the songs written by myself, tunes came up in 
my head or on the piano. The goal was for some to be about nothing, some to be about character, and some to be 
really deep. So, let's talk about them a bit more briefly. IF YOU WANT A LOT MORE INFORMATION ABOUT EACH 
SONG, I WILL ANSWER A MESSAGE/RESPONDABLE REVIEW, BUT THE NOTE CANT BE TOO LONG. 

-Kabutops-1 don't see Kabutops being a really deep guy, so his song was about coming back and kicking butt. I 
imagine him to be a pretty manly guy, so I couldn't see him being touchy feely about stuff. 

-Gothitelle- Gothitelle is not a singer, like Gardevoir, and she's definitely more hotheaded-1 kind of wanted to 
separate her from Gardevoir with this, even though they are very similar- date a controversial Pokemon on the show, 
look gorgeous, and model. I guess I wanted to show her own problems in song. 

-Gengar- Nothing to say here- Gengar's a fun dude who likes parties. That's it. That's the song. 

-Swampert-1 imagine that Swampert can sing better than Hitmonlee, but he can't write songs any better. 

-Trevenant- A bit of depth in this- Trevenant talks of revenge and darkness and being unleashed. All I can say is, that 
song is almost a threat to the other competitors. Interesting stuff. Death metal was the tune there-1 almost considered 
rap, but I feel like Trevenant would rather roar and scream at everyone. 

-Honchkrow- She doesn't like singing, but I wanted to showcase Honchkrow's intelligence- something that wasn't 
much of a factor in World Tour. Honchkrow is very dangerous due to her street smarts, but because she also has a 
very calculated mind. There were a LOT of poker puns and casino terms. If you can find them all, I'm impressed. 

-Mamoswine- MamoRay was a star couple with Glivern. More on that down below. Long story short, Mamoswine's a 
huge sweetheart. 

-Weavile-1 kind of wanted to show that while Weavile was an evil bitch and now she's not, she has to deal with the 
consequences- even though she's nicer now, many contestants still sort of avoid her (Seizor was one such example). 
Combine that with her love problems, and I gave her a nice soulful blues song to sing. The ice block she was laying 
on was a reference to World Tour, when she sang on the piano while Cacturne played. 

-Bronzong- Probably the most complex song, due a similar theme to Honchkrow- Tarot Cards and there meanings. 
Bronzong's lines had a TON of card references, and was loaded with hidden meaning- similar to how Bronzong 
operates. I imagine it almost like a Disney Villain song or something, but then again, I don't consider Bronzong much 
of a villain- certainly an antagonist though. 

-Krookodile- Krookodile takes Bronzong's job of mocking the challenge. More of a parody song than anything else. 

-Arcanine- Can't really sing much- he blended in the background a lot in Total Pokemon World Tour. I sort of dumbed 
down Arcanine a little bit when it came to technical stuff- not every contestant can be really smart. Thus, not great at 
writing. 

-Mismagius- Spelling out words in songs is her trademark touch, so I made her do it again. Mismagius is flashy, but I 
don't think anyone but me acknowledges her strength as a character. However, her desire to stay strong is also her 
biggest weakness- she acts strong to Banette, but that's covering up her weakness to Trevenant. It's a bit sadder 



than most people think, since they only see it from Banette's view. 


-Medicham-1 know, I know, Medicham hasn't been as prominent in the recent episodes, but I decided to reveal hints 
of her backstory- interesting stuff, eh? The best part will be when I reveal some other characters to compare to that. 
Fighter music and all that stuff. As I said, I imagine both Medicham and Froslass to be Asian, although I feel that 
Medicham is more partial to it. 

-Alakazam- Flashy, orchestra music- he can probably tango to it, Alakazam tangoing and singing boastful songs is his 
trademark. I think of this as Alakazam's way to try and turn others against him- despite himself not wanting to be 
viewed as evil, Alakazam will be bored if no one tries to defeat him. He wants glory and victory- the money comes 
second to that. 

-Mightyena- Not much of a singer, Mightyena is more of an drawing artist than a musical one. I just imagine pop, 
techno, alternative from her to suit her offbeat personality. Too bad she doesn't sing much, but at least she's learned 
some lessons as evidenced by her song. 

-Bisharp- Bisharp likes to be serious, focused, and his song is more serious than almost everyone else's...albeit, 
about the game. It sort of makes me shake my head- in a world of romance and personal problems, Bisharp is so 
disjointed and focuses on the game. I think it's both very tragic and unnerving. Anyways, once again, imagine this as 
almost a Disney Villain song. 

-Gliscor- I’ll talk about Gliscor at the end of this, so move along. Not getting over the past because you keep falling 
down trying. 

-Crobat- Opposite to Gliscor's song. Getting over the past and carrying on. Crobat has been a fine singer since 
Season One, and now that he's become more than just a slapstick pain punching bag, I wanted to show it. I imagine 
a soft, pleasant rock tune to it. 

-Banette- Opposite to CROBAT'S song. Carrying on, but unable to get over the past. Let's just say the ghosts of 
Banette's past are still there, haunting him. This song will be a lot more confusing than others, and I won't explain 
everything yet, but it'll be a plot point later. 

-Toxicroak- There's one every year- poor Toxicroak has a nervous laugh attack, preventing him from singing. Ouch. 

I'll answer questions about him singing if people want. 

-Noivern- A sweet, soulful song to Gliscor, after I decided it'd be better than a metal party song (Gengar, after all, 
already did a party song). Not too romantic or anything, as I wanted to avoid that, but I think it's more on how Noivern 
views Gliscor as a good person and wants him to be okay. 

-Luxray- VERY BIG, VERY IMPORTANT. WE WILL DISCUSS THIS. 

So Gliscor and Noivern were a main focus this chapter- Gliscor's issues come to full light- he folds under pressure, 
has issues saying no, and has been hurt by people close to him. His intense fear of Noivern is because he does like 
her a lot, but he also liked Pidgeot a lot, and she was a bit abusive to him. I do want to clarify that Pidgeot did not 
PURPOSEFULLY abuse Gliscor- she was just very ignorant towards his needs and feelings. And so we have Gliscor, 
singing about his problems and facing up to Pidgeot, and Noivern and Crobat helping him through it. I can explain 
more on this topic if needed. 

Also, Crobat and Gliscor are now very close friends-1 wanted to point that out, as a lot of close friendships (Diglett- 
Wooper, Banette-Cacturne) haven't been seen this season. 

NOW MAMOSWINE AND LUXRAY- whole different story all together. So I know that since Total Pokemon World 
Tour, Luxray has been a nutty, crazy background character, but this season, I'm trying to dig deeper into even the 
comic relief characters (Crobat, looking hard at you). I wanted to explore Luxray's more "rational" side, and take a 
look at the girl in it all. I get the feeling that Luxray gets a lot of hell and shit for being "crazy", when she just sees 
herself as "different". I also like to think it bothers her on the inside. 

But she has Mamoswine, Wooper, and Diglett, who accept her for who she is (and to be honest, even DIGLETT can 
hurt her feelings sometimes, because he's a very rational person). I wanted to explore Mamoswine and Luxray's 
relationship and show how protective Mamoswine is of her. I know that it often seems that Luxray brushes these off, 
but I wanted to show how it's not just Mamoswine who's very caring to Luxray- it's a two way street. They are, in my 
opinion, the most healthy couple by far, which is amazing because how dysfunctional they appear on their own. 



There's a lot more to talk about in this chapter, but I'll wait for reviewers to ask me about it. Onto the Next Chapter 
preview! 


Next Episode: Secrets galore as a gossiping girl returns to present a challenge. Darker sides of everyone's pasts are 
explored, leading to some awkward confrontations and deep surprises. In all of the revealed chaos, some bonds of 
trust are ruined. Another Pokemon soon gets booted from the competition afterward. 

Arcanine: Yo, dudes! Review for the story, okay? Awesome! 



*Chapter 13*: Clefable's Secret Sharing Standoff! 

Glad you all enjoyed the next chapter! Hoping I got this one out sooner enough to make up for it! Enjoy! 

Also, a special treat for the fans who have read my other stories- after a few years, I am working on the second 
version of Grudge, from Raggedy's point of view. Keep an eye on that, as it will be out fairly soon. 

Warning: This chapter pushes the Teen Rating. Just as the fear chapter had a bunch of dark themes and gruesome 
imagery, this chapter has a lot of dirty jokes/mentions of mature themes. Nothing outright raunchy, though. 
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"Greetings everyone, my name is Celebi and it's time for another episode of Nightmare Isle Nightly!" said Celebi to a 
grand applause. "Once again, we have a guest with us, and this time, we've managed to get him before the final 
episode! Say hello to the champion of Season One, Vileplume!" 

Vileplume, who was sitting next to Celebi, gave a pleasant smile and waved to the crowd. "Hey guys." 

"How have you been, Vileplume? What's life like for the original winner now that things have settled down?" asked 
Celebi, folding her legs and looking at Vileplume with interest. Despite his open, friendly, and adventurous nature, 
ever since he was an Oddish, the Pokemon had been something of a man of mystery. 

"It's uh...quieter...I've been testing perfume products and also judged on a couple of shows...some singing ones and 
cooking ones, dabbling here and there...kind of just...lazily drifting along through life," explained the flower. 

"And do you still hear from friends? Are things going well with Clefable?" 

"Yes, they are! We still see Lileep and Bellsprout regularly, and we were actually visited by Dragonite just last week! 
Clefable wanted to be here, but uh, it's her turn in the game to host the challenges, you know? Next challenge is 
hers." 

"Any hints about that?" asked Celebi. 

"We'll learn more about the campers, but I can't say more." 

"Now- another question for you. Are you and Gardevoir going to be hosting some of the last challenges this time 
around? You didn't show up until the final episode of Total Pokemon World Tour, as I recall." 

"Uh, yeah. But no, Gardevoir and I are both scheduled before the finals- I'm actually in contact with her and Cacturne. 
It's kind of funny, Pokemon who I never really got to know during the show are my friends now-1 feel like everyone 
who opted out of another season just hangs around and watches the show." 

"Really?" asked Celebi. "Like a club?" 

"Sort of- actually, Dragonite hosts little parties at his house whenever a new episode comes out and a bunch of us go 
over to check it out. Eliminated contestants go too- Seizor's gone to the last few, and Froslass has come once or 
twice." 

"That's...really nice to think about actually," said Celebi, nodding to herself, thinking that maybe she and Mew could 
have a Legendary party at some point. Then she shook herself off. 

"So if you're a fan of the show, you've seen the Nightmare Isle." 

Vileplume let a smile crawl on his face. "Yes, I've seen it." 

"Thoughts? How would you feel about being sent there?" 

"Uh...probably worried," admitted Vileplume. The crowd laughed. "But I DO think it's kind of cool, although now that 
the idol's gone...well, there isn't as much there. Except for some secrets or something." 

"Yeah, I heard mention of that- in fact, we have two campers there right now!" said Celebi with a smirk. "Mightyena 
and Trevenant are currently braving the island of horror. Would you like to take a look and see how they're faring?" 



"Sure, sounds good." 
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Mightyena panted and gasped for air as she waded through a dark river, her eyes gleaming in the dusky shade. She 
let out a bark of discontent as she reached the shore. Shaking herself off. She padded into the trees and spit out 
some murky water. 

"Gross...Arcanine, how did you even deal with this place when you came here?" groaned Mightyena. "Spooky, yeah, 
but just plain gross as well! Ugh!" 

A wave of sadness washed over her. Arcanine. His sweet, handsome face. His kindly, understanding eyes. She was 
going to miss him- it had already gotten tougher without him, even if she had to brave the Nightmare Isle alone 
anyway. But seriously- right when things had started to get good, BAM! Arcanine gets sent home. 

It sucked. 

"Shit! Damnit, Arcanine! Why the hell are your teammates such ASSHOLES, huh?" 

She was so busy cursing out the entire team of Victorious Vileplumes that she failed to notice the wall she was 
walking into. 

"OOF!" 

Mightyena shook herself off with an aggravated growl before peering at the large stone wall in front of her. Sniffing, 
she recoiled at the stench of chemicals, rot, and...machinery? She padded around the wall and peered around the 
corner, before looking up. 

"Nightmare Isle Hospital and Mental Institution," read Mightyena aloud. "Mew mentioned there were things hidden on 
the island..." 

Mightyena went to the door, frowning as she nosed it warily. There was a sign there. 

"Secrets lie within, if you're brave enough," murmured Mightyena. She snorted. Of course she was... 

She looked inside, seeing the flickering lights, and what appeared to be bloody footprints in the main lobby. 

Mightyena swallowed a lump in her throat. 

"Then again...m-maybe not," groaned Mightyena, turning and padding away quickly. 

On the other side of the island... 

Trevenant was glaring hard at the mansion, trying to ignore the sense of increased dread he felt. "Relax, Trevenant. 
That bell somehow managed to get in there. The fear didn't faze him! It's a mansion, not a prison! You saw the prison 
earlier! You can't be scared!" 

Trevenant's eye swiveled, fixing on the knob. With a snarl of fury, he ran forward, terrified, and grabbed the knob. 
Silence. 

Trevenant stared at the door, his eye gleaming as the fear left him. Had he really been scared? How stupid. There 
was nothing scary about some old, fusty mansion. Trevenant twisted the knob and heard the soft click. A confident, 
gruesome smile made it's way to his face as he yanked the door open and stepped inside. 
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"Oh boy! While Mightyena has chosen to opt out of checking the hospital, Trevenant has become the third contestant 
to make it in the mansion!" said Celebi, grinning. 

"Really? Third?" asked Vileplume. "I know Banette got in but-" 

"Bronzong must've gotten in somehow, since he had the idol...I don't know how he managed to slip in there off screen 
but...he pulled it off," grumbled Celebi, a bit annoyed. She shook herself off quickly. 

"So Trevenant gets to check out some secrets...I wonder what sort of advantages he’ll pick up! It'll certainly be an 



interesting next few challenges, don't you think?" 

"I'll say...the merge isn't here yet, but it’s on its way. This is where you find out who has the strength to plow through 
the competition," agreed Vileplume. 

"Any bets on who'll be winning?" 

"Eh...not really. I was pretty unexpected myself. I'd just wind up jinxing someone," chuckled Vileplume. 

"Well...that was pretty interesting to see! We'll catch you next time on Nightmare Isle Nightly!" said Celebi, waving 
goodbye with Vileplume. 
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Gengar was rocking out in some headphones, rocking out the door of the cabin before bumping into someone. 
Gengar fell back in shock, grunting as he hit the ground. 

"Oh...crap! Sorry, Gengar," apologized Mismagius. "I'm a little scatterbrained lately." 

Gengar gave a grin. "I hear ya. Probably uh...missing Trevenant right?" 

Mismagius looked at him, shocked. "You know?" 

"Honey, everybody knows," said Gengar. "Even Banette's figured it out." 

"Yeah well...he’s busy with Weavile, isn't he?" mumbled Mismagius, sighing. "Right? I saw them heading somewhere 
earlier..." 

"Crobat mentioned to me that they were going to just grab lunch together and eat it on the shoreline," said Gengar. 
"And I know for a fact they're not dating. Why are you so interested anyway? You broke up with him." 

Mismagius huffed. "I know, I just..." 

"Still have feelings for him?" 

"No!" protested Mismagius. "Well...okay, maybe a little. I just...l know I've been hard on him, but I just...didn't want to 
wind up leaping back into his arms when it's not a good idea, you know? I don't hate Banette, he was good to me, I 
just...I want us both to be happy." 

"Even if it doesn't mean with each other?" asked Gengar daringly. 

"Yes," retorted Mismagius hotly. "I...he and I both deserve to be happy. I guess I’m just worried...1 mean Weavile's not 
exactly-" 

"If you're actually over him, then you don't need to worry about Weavile- Banette's a smart guy. As for you, just focus 
on Trevenant- he'll be back soon, it’s already been two nights," said Gengar reassuringly. 

"Alright...thanks Gengar," said Mismagius, smiling. 
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"Mismagius and Banette still both like each other a little...I think," said Gengar, stroking his chin. "And deep 
down, they're both good people. I think they both deserve happiness." 

Gengar grinned. "Man, all this romance junk is kinda...nostalgic for me. Froslass, babe, I miss you!" 
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Luxray roiled around in the confessional. "Mamoswine and I have been doing great at scaling the mountains 
of Death Cloyster! It's been an amazing time and...I'm just..." 

Luxray shocked herself and smiled serenely. "So happy that he's there for me. In that last challenge, I had 
Beautifly in me...it was like falling in love with him all over again..." 

She jolted herself again. "Anyways, time to saddle up, 'cause this lovey dovey couple's got a rodeo t'do! 



YEEHAW! 
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Medicham drank her tea quietly, sighing in boredom. Swampert had declared today to be their "rest day". Which 
meant, no training. Medicham understood that it was important to take breaks in between severe workouts, but it 
didn't mean that she had to enjoy it. Breaks were so...limiting. No punches, or kicks, or anything. 

Swampert, though jovial and an amazing friend, was very strict on training. 

Medicham lazily watched everyone around, seeing Mismagius and Gengar collide and make small talk. Kabutops 
was conversing pleasantly with Toxicroak while he played paddleball, and Gliscor was just sunbathing in a chair 
lazily. Medicham smiled. The flying scorpion's mood had improved since the singing challenge. It had been quite a 
recovery. 

Wait a moment- Toxicroak was with Kabutops. Bisharp was usually with him. She peered around the campgrounds, 
before finally catching sight of him. He was walking out of the cafeteria, before turning on his heel and disappearing 
into the woods. It looked as if he was holding something. How odd. 

Curiosity piqued her. Medicham slowly stood up and glanced around, deciding to head in the same direction. She 
stretched and broke off into a run, making it look like she was going for a jog (she only hoped Swampert didn't catch 
her- it'd be difficult to explain it to him. 

Bisharp was a strange case, because he was either neutral or on Medicham's last nerve. She had the feeling that he 
could be charming if he wanted to be, and his appearance certainly didn't give her anything to complain about. And 
yet...his ruthless tactics and minimal focus on anything other than the show's games were something Medicham didn't 
like. He won games and celebrated as the rest of them did, but his smiles never reached his eyes. 

Slowing down, she cursed as she reached a fork in the path. Noticing a fairly fresh print, she followed that trail, and 
soon, the trees and dense foliage cleared out. She had arrived at a smaller beach, with more rocks and coves than 
the long beach near the dock. But where was Bisharp? 

There! Ahead! On a rock sat the knight, the object held in his hand. Medicham squinted from behind a stone, seeing a 
pen gripped carefully in his sharp hands. Medicham peered at his other hand, which appeared to be holding a book. 
What was he doing...drawing? 

Medicham snuck closer, trying not to be loud and startle him. She had a feeling he was trying to relax and enjoy 
himself. She kept her eyes carefully on the ground, but was soon distracted by him. 

He was far different to witness now than he had been during the challenges. His face was calm, and his eyes 
appeared to be relaxed and peaceful- he would look out at the sea before looking down at his book. Occasionally a 
calm word or two would escape his mouth. Medicham was thrown off guard. He seemed a lot more at ease, and she 
felt as if she was seeing a softer side to Bisharp. Medicham smiled- his relaxed face was certainly better to see than 
his annoyed one. 

She was so busy staring she stepped on a twig. 

CRACK! 

Bisharp reacted instantly, his eyes widening as he jerked his head to stare at her, slamming his book shut. "Who's 
there?" 

Medicham gave a nod to her head. "Hello, Bisharp." 

"What are you doing here? Did you follow me?" Bisharp was back on the defensive, eyes narrowed. 

Medicham held up her hands defensively. "I was going for a jog and decided to take a route on the beach so 
Swampert wouldn't notice- this is our break day." 

"So you're still training with the enemy," drawled Bisharp, though Medicham chose to ignore it. 

"I was surprised to see you here," she continued, walking over to lean on the rock beside him. "What are you doing? 
You do not seem like one to enjoy quiet places like this. Are you drawing?" 



Bisharp closed his eyes, as if vexed, before sighing and answering her. 

"No. I'm writing." 

"Writing? A story? You?" 

Bisharp let a smile play on his face. "You sound surprised." 

"You just...do not seem like the type to enjoy such a thing," said Medicham. 

Bisharp chuckled, his eyes almost...playful in a way. "You're one to talk. Your song hints there's a little more to you 
than I originally had thought." 

Medicham looked away, a bit embarrassed. "Yes, well...more on your writing?" 

Bisharp huffed, before shutting his book. "I don't let people read what I right." 

"Why not?" asked Medicham. 

"Because it's not good enough yet," said Bisharp, glancing at the water. "I attempted to find some inspiration, but I 
haven't found any here. I might as well go get lunch. I suppose you'll be getting back to your jog." 

"What? Oh...yes...that is correct," responded Medicham, a little disappointed that he had remembered her jog. She 
enjoyed the thought of eating lunch with this Bisharp- the one who wasn't focused on winning and lording over them 
all like some kind of general. It was almost...sweet in a way. 

Bisharp walked away silently, a bit annoyed that she had cut into his thinking time. He had been enjoying the peace 
and quiet as he had written down the words that skimmed across his brain. Bisharp stretched a bit and headed 
towards the cafeteria. 

Now...who to eliminate next... 
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Kabutops grinned at Gliscor. "You seem to be doing good, eh?" 

Gliscor looked over, confused. "What's that?" 

"You're flying with your head held high, and I saw you talking to Noivern this morning without being stressed at all," 
said Kabutops with a smirk. "Did something happen a couple nights ago?" 

Gliscor blushed horribly. "Nothing like THAT, you pervert! We're not even DATING." 

"Didn't stop me from making out with Seizor," said Kabutops, shrugging his shoulders. 

"He has a point- you WERE in a lot better of a mood," chimed in Crobat, hanging from a branch. "And it's weird, 
considering that Pidgeot usually made your anxiety worse. But now...you seem...relaxed...at ease." 

"I agree," said Swampert, doing some push ups in the sand. 

"I thought it was your break day," said Gliscor, watching Swampert curiously. 

"Don't tell Medicham." 

"Don't change the subject, jackass!" pressed Kabutops. 

"I'm just...feeling better," said Gliscor, eyes wide. 

"That can't be just it," growled Kabutops. "What happened?" 

"I...I guess I've just...learned that I should be proud of who I am...and it's okay to say no sometimes," explained 
Gliscor. "I don't know, it's hard to explain without feeling really freaking lame." 

"No, I get it," argued Swampert, pushing himself into a standing position. "I don't know what caused you to get in such 
a bad place, but it looks like you're crawling out of it and changing for the better. So, even if I don't know the full story, 



I support you." 

"Aw, come on, I wanted to know!" protested Kabutops. 

"Can't you just be satisfied?" asked Crobat, rolling his eyes. 

"Of course I can, but I still want answers- I'm still sitting around trying to figure out WHO did the idol thing and got 
Seizor out," grumbled Kabutops. 

"You're STILL trying to crack that?" asked Swampert incredulously. "I don't get why you won't just let it go." 

"Because Bronzong has the answers to whatever got Seizor out- and I want to return the favor," growled Kabutops. 

"Bronzong's made it clear he's not going to give up that information, dude- you should let it go. Besides, I bet it was 
Trevenant, and no offense, but that Grass-type could take you in a fight," said Crobat. 

"Can it, bat brain," snapped Kabutops. "I like being in the know- besides, it would certainly give us information on who 
we can't trust." 

"And what if they're already eliminated?" asked Swampert. 

"Eh?" asked Gliscor. "You think they're already GONE?" 

"I don't know Bronzong well but...he never said the culprit was STILL here." 

"...are you kidding me," muttered Kabutops. 

Crobat chuckled. "You need to relax, man." 

"ATTENTION CAMPERS- IT IS TIME FOR A CHALLENGE!" blared Mew's loud voice over the intercom. "GET 
READY- THIS ONE'S GOING TO BE GREAT! NO MORE STUPID SINGING!" 

"And there it is- the summons of our doom," groaned Crobat. 

"Cheer up! At least we don't have to sing!" said Swampert, grinning. 

"Yeah, buddy, but when you have to sing for an entire season, you grow used to it- who KNOWS what the hell we 
have to do now," grumbled Gliscor. 
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"I mean- they may not like singing, but if it's anything physical, I'm game- oh, this is the PERFECT thing to 
spice up an off day!" said Swampert, flexing his muscles. 

000 

"I found some information on the island. Some really good shit, and some shit that's really getting on my 
nerves," snarled Trevenant. 

000 

"Greetings everyone!" announced Clefable, who was standing in the center of the camp, with two rows of chairs on 
each side of her. "Today, I'll be hosting your challenge! Should be fun, right?" 

Mightyena let out a tired grunt, while Trevenant was glaring around. Every was standing far away from the two 
Nightmare Isle campers, as they both seemed to be in extremely irritable moods. Most of the newcomers seemed to 
think Clefable was a fairly friendly competitor. 

How wrong they were. 

Banette's eyes were narrowed as he waited for Clefable to announce the task at hand. Weavile was looking at her 
almost defiantly- Clefable's backstabbing had screwed her over better than anyone else's plots in Season One. All of 
the veterans knew that Clefable was no joke- if she wanted to put them through hell, she would manage to do it- even 
if they were surrounded by pink flowers the whole time. 



"I'll ask you to sit in those chairs- eleven on one side, ten on the other- Gardevoirs, you take the side with eleven, and 
Vileplumes, you have the other side. All of you sit please, quickly. I know Mew likes to take time with his petty 
tortures, but I'm a woman of business." 

"Check this broad out- she's going nuts about this," whispered Krookodile to Gliscor as he sat in one of the cushioned 
arm chairs. 

Gliscor shrugged. "Shouldn't be that- WHOA!" 

As everyone relaxed in their armchairs, straps came and pinned them all down by their arms. Everyone immediately 
started flailing and struggling. Other campers who were not bipedal were pinned by their bodies, tails, and legs- 
Mightyena had a large strap over her chest, Mamoswine had cuffs attached to his tusks, and all of Crobat's wings 
were strapped down. Bronzong, who hadn't completely sat down, tried to quickly float up, but Clefable jumped over 
and pushed him back down, where a large strap surrounded him quickly. 

"So close and yet so far," he groaned. 

"So, here's how this challenge works!" said Clefable, chuckling. "This challenge will be based on the truth telling 
challenge from the Cave of Origins last time-!" 

Angry shouts were from all of the campers, the most prominent being from Banette, Mismagius, and even Bronzong. 
"Not again!" snapped Bronzong. "Never again!" 

"You can't expect us to take this challenge seriously!" roared Mismagius. 

"Anyways!" snarled Clefable, disliking being interrupted. "This time it's a bit different. This time, I will ask each team 
the same number of questions- it could be about a secret, an origin, anything that isn't common knowledge and things 
you probably don't WANT to have be common knowledge. If you all look on your chairs, their are buttons!" 

Everyone looked down, and sure enough, on the right arm, every chair had a button. 

"If you want to own up to your secrets, you earn your team a point. If you DON'T own up, your secret WILL remain 
anonymous BUT...you don't get a point, and your team gets a little...shock." 

Krookodile froze, before he started cackling with laughter. "Well, that's perfect- electricity does NOTHING to me!" 

"And since we still have some Ground-types," continued Clefable sweetly, as she put some headphones over 
Krookodile and Swampert's heads. "We took some special precautions." 

Clefable pressed a button, giving the entire Graceful Gardevoir team a light shocking. But Krookodile and Swampert 
instead got a loud blast of music played in their ears, causing their eyes to bug out as they cried out in pain. 

"Oh god...no way...that's even WORSE than a shock!" protested Swampert. 

"I ALREADY WENT DEAF ONCE, YOU ROTTEN FAIRY FUCK!" snarled Krookodile. 

"Tough luck- each team gets twenty questions, truths, whatever you want to call them. And no worries. Every single 
camper will have SOMETHING related to them at least once, so no one's going to get lucky and get by with a freebie. 
In the event of a tie, we'll form a tiebreaker of some kind. Any questions?" 

"Are there...limits to what can be asked?" questioned Banette. 

"There's a line," admitted Clefable. "But you still won't be pleased. We've managed to gather up a lot of dirt on all of 
you. Anything else?" 

Everyone shook their heads. Krookodile and Swampert exchanged a look of dismay. Mismagius was livid. Luxray 
was vibrating with excitement. 

"Alright...I picked on the Gardevoirs with that taster, so the first question goes to the Vileplumes!" announced 
Clefable, her tone falsely sweet. Worried murmurings moved through the contestants, wondering what the first 
question would be. 

"Question One: Which on you had an accident on the first day of school?" asked Clefable. 



Everyone froze up, before Trevenant, Gengar, Krookodile, Mismagius, and a few others cracked smirks and started 
giggling among themselves. Krookodile was the first one to talk. 

"So uh...out of curiosity- was it Number One or Number Two?" 

Gengar and Gliscor both started laughing harder, as Clefable smirked. 

"Number two." 

"ARE YOU SERIOUS?" asked Noivern, her eyes lit up. "No way, I've heard of number one accidents, but never 
number two!" 

Bisharp, however, did not smile. "If you could kindly stop laughing...I'd appreciate it if our player clicked their button." 

But no one moved. Everyone's eyes darted around. But whoever it was didn't press the button. Clefable pursed her 
lips. 

"Welp! Time's up!" announced Clefable, slamming a finger down on one of her buttons. A shock coursed through 
nearly every contestant on the Victorious Vileplume team, with the exception of Mamoswine, who received the burst 
of music in his ears. He screwed up his eyes and let out a low snort. 
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"They already laughed!" protested Mamoswine. "I wasn't going to admit it!" 

He frowned. "Oops." 

000 

"Great- we HAVE to win this, because I still haven't figured out a way out of Bronzong's clutches...unless we 
lose...wait...hang on...forming a plan here!" said Krookodile triumphantly. 

"Now that THAT'S settled, WHAT THE HELL DO I SAY? I'm not one for telling my secrets!" 
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"She doesn't look like much, but under Clefable's pretty face is a clever brain that loves to crush her 
enemies," growled Banette. "I was NOT looking forward to her hosting. Especially not this soon." 
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"This is going to be utterly miserable," growled Kabutops. "I never liked this fairy freak." 
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"That was fun!" said Clefable cheerfully. 

"It was just a bathroom accident- who WOULDN'T admit it," grumbled Trevenant. "That's something STUPID." 

"Time to see if the Graceful Gardevoirs are going to be braver," said Clefable, chuckling. "Alright- first question for 
you guys, then. Which one of you made out with one of your teachers to get a better grade in class?" 

Everyone seemed to be a bit curious, rather than laughing. Krookodile glanced to Swampert next to him. "Any idea 
who THAT one is?" 

"Uh...no idea," muttered Swampert, squinting his eyes and waiting for the music. "But something tells me they're not 
answering that one." 

"Wonder why, sounds pretty good to me," admitted Gengar, shrugging. 

"Perhaps zey are worried about zere grades dropping," suggested Gothitelle, looking at Gliscor. 

"Hey, it's not- ME!" Gliscor’s reply shifted into a yelp of pain when music blasted in his ears. The rest of the team soon 
let out cries of pain as well, with the exception of Luxray, who was cackling gleefully. 



"HARDER! MORE! I AM HAVING SO MUCH FUN!" she screamed. 


"Tut tut- you're all holding out- this HASN'T been a promising start," said Mew, floating in on armchairs with Mewtwo. 

"Great, Pinky and the Brainless are here," drawled Banette. "Don't you guys have better things to do? You're not even 
hosting the challenges anymore!" 

"Well, we'll be hosting SOME of them," said Mew, chuckling. "And besides, HELLO? What could be any better than 
this. We may be Legendary Pokemon, but we enjoy gossip as much as anyone else." 

"You're lucky we didn't bring an audience," added Mewtwo, grinning. Banette rolled his eyes. 

"Second round for the Victorious Vileplumes then," said Clefable, giving them a dark grin. 

"The first one was poop," muttered Trevenant "How bad can it get?" 

"Which one of you was a virgin until this season started?" 

Everyone froze. Bisharp looked around, before letting out a huff of annoyance. 

"Once again, not a big deal. Why can't you just admit it?" 

Everyone waited, holding their breath. Then finally, someone moved. Crobat sighed and pressed his button, rolling 
his eyes. 

"Yeah, okay, things got a bit heated after Gengar's party, can we MOVE ON NOW?" he asked testily. 
"Congratulations!" shouted Mew, toasting his lemonade to Crobat. Crobat huffed. 

Honchkrow just looked a mixture of shocked and impressed. "Well, you know, for a first timer-" 

"MOVE ALONG," growled Crobat, looking at Clefable pleadingly. 

"Crobat scores a point! And for the record, I won't reveal the score until after the challenge is over- it's more fun if you 
don't know," explained Clefable. 

"More fun for you and Mew!" snapped Gliscor. 

"She never SAID it was more fun for you guys!" replied Mew, toasting his glass with Mewtwo. 

"Jerks," mumbled Weavile. 

"Which Gardevoir flashed her entire board of school administrators for a dare?" trilled Clefable. 

Noivern immediately shut her mouth tight and resolved not to touch that button. How did they find about that? That 
wasn't common knowledge! She could get expelled for admitting that. And while all of this was racing through her 
head, Clefable tutted impatiently and pressed the button. 

ZAP! 

"Oh my god...cut it out!" groaned Krookodile. He didn't want to lose this challenge, as there was no way to sabotage 
it- this challenge was a free pass from any of his meddling. Nailing Bronzong out of this challenge would be too 
difficult. 

"Third round for the Vileplumes!" said Clefable with a chuckle. "And Krookodile, if your team answers the questions, 
you don't get shocked! Now then- which Vileplume once mugged someone for some money?" 

Everyone glanced at Trevenant, who shrugged. "That's not really a secret." 

"It's not you," snapped Clefable sternly. 

"That leaves less options...unless it's Medicham, who has sung about a so-called delinquency in the past," muttered 
Bisharp. 

Medicham threw Bisharp a look of disbelief. "Wh-what? You can't just accuse a Pokemon of-!" 



ZAP! 


Bisharp coughed, before glaring at Medicham. "I couldn't give a damn what secrets mean to anyone. It's a challenge, 
we're supposed to win it. Pokemon shouldn't care about such things." 

"You little-!" 


"Hey, hey, let's keep this gravy train rolling," interrupted Clefable, wagging a finger. "Let's see if the third time will be 
the charm for the Graceful Gardevoirs- which one of you dropped out of school over a relationship with a significant 
other?" 

Mightyena groaned in her head and didn't press the button. No way. Arcanine was allowed to know but none of 
these...others...what would they think of her if she admitted a BOY kept her miserable enough to leave school. They'd 
think she was weak. No way. 

ZAAAP! 

"Aw, man...really?" grumbled Banette, shaking himself off. 

"CRANK IT UP!" shouted Luxray. "I WANT MORE! THIS IS FUN! AHAHAHAHAHA!" 

"Uh...okay...let's go back to the...Vileplumes," murmured Clefable, staring at Luxray for a long time. "Uh...yeah...which 
one of you...wet the bed until you were fully evolved?" 

Everyone glanced at each other. 

"Not as bad as shitting at least," muttered Trevenant. 

On that note, Toxicroak sighed quietly and slammed his button down. "I drank a lot of water, okay?" 

"Another point for the Victorious Vileplumes!" chirped Clefable, eyes gleaming as Trevenant roared with laughter. 
Bisharp threw him a look of disapproval. "Now then, Graceful Gardevoirs- will one of you step up and admit to having 
bowel problems when you're stressed?" 

There was a long silence, and just before Mew was about to complain, Gothitelle leaned forward to press her button. 
"If zis reaches ze press, I will be very unhappy," she growled. 

"It's on national television-1 think you have more to worry about," pointed out Mewtwo sheepishly. 

Gothitelle seethed quietly, as Clefable shrugged, turning to the Victorious Vileplumes. 

"Alright, then. Number five! Which one of you is a gang leader?" 

All eyes, including Clefable's, drifted over to Honchkrow, but the bird didn't make a move, looking at the sky 
innocently. 

"Oh come on," whined Toxicroak. "You can't be serious-!" 

ZAAAAAP! 

"That's where I draw the line!" snarled Bisharp. "We all KNOW, Honchkrow! You're a gang leader! You can admit it!" 

"Dat is a terrible ting to accuse a lady of being, and you should be ashamed," responded Honchkrow, looking away 
innocently. 

"You want to see terrible? How about this?" growled Bisharp. "I'm going to keep track of who speaks up and who 
doesn't. That way, when all is said and done, you'll know who to send home." 

"That's not fair!" growled Medicham. "You can't just threaten to send someone home for keeping their secrets-!" 

"Yes I can!" growled Bisharp. 

"Hey, let's not be hasty...nothing wrong with hiding SOME stuff," protested Kabutops, laughing nervously. 



"If you're a team player, you'll put the embarrassment aside- we're in the same boat here- we don't need to judge. 
The only judging here is the votes at the elimination ceremony," said Bisharp gravely. 

Medicham was about to hurl more words at Bisharp, before Clefable turned to the Graceful Gardevoirs again. 

"Which one of you...oooh...slept with your superior for a better promotion?" 

Gliscor's jaw dropped, and Noivern and Gothitelle both looked at him questioningly, before he shook his head wildly. 
Gengar and Banette shrugged. 

"Not bad," commented Banette. 

Alakazam gave a low hum, before pressing his button. Everyone gasped, and Gothitelle fixed her gaze on him. 

"We weren't together at the time, and my brains weren't cutting it!" added Alakazam hastily. 

"Yeah, but it was probably more fun to not use your brain, but your-," began Banette. 

"BANETTE!" snapped Mew angrily. 

Gothitelle paused thoughtfully. "Was ze position good?" 

"The money was good," explained Alakazam. 

"No, I mean during ze act itself-" 

"GOTHITELLE, NOT YOU TOO!" shouted Mew. "THIS IS A PG- wait a minute, we got an increase in ratings." 

"Great...now we're teens and up, and the show is still hosted by a child," groaned Bronzong. 

Mew responded with his middle finger, smirking. "And THIS doesn't need to be blurred out!" 

"I'd respond in kind, but I'm tied up...and these things are immune to telekinesis," muttered Bronzong, disgusted. 

"Let's look at the Victorious Vileplumes again!" said Clefable, giving a girlish giggle that made Kabutops want to puke 
"Which one of you cried after your first break up." 

Trevenant immediately punched the button, fixing a terrifying glare on every other camper. "I was young. I was stupid 
If you're young and stupid as well and laugh, then you die." 

"Noted," muttered Toxicroak weakly. Mismagius, on the other hand, looked shocked but smiled. 

"THAT is the attitude we need to win this challenge," agreed Bisharp, nodding. 

"Oh knock it off," muttered Medicham angrily. 
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"Aw...I KNEW he wasn't JUST a big bag crook," said Mismagius, folding her arms. "What a softie." 
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"This challenge was the absolute shittiest thing ever," mumbled Gliscor. "Man..." 
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"Next one for the Victorious Vileplumes- which of you ruined a birthday party by attacking the entertainment?" 
Everyone looked around, confused, before Clefable sighed and shocked them. Luxray laughed maniacally. 

"HE DESERVED IT! THE CLOWN DESERVED IT!" 

"Luxray, it was you?" asked Alakazam, gaping. "Why didn't you press the button?" 

"If we get shocked, we win RIGHT?" asked Luxray, grinning. "It's so fun, it HAS to be the reward." 



"Uh...Lux?" said Noivern. "Shocking US is bad." 

"Oh...sorry, my mistake!" chuckled Luxray. 

"God damn it all," groaned Banette. 

"For the Victorious Vileplumes- which one of you proceeded to get crazy drunk, hotwire a car, smash it and total it, 
before you escaped by hiding in an old woman's basement?" asked Clefable, squinting her eyes to see if this was 
real. 

Gengar sighed, pressing the button. 

Kabutops stared. "Dude. What. The. HELL?" 

Gengar grinned weakly. "It was uh...one crazy party, dude." 

"Man, why don't WE get invited to Gengar's parties?" whined Mew. 

"Speak for yourself, I do," grunted Mewtwo. 

"WHAT? ARE YOU KIDDING ME?" 

"Yes. I'm kidding you." 

"Screw you, Mewtwo." 

"Alright, we've discovered some interesting things and...hot wired a car and hid in a basement...I just...okay, for the 
Graceful Gardevoirs...who has had...er...INTIMATE RELATIONSHIPS with TWO BOYS on the show?" 

Everyone immediately perked up, glancing at all of the new girls on the team, before focusing on Weavile, the only 
female veteran left. Weavile sighed, throwing up her chained hands, before pressing her button. 

"Yeah, okay, make it REALLY fair!" snapped Weavile. "I'm the only one who could have POSSIBLY done that in this 
amount of time, unless Gothitelle cheated, which I HIGHLY doubt." 

"Two?" asked Gengar, eyes bulging. 

"Charmeleon and I did something stupid once," muttered Weavile, folding her arms. "And the other one is none of 
your business." 

Banette was true to his mouth and kept it zipped. 

"l...oh...wow...Garchomp's not gonna be happy to hear that," said Kabutops gravely. 

"Garchomp can eat it, it was one time, it never happened again, and she didn't get her teeth in Charizard until a 
season later. Now that we've established I'm not ashamed of what I've done and everyone knows it, can we move on 
to the NEXT DAMN QUESTION?" snarled Weavile, fed up with the conversation. 
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"Oooh, no one wants to talk about their secrets, but the moment something JUICY comes up, they flock like 
Mandibuzz," yelled Weavile, dragging her claws down the wall. "Give me a BREAK already! Are the details of 
my personal life REALLY that important?" 
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"T-two?" whispered Gengar, eyes still unfocused. 
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"Oh, this one's kind of sad- Vileplumes, which one of you...never had a real friend?" asked Clefable, looking 
interested. 

Everyone looked at Bronzong, who directed them back to the other team, annoyed. Bisharp shrugged and pressed 
the button. 



"Dude...you never had a friend? Not one?" asked Toxicroak, eyes wide. 

"There was no time," whispered Bisharp, in a tone that indicated no further answer would be given. 

"Well...either way, another point for you guys," said Clefable, shrugging. Honchkrow and Medicham were watching 
Bisharp with interest. Never a friend? Not a single one? 

That was enough to make anyone coldhearted. But what did he mean by time? 

"Graceful Gardevoirs and...WHOA, this one is saucy!" gasped Clefable. "Alright...which one of you...had an 
affair...with someone who was MARRIED?" 

Everyone gasped and looked around. 

"Sheesh, I thought mine was dirty," commented Weavile pleasantly. "Ain't that right Banette?" 

Beep. 

Banette had pressed the button, groaning loudly. 

Mewtwo spit out his drink. "A MARRIED WOMAN BANETTE?" 

"I DIDN'T KNOW SHE WAS MARRIED!" snapped Banette. 

"You didn't know?" asked Crobat, shocked. 

"Well...not the first time, anyway." 

"IT WAS MORE THAN ONCE?" shouted Noivern. 

"I was...that is...I got...a bit distracted?" suggested Banette, grinning sheepishly. 

"Oh my...oh my goodness," muttered Swampert, eyes wide. 

"Was eet eenteresting?" asked Gothitelle, curiously. 

"I'll give you details later," responded Banette, chuckling. 

"Merveilleux." 

"MOVE ALONG, CLEFABLE!" snarled Mew. Higher ratings aside, this was CLEARLY PUSHING IT. Weavile and 
Gothitelle both looked disappointed, as they were curious to hear more. Mismagius and Alakazam both looked 
exasperated. 

Clefable cleared her throat, trying to get away from the mature subject quickly. "One of you can't watch scary movies 
without screaming at LEAST once. Which Vileplume is it?" 

No one moved immediately, as Bisharp and Trevenant glared at all of their teammates. Kabutops finally gave in and 
prodded a button with his scythe. 

"Really?" asked Gliscor, gaping. 

"Look, I don't like being snuck up on, and scary movies do those jump scares and crap like that!" hissed Kabutops. 
"But you...scream? Hahaha...," queried Toxicroak, giggling quietly. 

"STUFF IT." 

"And now for the Graceful Gardevoirs...which one of you would do ALMOST ANYTHING, and I mean ALMOST 
ANYTHING, for food," read Clefable, sounding a bit perplexed. "Wait...Graceful Gardevoirs? Mamoswine isn't on that 
team, did this get mixed up?" 

Everyone looked around curiously, wondering which Graceful Gardevoir could POSSIBLY have this. Meanwhile, one 
contestant grit their teeth and leaned forward, tapping the button. 



Krookodile was giving Clefable a death glare. "I pressed it. Now move along." 

Everyone watched Krookodile curiously for a moment as he leaned back in his chair. They all seemed confused, but it 
was Honchkrow that finally noticed it. She glanced to Crobat, who gave a nod- he saw it too. 

They had been on the streets and they had seen it before. 

"I...okay...we're at about the halfway mark, so let's move back to the Victorious Vileplumes." 
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"I don't think most Pokemon understood that one...some of these are a bit harder to figure out," said Crobat. 
He sighed. 

"But we saw it. Krookodile can't hide the fact that for his species, he's EXTREMELY thin." 
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"Victorious Vileplumes...one of you has feelings for TWO Pokemon right now? Ooooh. Who is it?" 

Trevenant swiveled his eye to focus on Mismagius, waiting to see what she would do. But she just sat. Silently. And 
shortly after, a shock rippled through the Vileplume team again. 

"Ugh...," groaned Honchkrow. "Dis is gettin' old real quick." 

"All the more reason to answer," grumbled Bisharp, cracking his neck. 

Trevenant, however, was silent. 
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"No answer? Well, that doesn't match up with these FILES I've got!" snarled Trevenant. "For example, I got 
info that there's a quiz show coming up soon, but I don't know what else. There's also some information in 
some camper folders." 

Trevenant held up two folders, one with Mismagius's face and another with Crobat's. "These files give info on 
strengths and weaknesses, and strategies to overcome these campers. So, Crobat- smart player, fast speed, 
high endurance, street smarts. Weaknesses? Lack of confidence, not a lot of strength, doubts himself. Easy." 

"And then we have Mismagius- strengths are magical attacks, headstrong personality. Weaknesses? 
Insecure, doesn't plan ahead, and still has FEELINGS FOR HER EX?" 

Trevenant crushed the folder. "I don't like that. I don't know when this was made, but I don't like that." 
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"Vileplumes didn't answer...so now Gardevoirs, which of you one time smashed an expensive car and blamed 
someone else?" 

Gliscor immediately froze up and resolved not to press the button, waiting for the blast of music to fire off in his ears. 
And then it did. Everyone let out groans when the music and shocks were finished. By now, the campers were 
starting to look a bit worn. Alakazam was trying to smooth his mustache with his telekinesis, while Krookodile was 
sagging in his seat, groaning as he struggled to stay calm. 

"Alright...next one...which one of you...is kind of a sadist?" asked Clefable, arching a brow. 

Everyone looked around, before Trevenant shrugged and pressed his button. 

"Okay, okay-1 LIKE hurting people sometimes," mumbled Trevenant. 

Toxicroak started hopping in his seat, further away from Trevenant. 

"That's not...creepy at all," muttered Mew to Mewtwo, who shuddered. 

"Cutting myself on that harsh edge," whispered Banette to Weavile, who smirked. Trevenant clenched a fist and 



growled, but Bisharp threw him a warning glance, telling him to back down. 

"Alright...now we're back on track, with getting some answers to these secrets!" said Clefable. "Wow, this one's a bit 
sad- which one of the Graceful Gardevoirs has never dated anyone...ever? Seriously? Which one you could have 
possibly NEVER-" 

Beep. 

Bronzong rolled his eyes. "Done. Move along, pinky, I don't have all day." 

"Oh...right," muttered Clefable with obvious dislike. "I forgot about YOU. That certainly explains it." 

"Doesn't explain why you haven't moved on," droned Bronzong. 

Clefable clenched a fist, but decided to just take a deep breath and turn back to the other team, pulling out a card. 
"So...Victorious Vileplumes...which one of you has brought dirty magazines in your luggage to this island?" 

Beep. 

"Wait...crap...Victorious Vileplumes, right," muttered Banette, trying to ignore the fact that he had just pressed his 
button. 

"Banette, come on dude...," muttered Kabutops, shaking his head. 

"Have you NO shame?" asked Alakazam, rolling his eyes. 

"Uh, when it comes to that? Not really," admitted Banette. 

"Moving past his mistake!" yelled Clefable. "Is any Vileplume going to answer?" 

There was silence. Bisharp looked around angrily. 

"Is no one going to-?" 

Beep. 

Medicham tapped her button and looked away, a prominent embarrassed blush on her face. "THERE. ARE YOU 
SATISFIED?" 

"l...wow...l was NOT betting on that," said Mewtwo, shocked. 

"I...would have never guessed either," agreed Swampert. "That certainly never came up when we were working out." 
"Dirty magazines?" crowd Krookodile, giving a weak chuckle. "HILARIOUS!" 

Bisharp looked down the line. "Good job, Medicham, that was-" 

But Bisharp could only see Medicham's infuriated glare pointing down at him- an expression that suggested that 
Medicham was not going to accept this lying down. How tedious. 
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"Oh god, if Bisharp isn't a fighter, Medicham's gonna KILL him," yelled Gengar, expression terrified. 
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"So...which one of you...Graceful Gardevoirs...pissed in a teacher's bag...after they gave you a bad grade on a test?" 
asked Clefable, pulling a face. 

Everyone exchanged a glance, with Alakazam shriveling his nose up in disgust. That was a bit gross. 

"Who would even...do such a thing?" asked Gothitelle, cocking a brow. 

"Beats me," grumbled Banette. 



Mightyena glanced from side to side, looking down at her button. No way. It had been a weird year for her- that was 
her rebellious stage and there wasn't really much more to talk about. She had really hated that teacher, though. 

ZAP! 

"To be...perfectly honest...I wouldn't have admitted that...either," said Swampert, hacking up some smoke. 

"Admitting it or not...a point...is a point," gasped Noivern, wincing. 

"I can't even hear anything," whined Gliscor. 

"Hmmm...wow, this one is gonna be interesting! Okay, Victorious Vileplumes- it's your turn! Which one of you has 
posted risque internet photos?" 

"How risque are we talking?" asked Banette, grinning. 

BEEP. 

Mismagius calmly pressed the button, causing Banette's grin to vanish and be replaced with a look of sheer horror. 
Medicham looked relieved that someone else had admitted something right after her. Trevenant, on the other hand, 
scowled deeply. 

"Now we're cooking," said Bisharp, smirking. 

"Still interested?" snapped Mismagius at Banette. 

Banette stared in shock, before sighing quietly. "Sorry." 

Mismagius gave him a cool look, before she relaxed. "It's...fine." 

Gengar looked between the two, before smiling. Looked like things were starting to finally clear up...if only a little bit. 
Bisharp, who was also watching, gave a slight frown, but didn't object to getting another point. 

"Next question for the Gardevoirs! Which one of you was weak, overweight, and sickly as a child?" questioned 
Clefable. 

Swampert said nothing and didn't even look at his button as the music was blasted in his ear after a few moments. 
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"I was REALLY weak when I was a kid, and I got picked on a lot," admitted Swampert, frowning unhappily. "I 
would get sick a lot and run out of energy in a few minutes flat. But...then I started working on and getting 
more confident and stuff like that." 

He looked at the camera sadly. "Man...I just don't want to be made fun of again. I don't like fighting too 
much." 

000 

"Which Victorious Vileplume is responsible for blackmailing their brother into taking the blame for setting the house on 
fire?" asked Clefable, smirking. 

Mew looked at Mewtwo. "Sounds like a typical party the Legendary Bird household." 

"Or Charmeleon's place on Thursdays," drawled Bronzong. 

Toxicroak's eyes darted around warily, before he pressed the button with his tongue. Everyone stared at the frog, 
who was trying not to make a disgusted face at the taste of the button. When he noticed everyone's eyes on him, he 
shrugged. 

"I was testing some cupcakes and it got away from me." 

"THANK GOD," snarled Mew. "We don't need Luxray Round Two, buster! You stay away from my ovens!" 

"But how will I make more cupcakes?" protested Toxicroak. 



"TOO BAD. 1 


"NOOOOOOOO!" cried Mamoswine, shaking his head unhappily. 

"Hey, hey, no more tangents!" growled Clefable. "I have a tight schedule to fulfill and I can't be here all night long!" 

"Why, is there a perfume sale in the nearest department store?" asked Bronzong curiously. 

"No, there's- NO THERE ISN’T A PERFUME SALE IN THE- well, hang on, is there?" asked Clefable, striking a 
thoughtful pose. 

"Checking now," murmured Mew, playing with his phone. 

Mewtwo gaped at him. "PERFUME? REALLY? NOW?" 

"I-I-I wanted to get Celebi a gift!" 

"AND YOURSELF SOMETHING ALONG WITH IT-!" 

"GRACEFUL GARDEVOIRS, WHICH ONE OF YOU FAINTED THE FIRST TIME YOU FAILED A TEST!" roared 
Clefable. 

Everyone froze, before they slowly turned their heads toward Gliscor, who looked annoyed. 

"Really? You're...you’re all gonna do this now? I mean...ugh fine." 

Gliscor pressed the button. Alakazam smirked. 

"Fainted? Interesting." 

"Not a big deal to a guy with a giant brain!" argued Gliscor. 

"Lay off him, brainiac, we've all had test anxiety," said Noivern. 

Alakazam just rolled his eyes. 

"Holy crap...okay, who one time put someone in the hospital...for money?" asked Clefable, staring at her card in 
horror. 

Everyone looked at Trevenant again, but Honchkrow casually pressed the button and went back to humming to 
herself. 

"THAT'S easier to admit than being a GANG LEADER?" asked Trevenant in outrage. 

"I am not a gang leader, and you are a jackass for suggesting dat," said Honchkrow, as if she had already planned 
out the response. 

"You can admit to putting someone in the hospital for MONEY, but not your gang?" asked Bisharp. 

"Rude." 

"Honchkrow, I swear-" 

"Can we move this along?" muttered Crobat. "I've already had to press that button once, and I'd like to get this over 
with so I can regain some dignity." 

"Agreed," said Clefable. "Now for the Graceful Gardevoirs- which one of you broke in and out of prison for fun?" 

Luxray frowned. "Never a prison...but...there was this one place with guards and cages with bars and stuff...and 
uh...CARS! With red sirens! Yeah!" 

"Press your damn button!" snapped Krookodile. 

"Oh right!" cheered Luxray, pressing it. 



"Another point for the Graceful Gardevoirs!" shouted Mew. 

Luxray seemed crestfallen. "But...but...where's the shock?" 

"Oh, do you want the shock?" asked Clefable, smiling sweetly. 

"NO, NO, NO, NO!" screeched Krookodile. 

Everyone covered their ears. 

"Don't be so loud!" shouted Weavile. 

"WHAT?" 

"...oh wait...hang on," said Clefable, walking over an examining his headphones. "OH! His are on max, I only dosed 
the others up to like halfway." 

"Oh my god...that poor crocodile," whispered Noivern to Mightyena, who gave a concerned nod. 

"Well...uh...sorry about that Krookodile," apologized Clefable. 

"WHAT?" 

"And back to the Victorious Vileplumes!" announced Clefable. "Which contestant has had multiple fantasies about 
their female competitors?" 

Everyone froze. All of the male contestants exchanged a glance. Medicham cocked a brow, while Weavile and 
Noivern both laughed. 

No one pressed the button though. 

ZAP! 
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"I was a Zubat, single, and usually depressed- fantasizing was a nice alternative!” shouted Crobat. "Aw, 
man..." 

000 

"Alright...Graceful Gardevoirs! Which one of you broke into Mew's special stash during Gengar's party?" 

Everybody froze. 

Mew leaned closer, squinting at all of the campers. "Yes...actually...I'm VERY curious to hear about who did that...I 
wonder if they'll admit it?" 

Kabutops gulped, but it wasn't for him, so he started to relax. Crap...Krookodile would be in deep shit if- 
Wait, Krookodile hadn't reacted at all. He was just groaning and cursing quietly. 

ZAP! 

Krookodile froze up and let out a snarl. "WHAT THE HELL?" 

Alakazam leaned to Gothitelle. "Something tells me he did it- but he couldn't hear the question." 

"Poor man," whispered Gothitelle. "I suppose he already received his karma wiz ze increased volume." 

Alakazam chuckled. "Yes, I suppose he did." 

"Okay...which one of you sleeps with-," began Clefable. 

"WAIT, NO! ONE OF YOU DID IT! I KNOW ONE OF YOU DID IT!" snarled Mew, before being restrained by Mewtwo. 
"Calm down. Think of things you like..." 



"Money...power...fame...," muttered Mew. 

"That's it," urged Mewtwo. "Now relax." 

"Okay...okay...I'm good, I'm cool..." 

"As I was saying...Vileplumes, which one of you sleeps with a stuffed Tyrunt that protects you from Nightmares?" 
Everyone stopped, before they slowly turned to Kabutops. Kabutops seemed confused. 

"What?" 

"You're the only prehistoric Pokemon here, and it's a Tyrunt," pointed out Bisharp. 

"Uh, so?" 

"Kabutops...!...I've seen it," muttered Gengar. 

"DUDE!" 

"How is it not destroyed, wouldn't you have sliced it in half?" asked Swampert, confused. 

"NO I WOULDN'T-" 

"It's pretty battered, I think he stitches it back together," piped up Crobat. 

"GUYS! I- oh forget it!" snarled Kabutops, tapping his button. "AND STAY AWAY FROM MY TYRUNT?" 

"How does Seizor deal wit it?" asked Honchkrow, smirking. 

"WE'RE NOT TALKING ABOUT THIS!" 

"Enough about Sickle Boy and his Tyrunt!" hissed Clefable. "I have a quota to fulfill, and we're almost done- Graceful 
Gardevoirs, which one of you has a...thing for...asphyxiation?" 

"...oh," said Mamoswine, eyes wide. 

"Oh," muttered Crobat. 

"Ass fixation?" asked Krookodile, who had gained some hearing back. 

"No, asphyxiation," corrected Alakazam, sounding a bit awkward. "It's er...well...choking." 

"Wait, someone here has a choking fetish?" asked Noivern, wincing. "Dude..." 

Gothitelle rolled her eyes quietly. "I am only doing zis so we can win, so..." 

Gothitelle pressed the button. 

"YOU AGAIN?" asked Trevenant incredulously. "FIRST THE SHIT PROBLEMS, NOW THIS." 

"Well, what do you know- both ends get clogged, eh?" said Bronzong, chuckling. 

Gothitelle threw him a look of fury. "Shut your mouth." 

Banette looked at Alakazam. "So do you-" 

"If you finish that sentence, there will be consequences," whispered Alakazam in a deadly voice. 

"Point taken." 

"I'm going to pretend I never heard that one," muttered Clefable. "Vileplumes, would you like to tell me which one of 
you is a...sucker for romantic comedies and soap operas? Aw, that's kind of cute!" 

Gengar groaned and pressed his button. "Come on, man, why would you make me admit that!" 



"Gengar, that's...not that bad," muttered Weavile. 

"DUDE, I AM THE PARTY KING, HOW AM I SUPPOSED TO DO THAT NOW THAT YOU KNOW ABOUT MY 
THING FOR ROMANTIC COMEDIES?" 

"Gengar, you were preceded by choking fetishes and a stuffed Tyrunt- you're totally fine," said Toxicroak with a 
chuckle. 

"LAY OFF MY TYRUNT!" roared Kabutops angrily. 

"Wow, you are such a boyfriend," growled Trevenant. "Rom corns. Garbage." 

"Hey, they're not bad!" protested Gengar. 

"Please move along," sneered Bronzong. "I can't take much more of this." 

"Fine, to the Graceful Gardevoirs then!" read Clefable. "Which one of you keeps hogging all of the hot water in the 
showers?" 

Everyone looked over immediately. 

"Yeah, I've been wondering that myself," admitted Gliscor. "Who's been doing that?" 

"Beats me," admitted Mamoswine. 

"Seriously, own up to it," growled Honchkrow. "I'm tired of ice baths." 

Weavile groaned and tapped the button. "Look, I'm an Ice-type, fire can't warm me, so I take the hot showers when I 
can!" 

"You don't take a hot shower, you take the ENTIRE SUPPLY!" hissed Bisharp. 

"Is it too much to ask for warm water?" asked Mightyena, glaring. 

"Seriously," muttered Mewtwo. 

"Don't you get your own?" asked Banette curiously. "Like a separate supply?" 

"Not with this jerk around," growled Mewtwo, looking at Mew. 

"I have to take time to get pretty!" 

"Clearly you're not taking enough time." Banette was on Mew in an instant. 

Mew scowled. "HELLO? YOUR RIVAL IS SITTING NEXT TO ME." 

"Riv- right," mumbled Mewtwo. 

"CONTINUING ON- we're on the final stretch! Vileplumes!" shouted Clefable. "Which one of you strives perfection 
always...and yet...you hate it." 

Everyone looked at Bisharp for a moment, before shaking their heads- Bisharp strove for perfection, and got on 
everyone's case for slacking off- it couldn't be him. 

Bisharp, on the other hand, folded his arms and looked around. "Is no one going to answer?" 

Definitely not him. 

ZAP! 

Bisharp winced as the electricity coursed through his body. He looked down at the button with anger and disgust. He 
wanted to press it but...he couldn't admit it. He couldn't open himself up to them like that. 

That was out of the question, hypocrisy aside. 



"Question for you Graceful Gardevoirs- which of you spent SAVINGS FOR COLLEGE on...personal items?" asked 
Clefable. 

Noivern huffed and pressed the button. "I needed a new amp for my guitar!" 

"Your COLLEGE funds though?" asked Banette, gaping. 

"I REALLY needed a new amp." 

"That's...that's just...wow," said Mismagius. 

"Alright- last two questions for each team!" announced Clefable. 

"FINALLY!" snarled Krookodile. 

"Vileplumes, which one of you eats sticks of raw butter?" 

Everyone made a weird face at that question, before they all slowly turned to look down at Mamoswine at the end of 
the line. He smiled sheepishly and pressed the button. 

Honchkrow made a face. "Raw...butter? I...ugh, don't feel so good." 

"At least that was obvious," grunted Trevenant, glaring at the other team. "Let's see if THEY admit it, eh?" 

"That went a lot quicker than I expected," admitted Clefable. "Last question for the Graceful Gardevoirs- which one of 
you has been lying about a medical issue?" 

The Gardevoirs looked around in confusion, but Clefable wasn't so patient this time and shocked them after a few 
seconds. 

"Who...wouldn't...admit that?" asked Noivern, confused. 
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"Okay, so I have Insomnia, but you know...we Banette CAN open our mouths...for a short time to stuff food in 
them," muttered Banette. "It’s only if someone ELSE opens our mouths if we’re screwed." 

"So like...yeah...if I get hungry, I could like...stuff food and sleeping pills in my mouth but...l mean...I don’t 
enjoy doing that junk." 

Banette smirked. "Plus, it’s way funnier to let them think I NEVER sleep. Heh heh heh..." 

000 

"Alright...time to tally up the buttons on each side!" said Clefable, clapping her hands. "So give your shocked bodies a 
round of applause as you wait for the results!" 

"We should win," growled Bisharp to Trevenant. "I think we managed to pull it off." 

"Not until halfway through," argued Trevenant. "We might want to think of someone to eliminate now." 

"Especially since I fear Medicham will be campaigning against me," said Bisharp. 

On the other side, the Gardevoirs were all talking. 

"I think we have a good shot!" said Weavile to Alakazam. 

"Don't get your hopes up," warned Alakazam. "I've already done the math in my head...as well as calculated who 
DIDN'T answer once." 

"And the winners of this challenge...are...the VICTORIOUS VILEPLUMES, living up to their name...and Vileplume's 
reputation!" shouted Clefable. 

Crobat and Mamoswine froze, glancing at each other. After all that, they had won the challenge? 



Gothitelle and Weavile glanced at each other. After all that, they had LOST? 

"It was fourteen for the Victorious Vileplumes, and only eleven for the Graceful Gardevoirs," explained Clefable. "So 
close, but maybe there wasn't enough pressure on the Gardevoir team." 

"Are you KIDDING me?" snapped Bronzong. "Just perfect." 

"Just perfect," grunted Krookodile, a smirk on his face. 

"Well, that challenge was certainly...very enlightening!" said Mew. "And while I still don't know which of you broke into 
my stash-" 

Krookodile gulped, avoiding eye contact with anyone. 

"-I'll let it slide because I got to watch all of you SQUIRM. So, yeah! Wonderful challenge! Anyways, I'll be seeing all 
of you at the elimination ceremony tonight, so get your votes ready to rock and roll!" 
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"Zis should not be to hard to figure out," said Gothitelle. "Simply calculate which of us did not answer ze 
questions- eet eez zat simple." 
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"I know SOME people on our team never spoke but man...l never like voting someone off," muttered Gliscor, 
rubbing the back of his head worriedly. 
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"This elimination shouldn't be too complicated," murmured Alakazam, eating some lunch, Gothitelle, Weavile, 

Banette, Gliscor, and Noivern around him. 

"Yeah...but...one of US could be going home," pointed out Gliscor, sounding worried. 

Alakazam chuckled. "I don't think so. You see, everyone here has pressed a button at least once. In fact, in the case 
of Weavile and Gothitelle, they pressed BOTH of their buttons." 

"...what’s your point?" asked Noivern, sounding confused. 

"The point is, we can determine who DIDN'T answer by keeping tally of who DID answer." 

"Some of us only answered one, though- they could've skipped out on the other ones," said Banette. 

"I only got one aimed at me," said Alakazam, shrugging. "A shame really-1 have nothing to hide." 

"So, what you're saying is...point our votes towards the few who NEVER answered," stated Weavile. 

"Yes. Makes it easy, doesn't it?" asked Alakazam, smirking. Banette frowned, but didn't argue. 

Krookodile, who was behind the door to the lunch room, smirked and walked away. "Makes it TOTALLY easy, 
brainiac." 
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"Hey man, I'm not saying I hate the guy, but I don't trust Alakazam- he wants this whole thing to be FUN for 
him," said Banette. "And everyone seems to follow him like little drones. Not my cup of tea. So like...maybe 
Bronzong had a point in that song...or...at least I THINK he was trying to make a point." 
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Krookodile cracked his knuckles. "Time to specialize in my favorite thing- deception and lying!" 

000 

Bronzong was quietly resting on the beach, watching the waves crash as he thought about his vote. Krookodile still 



had some use, and he doubted anyone would go for him. Mightyena was fairly useless, but she was a good body to 
hide behind in case...plus, keeping her around as long as he could would make it fairly easy on him. Alakazam was 
definitely a target that needed to be defeated eventually, but he couldn't care less- Alakazam thought of Bronzong as 
more of a threat than the other way around. 

"This decision will be interesting," murmured Bronzong. 

"Couldn't agree more." Krookodile was sauntering up behind Bronzong, a grin on his face. 

"Good thing you came-1 wanted to tell you who to vote for," said Bronzong lazily. 

"Not gonna happen, jackass." 

"And what if I reveal dirt on you?" asked Bronzong, smirking. 

Krookodile grinned, his teeth gleaming. "They won't believe you. See, I was listening in on some conversations 
between Alakazam and his followers." 

"So they still think he's an Emperor- charming," muttered Bronzong crossly. "And how does that have anything to do 
with me." 

"They're targeting players who they think didn't own up to any questions- but also those who only answered one." 

"So you're on the chopping block as well," said Bronzong. "Besides, I could only answer one- there were no other 
secrets that were directly related to me, I'm pretty sure." 

"I don't think you get the position you were in- out of everyone who didn't answer too many, guess who they want to 
get rid of first?" asked Krookodile, smirking. 

"Me, I presume- or else you wouldn't be here," drawled Bronzong. 

"So, here's how it'll work- I'll get them not to vote for you tonight, you leave that card you have on me behind." 

"And why would I do that? Who's to say I'll agree? And what's to stop me from playing that card right now and 
sending YOU home?" asked Bronzong incredulously. 

"Because if you play that card, you lose all reason to be kept on our team," laughed Krookodile. "You pissed 
everyone off with that little song of yours. Do you really think that throwing me down is a good idea? If you don't play 
that card, we both stay in. If you play it, we both go down." 

Bronzong narrowed his eyes in thought. "I can worry about that later. And aren't you forgetting something? I still have 
your paper, pal- the one in your handwriting." 

"You sure about that?" asked Krookodile, pulling some crumpled pieces of paper out from behind his back. 

Bronzong's eyes flashed. "See, I decided to make a play out of your book and search your section of the room for my 
plans, and what do you know! I was lucky and got my claws on it!" 

"Amazing. So what?" 

"And guess what else? I still have the one with YOUR handwriting on it that you planted on me!" snapped Krookodile. 
"But I've hidden that one away where YOU won't get your psychic snatching powers all over it. So, you forget what I 
did, and I won't play this." 

"That's not going to work-1 used the immunity idol, which means I didn't have to make the plan," growled Bronzong. 
"At the very most, you'd have to explain why I made a plan I didn't need." 

"Nah, I'll say you GAVE me the plan," chuckled Krookodile. "And then we both go down." 

"Are you an idiot?" spat Bronzong. "You're going to tie us BOTH to a piece of paper?" 

Krookodile chuckled. "I'll say that you gave me an idea to keep everyone busy with the idols, and that we BOTH came 
up with the idea to do it. We both go down. So, how about you forget that whole thing and let me convince Alakazam 
NOT to vote for you tonight?" 


Krookodile was bluffing and lying through his teeth- Alakazam hadn't talked about booting Bronzong at all, but the 



clever croc knew that Bronzong didn't like to take risks. Bronzong, on the other hand, was staring down Krookodile's 
red snout, trying to figure out if he was lying or not. 

There was a good chance that he was, but...perhaps this would be more convenient than calling his bluff. Bronzong 
relaxed and let a smirk on his features. 

"Alright- you're free to go and vote for who you please, but if you double cross me and send me home, I’ll tell 
everyone that we formed the plan together- you won't last long after that." 

Krookodile scowled, but he had been expecting that. "Deal." 

"AND- we don't target each other until the merge." 

"Why until THEN?" snapped Krookodile. 

"Relax-1 won't go for you, you won't go for me. We simply take it easy and lay off each other. Besides, the idol 
mishap won't matter when we reach the merge- I'm pretty sure most Pokemon have stopped caring. That means we 
both walk free." 

"Deal...alright, I'll go chat with Alakazam," said Krookodile. 

"And get something to eat, right?" asked Bronzong, his eyes boring into Krookodile's. 

Krookodile clenched a fist before turning and walking away. "Shut up." 
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"THAT could've gone better, but I'm off the hook- AND I don't even need to talk to spoon brain!" laughed 
Krookodile. "As for who I'm gonna vote for...well..." 
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"He managed to get an edge on me, but I can still get out of any trap he puts me in- he and I are shackled 
together in our crazy schemes," mumbled Bronzong. Then he smirked. 

"But something tells me he won't backstab me. Not yet. And there's a very good reason why." 

Bronzong pulled up a file with Krookodile's head on it. "I wonder what it could be." 

000 

"Welcome to another exciting elimination!" shouted Mew, waving to the campers. "Wow...after all of that juicy gossip, I 
can't wait for this one-1 wonder what got this camper voted off. Their secrets? Something horrible being revealed 
about them? Using up all of the hot water?" 

"SHUT UP!" snarled Weavile. 

"Okay, okay!" laughed Mew. "Weavile, Gothitelle, you get the first two." 

"Thank goodness," hissed Weavile, walking up with Gothitelle, who chuckled a bit at her attitude. The Victorious 
Vileplumes watched in the audience. Trevenant didn't seem interested at all, while Mamoswine was staring at Luxray 
worriedly. Crobat seemed a bit inquisitive, while Bisharp glanced at Medicham down the line. 

"Any guesses?" 

But Medicham didn't respond. Bisharp rolled his eyes. 

"Next we have...Alakazam...Banette...Krookodile." 

Alakazam strode up to get his block, Banette shuffling after him. Krookodile threw a grin back at Bronzong, who just 
rolled his eyes. 

"Noivern...Gliscor...Luxray, you're all safe!" 

As the next three players went up, Swampert started to look nervous. He glanced at Mightyena and Bronzong, who 



were the other two Graceful Gardevoirs to not get through. Mightyena started to frown, noticing that she wasn't safe 
at all with these two. Bronzong was expressionless. 

"...the next safe one is...well...Bronzong." 

"What?" exclaimed Swampert, his eyes wide. Bronzong snorted as he floated up to take his block. 

"What were you expecting? I revealed MY secret." 

"Swampert, Mightyena, welcome to the bottom two!" cheered Mew, clapping his hands. "Neither of you owned up to 
any of your secrets, so I guess THAT'S what counted against you." 

Mightyena grit her teeth. Final two? AGAIN? How many times had it been now? 

Swampert's eyes and muscles bulge as he sat quivering in his seat. Medicham looked down, before glancing at 
Bisharp questioningly. Then she remembered her anger towards him and looked back down. Swampert was on the 
chopping block. That wasn't good. 

Crobat tapped Honchkrow. "Which one do you think?" 

"Crobat, please- I'm no idiot, I know EXACTLY who I'd keep outta dose two," whispered Honchkrow. 

"And the player who's staying tonight and has another shot next challenge is...Swampert!" 

"Oh...wow...whew." Swampert sighed in relief, before giving Mightyena an apologetic pat on the back. "Uh...sorry 
Mightyena." 

"It's fine...l sort of expected it," mumbled Mightyena unhappily. 
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"I had an inkling when it got down to me and Swampert-1 haven't done nearly as much for this team as he 
did- a shame that there never was a challenge to showcase MY talents," grumbled Mightyena. 

"At least I found a boy and got over my issues...and I can leave without them KNOWING my secrets, y'know? 
This game wasn't exactly the most fun thing in my life but it was a good experience. I guess I'm ready to get 
back out into the world." 

000 

"As if it wasn't an easy decision," said Noivern, shaking her head. "Mightyena was pretty okay, but like, who 
am I gonna keep around for the next physically exhausting challenge- her, or the muscle dude? Sorry, but I'm 
placing bets on the big guy." 
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"Swampert's won a challenge, Swampert's really strong, Swampert's an idiot," listed Bronzong, rolling his 
eyes. "He's got a safe ride to the merge if he doesn't screw up. Everyone loves an idiot on their team." 
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Mightyena looked out at the water, a bit shaken. "Mew, can't I just get an easy boat ride back home-" 

"NOPE!" shouted Mew, rubbing his hands together. "Hey uh...just look down for a moment, okay?" 

Mighyena looked down, before her eyes widened. The normal wooden dock had been replaced with a large platform. 
She turned around to look at Mew questioningly, but noticed Mew holding a button. He pressed it down, causing the 
platform to spring out, sending Mightyena hurtling into the air, howling all the way. 

"HAVE A NICE SPRING! SEE YOU NEXT FALL!" shouted Mew, slapping his knee. 

"Somewhere, Marill approves," whispered Luxray to Noivern, who gave a chuckle of her own. 

"Now then, we have some business to take care of!" shouted Mew, clapping his tiny pink hands together. "Nightmare 
Isle, again! So...the ones being sent this time is...Honchkrow for the Victorious Vileplumes." 



"You gotta be kidding me!" snapped Honchkrow. "Why da hell am I getting sent?" 

"And for the Graceful Gardevoirs...Bronzong!" 

"Perfect. Just what I need to do- go back and find the idol I used," grumbled Bronzong. 

Alakazam just smirked at the two annoyed Pokemon. 
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"Honchkrow challenged me, Bronzong challenged me, and now they BOTH get to go spend some time on the 
Nightmare Isle, thinking about their actions," said Alakazam, chortling quietly. "First Hypno, now this? I feel 
like Mew is throwing me a GIFT." 
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"Gliscor, I have a question- wait, where's Gliscor?" asked Gengar. 

Crobat and Kabutops, who were chilling the cafeteria for dinner, smirked. "Didn't you hear- he's on a date with 
Noivern. They're flying across the sky tonight." 

"Oh well.J was gonna ask him if he was still having problems, but I guess NOW he's not," said Gengar with a shrug. 
"Yeah, well, have a seat, join the single dude club," laughed Kabutops. 

"Honchkrow's still here!" protested Crobat. 

"In spirit, but tonight she's on the Nightmare Isle." 

"Wait...we're missing someone- yo, where's Banette?" asked Gengar curiously. 

"Good question-1 haven't seen him lately, although it seems like he's hanging around a lot with Weavile," said 
Kabutops. 

"So?" 

Kabutops frowned, folding his arms. "I don't bear her a grudge, but that doesn't mean I trust her. Weavile's always 
been wily." 

"She's changed though," pointed out Crobat. "She's not as mean." 

"I’m not saying she's still evil," corrected Kabutops. "But she still wants to win- she may not be a psycho bitch, but that 
doesn't make her an innocent flower." 

"You...may have a point," admitted Gengar. "Do you think Banette's getting played?" 

"No idea," admitted Kabutops. "Could be, could not be- she seems to like him, at the very least, and I think Banette's 
clever enough to look out for himself." 

"Mismagius seems like she isn't over him- talked to her this morning," said Gengar. 

"Poor puppet- he's gonna be going through a lot," murmured Crobat sympathetically. 

"Yeah well- he'll be fine. Banette's a tricky one himself." 

"True." 

"So let's not worry," said Gengar in a tone that was ready to change the subject. 

Kabutops grinned at Crobat. "So- Gengar's party, huh?" 

Crobat scowled. "Yeah, it was in your bed-1 had to move that Tyrunt out of the way." 


"LEAVE MY TYRUNT OUT OF THIS-! 1 



Gengar just started roaring with laughter. 
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Gliscor laughed as he flew through the air, slower than Noivern, but quick enough to keep up. 

"MAN, THIS IS SO FUN!" shouted Noivern. "I dig the island at night! It's so starry and...damn, I'm getting some 
serious song ideas, dude!" 

"Oh yeah? Tell me more," said Gliscor, pulling up beside her. 

"Well...maybe something about a starry night...romance and love in the air...feelings and...oh god, I sound hella 
lame," muttered Noivern, blushing. 

"Not to me," said Gliscor, chuckling nervously. 

Noivern beamed, before yawning. "Uh.J'm a bit worn out...but uh...this was fun! Really fun!" 

"Yeah?" asked Gliscor. "Then do you uh...maybe wanna do this again tomorrow?" 

"TOTALLY!" 

"Alright, alright...I'll see you then," said Gliscor. Noivern smiled back. 

Things were turning out better than she had hoped. 
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Bisharp walked through the forest, having heard from Trevenant about the information he had picked up. So. Crobat 
and Mismagius weren't as threatening as some other players- it would simply take calculated moves to take rid of 
Crobat- probably knocking Honchkrow down first, honestly. And Mismagius, though she may have feelings for her ex, 
that was certainly a weakness. 

"For her AND Trevenant," he noted, remembering the scowl on Trevenant's face when he revealed his information. 
That being said, it might be good to get rid of her sooner rather than. 

CRACK! 

Bisharp turned wildly and ducked as a stick flew past his head, shattering against a tree behind him. Bisharp's eyes 
narrowed coldly as Medicham stepped into the clearing, bowing to him. 

"I aimed to miss on purpose," she said, clenching her fists. "But I wish to fight you." 

"Then go ahead and fight me," said Bisharp coldly. "I'm not going to agree to it, because I don't want to. You'll have to 
break your code of honor." 

Medicham hesitated. 

"Then again," chuckled Bisharp. "I suppose you've done that before." 

Medicham's eyes flashed as she ran forward, but Bisharp decided to indulge her. Leaping forward, he slashed the air, 
but Medicham had avoided it easily. She gave him a questioning look. 

Bisharp smirked. "I aimed to miss on purpose." 

Medicham hissed in fury as she leaped into the air, swinging her kick towards Bisharp's face, but he managed to dug. 
He aimed a punch at Medicham, but she easily blocked it. Charging up her palm, she aimed for Bisharp's face, but 
Bisharp bent backwards to avoid it. Medicham glared angrily, clenching her fists. 

"You're only slightly faster than me, but I'm fast enough to avoid you," said Bisharp. "Unless you Mega Evolve, of 
course." 

"I do not need to waste my Mega Evolution on you!" shouted Medicham, leaping back and falling into a battle stance. 
"What IS your issue with me?" growled Bisharp disdainfully. "We won the challenge, remember?" 



"My issue is that in order to win, you act like a dictator and threaten us!" said Medicham, throwing a kick out to try and 
hit Bisharp, 

"Really? Or perhaps something hit close to home- you really DID beat up someone for money once, didn't you?" 
asked Bisharp. 

"SILENCE!" growled Medicham, charging her hand with flames and lunging for Bisharp. This time, Bisharp was NOT 
fast enough, though he managed to block and make it hurt less. He slid backwards, wincing in pain. 

"How could you throw me under the bus like that! I am your teammate! You should help me, and I should help you!" 
spat Medicham. 

"What a naive thing you are," said Bisharp with a chuckle, lunging forward with a wicked slash to Medicham's side. 
Caught off guard, she slid backwards, rubbing her waist as she stood back up. 

Bisharp beckoned her forward, and Medicham hopped forward, swinging her glowing arm in a wide arc. Bisharp 
dodged back, parrying the blow before slapping her across the face, causing her to fall backwards. Medicham 
tumbled back onto her feet and powered forward, but Bisharp threw a sucker punch straight to her chest. Medicham 
gasped, before grabbing Bisharp and twisting him, reversing the strength of Bisharp's attack and slamming him on 
the ground. Bisharp coughed with pain and struggled, before Medicham pinned him down. 

"That is enough! I do not wish for you to continue your wicked ways! You will stop!" demanded Medicham. 

"You...don't order me around," spat Bisharp, ramming his knee into Medicham's gut, shifting their positions as they 
rolled over the dirt. Medicham broke away and stood up, backing up, before stopping at a tree. She glanced back 
briefly, before pulling her head to one side to avoid Bishap's punch. Bisharp's arm was jammed into the tree, but he 
still at Medicham pinned against it. The two glared into each other's eyes. Inches away from each other. 

Medicham's eyes widened. Bisharp looked conflicted, before he growled and ripped his arm out of the tree trunk, 
lunging again. Medicham kicked him backwards weakly, but Bisharp was ready again. The two ran at each other 
once more until... 

"HNNGH...GRAH!" 

The earth began to tremble as Swampert punched the ground. The shaking tremors that rippled through the area 
caused Bisharp to slip up, and Medicham to stumble. The two fell to the ground, letting out grunts as they hit the 
forest floor. Swampert looked over at them and frowned, folding his arms. 

"This isn't the time for you two to be fighting like this. And while I understand you two having animosity towards each 
other, THIS is NOT what's best for your team." 

"You're not on our team...why don't you stay out of this," growled Bisharp, standing up, but Swampert stepped over 
and grabbed his shoulder, squeezing it tight- not enough to hurt, but enough to make an expression. 

"That's enough, Bisharp. Go back to your cabin." 

Bisharp growled before wrenching his shoulder free and walking away. Swampert folded his arms and looked at 
Medicham. 

"I'm...sorry," muttered Medicham. "He...he got to me." 

"I'm aware," said Swampert kindly. "But he WANTED to provoke you, Medicham. As you said, discipline is important- 
you need to know when it's a battle worth fighting. With him, you're not fighting something worth fighting- just a losing 
battle. He didn't want to defeat you. He just wanted to rile you up." 

"I...every time I think I understand him, he confuses me more," explained Medicham dully. 

Swampert laughed. "I bet he feels the same about you. Tell you what- let's go for a relaxing jog. How about that?" 

"But it's our break day." 

Swampert shrugged. "It's close enough to tomorrow, don't you agree?" 

Medicham smiled. "Alright." 



000 


And we're done! 

This chapter was easier to write than the song chapter, so I thought I'd belt one more chapter out before I'm back in 
school. So, I hope you enjoyed this one, it was pretty funny to write. 

As many predicted, Mightyena left. Yeah, Mightyena didn't have a lot going for her, so when it came down to her and 
Swampert, she left- Swampert's just friendlier and more useful. 

Fun Fact: Mightyena was originally a Manectric who was more of a punk than a goth, but I though that a gloomy 
Mightyena would work better for the Arcanine plot, no matter how cliche it was. Also, she was originally going to be 
out last episode, but I decided that since all of the best singers were on the Gardevoir team, they deserved to win. 

A lot of secrets revealed this chapter. I'd just like to say that it's not too important to look into them- some of them 
were supposed to be humorous, some were supposed to be scandalous, although a certain few (such as Mismagius) 
will have relevance in the future, as seen by a grumpy tree. 

Some other cool things happened- Bronzong and Krookodile squared off, and possibly my favorite moment in the 
chapter, Bisharp and Medicham face off. Thankfully, Swampert was there this time to stop it. 

The challenge was a gossip-y little thing that I feel suited Clefable well- she's in power and control, and she's getting 
the gossip she desires. Wonderful. 

Anyways, next episode will be out...whenever. Keep in mind I'm heading back to school and working on another fic 
for you guys, so this might take a while. 

Next Episode: An adventure is hitting the island as a friendly, old contestant challenges the cast with a long journey, 
battle included! One contestant schemes and does their usual nonsense, while another decides it's finally their 
chance to use all of their power! But at the end of the day, a couple of mistakes and the level of threat sends another 
camper packing. 

Mightyena: Yeah...don't be depressed about waiting...send a review, why don't you? 



*Chapter 14*: Lapras's Ship Sailing Search! 

Here is the next chapter! Hope you enjoy it! 

000 

"Welcome once again to another episode of Nightmare Isle Nightly!" announced Celebi, smiling. The audience, as per 
usual, cheered loudly. 

"This time, we're in for a real treat- we've got a contestant who competed this season as well as one who hasn't! Give 
it up for Froslass, who was eliminated in the second challenge!" shouted Celebi. 

Froslass, who was quietly sitting in her chair, gave a shy smile and waved. 

"And from a whole other Season, one of the most memorable players who now does a lot of publicity for the show 
away from the big screen, give it up for the friendliest contestant ever...Dragonite!" 

Dragonite, who had become quite popular since he had stopped competing, smiled and waved to an enormous 
applause, blushing as he rubbed the side of his head. 

"So...let's start with Froslass...you were eliminated extremely quickly this time," said Celebi. 

"I know, but I don't really take it personally...I'm rather well off and mainly joined this time to be with Gengar," 
explained Froslass. 

"So things are still going well?" 

"Absolutely," said Froslass, her smile widening. "He may not be the most...amazing Pokemon on the surface, but he's 
still amazing." 

"He's pretty dreamy," said Celebi, sighing slightly. "He's got a very handsome face." 

"I'm trying to get him to do some modeling, but he's actually very shy about that sort of thing- you'd think his partying 
attitude would help him through it, but he can be a big baby," said Froslass, causing the audience to laugh. "Still, 
baby or not, he's got a good shot at winning this, so we'll handle that later." 

"You think he has a good chance?" 

"Very- Gengar's tougher than he lets on- he's just a lover, not a fighter." 

"Lover, eh?" 

Froslass flushed. "We're not going there." 

"Fine, fine...so...has he gotten you in any parties?" asked Celebi with interest. 

"Well...I'm a bit shy so...he invites me, but he always makes sure there's a quiet room where I can just relax in...and 
he always checks up on me...he's a sweetheart, really," said Froslass. "I wish him the best of luck." 

A loud "aw" could be heard from the audience. 

"But lately, I've been heading to some new parties...we call them Veteran Parties, right Dragonite?" said Froslass, 
grinning. 

"Uh...yeah! That's right!" said Dragonite. 

"I’ve been hearing about those...as well as your other promotion methods...could you care to tell us about those?" 
asked Celebi, smiling. 

"Okay...well...it started with Lapras and I coming up with the idea- she can't be here since she's hosting next, right? 

So like, we decided that when we wanted to watch the premiere episode, we would host a party to celebrate- so we 
invited everyone and a bunch of people showed up- Cacturne, Gardevoir, Electrode, Rhydon...and a lot more. So I 
figured, why not make it a regular thing, and by Episode 3, we were inviting everyone over every time. Lapras and I 



have this nice place by the ocean, but it's really big so it can fit all of us" 

"And these events have also given you some publicity for the show," said Celebi. 

"Well, sometimes we make public appearances to help promote the show and things like that...I remember when 
Cacturne, Rhydon, and I went to go pick up pizza, there was an uproar," laughed Dragonite. "But uh.Jt's gotten really 
big, and we always invite the competitors who have been kicked off the show- Diglett and Wooper have been 
showing up, and Froslass and Roserade joined up with us the moment they were eliminated! It's been getting 
huge...so big that even Legendaries are showing up to hang around!" 

Celebi stared in shock. "What." 

"Yeah, uh...one day, I was returning from doing some preparations and there was Regigigas was waiting outside my 
door. He was wondering if he could join the party. And soon, others came- Cacturne invited Darkrai since they had 
worked together, and Kyogre one time turned up in the ocean outside. It’s gotten so big that uh...they're talking about 
doing a segment on the show where they see us briefly." 

"But...wait...they told me they only had time for ONE segment, which is why the long Aftermaths were cut," protested 
Celebi. 

"Well...Nightmare Isle Nightly only goes until the merge, correct?" inquired Froslass. 

"Yes...," said Celebi, trailing off. 

"I think our segment will be after yours ends." 

"But- but!" shouted Celebi. "They said...they said I could get a renewal doing something new!" 

"Well...you could...maybe host the new one?" said Dragonite, giggling nervously. 

Celebi just scowled at the camera, tapping her fingers impatiently. "Great. Just great. Well, while my guaranteed mini 
show is running, how about we do what we're supposed to and see how the victims are doing. Honchkrow and 
Bronzong both went to the Nightmare Isle. Let's find out how they're doing." 

"She seems upset," whispered Froslass to Dragonite. 
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Honchkrow glided across the island, a cigar perched in her beak. This island was an absolute piece of work. And it 
was a waste of time now that the idol was gone. Honchkrow briefly wondered how Bronzong was doing. 

"Huh! As if it matters. He's used dis island and milked it for it's all it’s worth. Dat guy has nine lives." 

Honchkrow dodged through some trees, gliding through the dense oaks as she pulled into a landing, glancing around 
the clear she landed in. She had found some ruins, some destroyed buildings and roads that were torn up and 
wrecked. Honchkrow took a quick puff on her cigar, her eyes glinting. 

"Dere's gotta be SOME place around here where he's hidden da junk...dere's da mansion, but he said dey were all 
over da island." 

Honchkrow caught sight of one massive building that hadn't toppled over. She stepped up and squinted her eyes. 
"Hospital...and...Mental Health Institute...huh. Interesting." 

She peered inside, before pulling a face and staring in shock and horror. There was blood all over the floor and 
flickering lights. Honchkrow, however, was focused on the blood. 

"Oh great...how am I supposed to walk in dere now? My talons will get disgusting!" 

Then she paused. "Oh...right...I can fly." 

She cracked open the door and floated inside. 

But for some reason, no matter how far they looked, there was no sign of Bronzong... 



000 


"Where is he? How has Bronzong avoided all of the cameras?" asked Celebi, eyes narrowed in annoyance. 

"Well...there are no cameras in buildings, right? He might be in the mansion," piped up Froslass. 

"AGAIN?" snapped Celebi. "He's slipped back in there off camera? Damnit! How am I supposed to get the drama on 
the Nightmare Isle if we can't see Bronzong?" 

"Well...you saw Honchkrow at least!" said Dragonite brightly. 

"Yeah, I got a clip of her going into a bloody hospital- that's NOT a lot to work with," groaned Celebi, rubbing her 
temples in stress. "Anyways, any bets on who you think will win?" 

"Right now, I'm betting on Gengar," said Froslass adamantly. 

"Dragonite?" 

"Uh...I don't really...have a favorite...uh...I think everyone has a good chance!" 

"Nice as usual," muttered Celebi, leaning on her table. "Alright, whatever, see us next week and...UGH, BRONZONG, 
WHY DO YOU HAVE TO RUIN EVERYTHING?" 
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"I can't believe you hooked up with a married woman," laughed Weavile, shaking her head. 

"To be fair, the first time I didn't know she was married," pointed out Banette. 

"That didn't stop times two through four," said Weavile, smirking. 

"You're one to talk- so Charmeleon, eh?" asked Banette, grinning. 

"Ugh, don't remind me- that was a mistake," grumbled Weavile. "We were both just...bored and it happened. Only 
once, never again." 

"Which reminds me...why didn't you tell them about...you know...us?" asked Banette. 

"Because if you didn't, and I hadn't already, I figured we didn't have to now. Besides, something tells me you don't 
want Mismagius to know just yet." 

Banette frowned. "Yeah, well..." 

"Have you...thought over anything...about us?" asked Weavile hesitantly. 

"A...little bitn...how about you?" asked Banette. 

He was referring to their talk back in the romantic date challenge. Both of them had sort of agreed to think things over 
first, to see if they actually had feelings for one another. Weavile folded her arms and looked at the sun thoughtfully. 

"Banette...I...I actually DO think I like you, and L.even if we were both just using each other that night I...I kind of like 
this. You're fun to hang around with, you're a cool dude...but...I don't know...I don't know if I'm ready just yet." 

Banette shrugged. "That's fair." 

"You?" 

"I don't know...I...I'm trying to get over her, I really am, but-" 

"She seems to be warming back up to you again-1 was watching in the last challenge," finished Weavile bluntly. 
"Yeah...and...man, I know she's with Trevenant but-" 

"'Relax, Banette...I'm not ready, you're not ready...hell, I don't know if I'll ever trust a guy after...that jackass," snarled 
Weavile, imagining Hypno's face and punching the sand in response. 



"He got you bad, eh?" 

"I don't even WANT to talk about it- you know what happened anyway." 

"Still uh...look...I've been enjoying these little...uh...dates we've been going on," muttered Banette. 

Weavile turned, cocking a brow, as Banette looked away, but not before Weavile caught a hint of a ghostly blush on 
his face. 

"Really?" 

"Well...uh...you're really uh...OKAY DON'T MAKE ME DO THIS NOW!" snapped Banette. 

Weavile just started laughing hysterically. 
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Gothitelle quirked a brow. "I must admit, I am razzer shocked you came to me. I did not think you liked me very 
much." 

Mismagius sighed. "Look, no hard feelings, but Alakazam isn't my favorite Pokemon, alright?" 

Alakazam, who was nearby, rolled his eyes. "How charming" 

Mismagius glanced down the lunch table in irritation. "At least I'm not a liar. Anyways, I need romantic advice." 

"I thought things were going good wiz Trevenant," said Gothitelle, frowning. "Are you telling me zey are not?" 

"No...well...not as good as before...he's been kind of...distant lately...I'm wondering if I've been too clingy," muttered 
Mismagius. 

"I personally do not think zat eez ze case, but Trevenant seems to be razzer...prickly, oui? Perhaps he needs alone 
time." 

"You think I've been suffocating him?" 

Alakazam looked up in confusion. "Wait...Trevenant and Mismagius are-" 

"You didn't NOTICE?" snapped Mismagius incredulously. 

Gothitelle smiled. "When you are in a relationship, you tend not to notice- besides, Alakazam has been busy wiz his 
own hobbies zis game, correct?" 

She threw him a flirtatious look, which caused Alakazam to laugh. 

"Anyways, I think zat if you just give him some space, he will lighten up," advised Gothitelle. 

000 

Trevenant threw some folders at Bisharp's feet. "There's some shit I found on the island." 

"Crobat, eh? That might help me beat Honchkrow in a power struggle later," mused Bisharp aloud. "And the 
Mismagius one? I expected you to hunt for Banette's folder." 

"I couldn't find it," snarled Trevenant. "But that one says some information about Mismagius- her weakness to Banette 
and insecurities." 

"I was wondering why you weren't hanging out with her lately," chuckled Toxicroak. "So...Banette bests you again, 
eh?" 

Trevenant clenched a fist, twisting around and socking Toxicroak in the jaw. The frog fell off of the stump he was 
sitting on, before he started making several noises- half of them were gasps, but the other half was raucous laughter. 
Trevenant turned, his other arm raised. 

"Trevenant- relax," warned Bisharp. "Now isn't the time for fighting." 



Toxicroak wiped a tear from his eye. "That's funny- you're one to talk there, pal. The camp's been talking rumors 
about you and Medicham." 

"Interesting- you got in a fight with a chick?" asked Trevenant, eye gleaming. 

"She's no ordinary woman," growled Bisharp, wincing as he thought of his injuries. 

Toxicroak gave Bisharp a curious look. "Was it ONLY a fight, or was it something more?" 

Bisharp thought back to their battle, and remembered how he had gotten caught up in her gaze. Her eyes had been 
unreadable- the anger and hurt was there but there was...something else. Something else that Bisharp didn't even 
want to consider. He turned a cool glare onto Toxicroak. 

"It was a fight, and the only reason why I left is because that musclebound crone got involved," growled Bisharp. 
"Swamped, eh? I'd enjoy fighting him if he's really that strong," said Trevenant, grinning. 

"You'd destroy him with a single grass attack," snapped Bisharp. "Don't go starting trouble- it gets hard covering up 
your work right now." 

"Then let me pound out some assholes until they have no CHOICE but to vote with us!" roared Trevenant angrily. 

Bisharp's eyes flashed dangerously as he stood up. "We're players in a game, not cretins. You can UNLEASH 
yourself when it's the proper time. Understood?" 

Trevenant growled before spitting. "Fine. But it'd better be soon...I'm getting restless." 

"Save that motivation and anger for a challenge," ordered Bisharp. "Anyways, we should prepare- we never know 
when-" 


BRIIIIIIIING! 

"All campers, head to the dock near the center of the camp!" shouted Mew, laughing over the intercom. "We've got 
another challenge for you guys!" 

"Apparently, it's now," grunted Bisharp, perturbed. "Very well. Trevenant, eat your heart out. Let's get this over with." 
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"I hope that we can soon return to more physical challenges- first the singing, then the secrets, and 
just...man! I need to get some activity! Muscle activity!" shouted Swampert, flexing. 
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"Something tells me the individual skill challenges are going to be diminishing...but we'll see," said 
Bronzong, shrugging. 
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"Greetings, campers," said a calm, relaxed voice. At the dock, staring at them all with a gleam in her eyes, was 
Lapras. She gave them a smile and nodded to her fellow campers. Honchkrow and Bronzong were already there, but 
while they both looked a bit tired, Honchkrow had a confident smirk on her face, while Bronzong's expression was 
unreadable. Lapras padded forward when everyone had arrived. 

"Good to see you all again!" 

"Wow, Lapras...it's been awhile!" commented Gengar, chuckling. "How've you been?" 

"Well enough, Gengar. I trust you're doing well." 

"Yep! I'm great!" 

"How's Dragonite? When's he coming along?" asked Mamoswine excitedly. 

Lapras chuckled. "Relax, Mamoswine- he'll be along to host eventually. Only this time, you'll be as big as him!" 



"Good old Dragonite," said Luxray, grinning. "An ally to Lord Luxray's reign over the blue jungles of the world." 
Silence. Everyone began to look at Luxray for a long time. 

"...what?" muttered Krookodile. 

"Anyways- this challenge is going to be a bit interesting, but it'll take some storytelling to explain everything," began 
Lapras. "Who here is familiar with the geography around this island?" 

Very few raised their hands- Alakazam, Bisharp, and Bronzong were the only ones. Lapras nodded to Alakazam. 

"As you know, in this region, there are more islands than Total Pokemon Island." 

Alakazam gave a nod. "That is correct. There is Paradise Island to the far east- that's where Losers' Land was, it was 
on a certain section of the area. Treasure Island and Rocky Island are to the west, and the new Nightmare Isle is to 
the north. I remember looking into it after the Nightmare Challenge in Total Pokemon Island...there was a newspaper 
article mentioning them." 

Gengar perked up. "Wait...yeah, I remember that article too! The islands...they definitely sound familiar...so are we 
going to have to...do something with the islands?" 

"Correct- and those islands are important," agreed Lapras. 

Crobat gulped. "Wait...you're uh...you're not saying we're gonna have to go to the Nightmare Isle, are we?" 

Lapras let out a good natured laugh. "No, no, not yet. You'll all get to see the Nightmare Isle eventually, but I'm not 
going to take that challenge away from that host. No, instead, let's tell you more about the other islands." 

"We ALL have to visit the Nightmare Isle eventually?" muttered Bisharp, narrowing his eyes, but no one responded. 

Mewtwo brought forward a map and unrolled it with his mind, revealing the islands. A dark spot on the map 
represented the Nightmare Isle, but other than that, it was old and worn. Lapras nodded to it. 

"That's where we are, and that’s where all of those islands are in proximity to this dock. In fact, if you look in the 
distance, you can see Treasure Island, and also Rocky Island, though the silhouette is dim." 

Everyone peered out, and sure enough they saw the island in the distance, along with a faded stony area in the 
background. 

"Rocky Island is desolate and abandoned, as is Treasure Island, but while Rocky Island has no real history behind it, 
Treasure Island does!" said Lapras. "Treasure Island was originally operated by-" 

"Pirates," grunted Trevenant. 

Everyone turned in astonishment, wondering how Trevenant could possibly know such history. 

"They're old criminals- it was an interesting book," snapped Trevenant angrily. 

Lapras nodded. "That's correct. Treasure Island was an old smuggler's cove, where many pirates claimed to bury 
their treasure- of course, many Pokemon believed it to be hidden on the nearby Rocky Island, because nothing was 
ever found on Treasure Island. Until now." 

"Until now?" asked Krookodile, eyes gleaming with interest. 

"There are two treasure chests on Treasure Island, one for the Gardevoirs and one for the Vileplumes. Your job is to 
find the chests on Treasure Island, and then retrieve the keys from Rocky Island. Once you open the chest, you 
retrieve the immunity within. I'll be patrolling the waters to see who opens it first." 

"...and how are we supposed to get to those islands?" asked Bronzong, dreading the answer. 

Lapras smirked. "I see you remembered a certain challenge. You're right, Bronzong. Mew's coming now!" 

Mew soon appeared around a large rocky outcrop, floating along and dragging two large boats behind him- one with 
a Gardevoir head at the forefront, and another with a Vileplume head. They large and made of wood, complete with 
masts, sails, a deck, a helm, a crow's nest, and even doors that supposedly led to cabins. There were cannons on 



each side of the two boats, but the campers supposed they were fake- Mew probably wouldn't want these boats 
destroyed, as they were meant to reach the island. Mew himself seemed mischievous. He grinned at them all, and as 
he got closer, everyone groaned- Mew had donned a pirate outfit for the occasion, complete with a fake eyepatch and 
pegleg. 

"Ahoy mateys!" 

"Take that eyepatch off, it's not fun having one eye!" snarled Trevenant in annoyance. 

"Tut tut. How rude! Anyways, what do you think of ye vessels? They be a real set of beauts, don't ye think?" 

"Kill me," groaned Bronzong. "Boat challenge from the Dragon's Den is bad enough, but a PIRATE VOICE? Ugh." 

"So the first part of the challenge will be a boat ride to Treasure Island," explained Mew. "You each get a boat, and 
you'll have to battle each other on the way!" 

"And WHY would we have to do that?" asked Crobat. "Wouldn't it be better for all of us if we just DIDN'T attack each 
other so we can ALL reach the island?" 

"That WOULD be a good point, Crobat," agreed Mew. "Except for the fact that the chests on Treasure Island are 
hidden, and you'll need a map to find them." 

Lapras held up a map with one of her flippers. "And as such, since we only have one map..." 

"You'll have to fight over it!" chortled Mew. "Now, since the Victorious Vileplumes won last time, they'll start with the 
map, but that’s not going to be a big deal for you guys, I don't think. After all, more incentive for you guys to steal it 
back!" 

Alakazam folded his arms. "So, we sail to one island while trying to get the map, before sailing to another island to 
get the key, and the immunity is in the chest, correct?" 

"That's it- a combination of Hoenn's Oceans and the Dragon's Den challenge from World Tour! Pretty neat, huh?" 
"Certainly interesting," admitted Gothitelle. 

"Now...for the kicker- each team has to leave behind one of their members," said Mew, laughing. "That member has 
to stay here on the shore- they'll get immunity for it, of course, but you have to leave them behind!" 

"What? What's the purpose of that?" snapped Bisharp. 

"Because, it's a unique twist- now, don't worry, it's not so easy as that- each opposite TEAM gets to pick the immune 
member," said Lapras, smiling. "So, Gardevoirs will pick a Vileplume, Vileplumes pick a Gardevoir. And don't think it 
over so simply- who do you NOT want to face during this challenge, and who are you COMFORTABLE giving 
immunity to?" 

Bisharp motioned everyone to come together, while Alakazam did the same. 

"Well?" muttered Banette. 

"I'd like to put Bisharp on the bench, but I don't think that'll do much but give him immunity," said Alakazam gravely. 

"Well, zere are ozzer options, oui?" queried Gothitelle. "We could bench Honchkrow." 

"I don't want Honchkrow immune," growled Alakazam. "I don't trust her. I'd like my eyes on her." 

"Toxicroak is dead weight, making him immune is dumb," said Weavile. "I'd argue Crobat is a good choice, he's fast 
and clever. Gengar’s not too bad, and well...we could always bench Kabutops, to take away their Water-type." 

"...Crobat can fly," pointed out Noivern. 

Everyone glanced at her. "So?" 

"Well...he'd be able to grab our map or fly over to the Rocky Island," explained Noivern, trying to word it properly. 

"And he's fast and smart. And wouldn't him not being around like...hurt Honchkrow's rep or something?" 



Alakazam frowned. "I wouldn't mind giving Crobat immunity." 

"That'll be our choice then," confirmed Weavile. "Good idea, Noivern." 

With the Vileplumes... 

"I want Alakazam on that boat- no exceptions. I don't care if they'd drown without his leadership, I won't give him 
immunity," explained Bisharp. 

"Then who do we give it to?" asked Mamoswine. "We have to bench a threat, but they can't be too threatening." 

"Banette would be a good pick-1 doubt he'd get voted off today, and he'll make the fight tougher," pointed out 
Kabutops. 

Trevenant threw a glare at Bisharp, who sighed and shook his head. "No, not Banette. I don't trust him or Bronzong to 
be left to their own devices." 

"How about Gothitelle or Luxray?" asked Toxicroak. 

"Let's leave Luxray on board- she might sink their ship on a whim," chuckled Trevenant, earning a reproachful look 
from Mamoswine. 

"Noivern's fast and not a threat- we could give HER the immunity, and take out one of their fastest fliers," argued 
Gengar. 

Bisharp pointed to Gengar. "THAT, I agree with. Noivern's a good choice." 

"Who do you think they'll pick for us?" asked Crobat. 

"Who knows?" grunted Honchkrow, tired. "Probably not me- Alakazam wants to watch me struggle while I'm 
exhausted." 

Bisharp and Alakazam both stepped up to Lapras, who smiled at them. "Have you reached a decision?" 

"Crobat, it's your lucky day," said Alakazam, with a charming smile. "The immunity is yours. Enjoy it." 

"What? ME?" asked Crobat, eyes wide. 

"Damn," grunted Honchkrow. 

Bisharp just scoffed. "Noivern, you'll be sitting this one out. At least you can go to the campfire ceremony safe." 
Noivern slumped over. "Aw man." 

Gliscor grinned. "Hey. You're past another round!" 

"Yeah...true..." 

"Well...take your places on your boats, teams!" commanded Mew. "You'll need someone to be steering it at all times, 
but the engines are automatic-" 

"We're using ENGINES? That doesn't fit the pirate theme," pointed out Toxicroak. 

"I'm not gonna wait all day for you all to figure out how to run a boat," grumbled Mew gruffly. "The engines are 
automatic, there's a button on the steering wheel. You can steer the boat- press the button again to turn off the 
engine so you can dock it. There's more than enough fuel to take you on the same trip five times, so as long as you're 
not IDIOTS, you should be fine." 

"Anymore questions?" asked Lapras, as everyone began to board. 

"We are good!" responded Gothitelle. 

"All fine over here," agreed Kabutops. 

Mew fluttered forward to hand Honchkrow the map, as Lapras lowered herself into the water. Mew and Mewtwo 



floated into their armchairs to get ready to watch the challenge commence. 

"Then...by all means...let the challenge begin!" announced Lapras. 

000 

"Man...I'm lucky to have a pass this round," said Noivern. "I'm like...totally ready to chill." 

000 

"From what I heard, the challenge was a doozy- TWO Mega Evolutions?" muttered Crobat, eyes wild. 

000 

The ships quickly left the dock, side by side. Bronzong lazily steered the Gardevoirs along while Kabutops was at the 
head for the Victorious Vileplumes. They were both headed for the same destination- Treasure Island was a rapidly 
growing dot in the distance. Bisharp and Mamoswine walked over to Honchkrow, who was examining the map 
curiously. 

"Are you feeling alright?" questioned Bisharp. 

"Worried about me?" chuckled Honchkrow, reading the map carefully. 

Bisharp gave her a smirk. "Your strategy in the clue hunt caught Alakazam off guard-1 look forward to you trumping 
him again, if you're not too tired." 

"I'll be fine," insisted the bird. 

Mamoswine nodded to the map. "So...find anything interesting?" 

"Yeah...dis ting is LOADED with X's, so we gotta a hefty haul waitin' for us!" crowed Honchkrow, grinning. 

Bisharp frowned. "Did you find what WE'RE looking for? Not ages old pirate treasure, but a challenge win?" 

"Yeah, da map is faded and hard to read but slightly in da center...see right dere? Go to da upper left, and dere's dat 
blue and red circle. I bet dat's us." 

Mismagius floated down to check out what was going on, and overheard. She glanced over Honchkrow's shoulder. 
"So if we're the blue and red, I'll bet that green and white circle is the Gardevoir's...see, it's a little bit away from us, 
but it's there." 

"Good eye-1 think you're right," said Bisharp. "But that’s not all we have to do- we need to keep this map- we never 
know what awaits us on that island." 

Meanwhile, on the Gardevoir ship... 

"Formed a plan yet?" asked Banette, glancing to Alakazam, who was pacing the deck, muttering to himself. 

"The plan's easy!" interrupted Krookodile, peering over the ship at the water below. "We get the map, we get the 
treasure. Or else we'll never find it!" 

"I'm not worried about the map, per say- the island isn't large, so finding the treasure should be easy if we all spread 
out- but I'm worried there will be tricks and traps to prevent us from getting it," explained Alakazam. 

"You think the island will be booby trapped?" asked Swampert, eyes wide. 

"You really think it won’t?" Bronzong's tone from the helm was scathing. "Lapras isn't the meanest, but if you think 
Mew and Mewtwo made that abandoned island a walk in the park, you're nuts." 

"I WANT TO SEE HISTORICAL TRAPS!" shouted Luxray in excitement. She let out a shock of joy. "AH YES, 
PIRATES! WE'RE NOT SO DIFFERENT!" 

"Not so different?" asked Gothitelle. 

"Don't encourage her," grumbled Bronzong flatly. 



"WE'RE NOT SO DIFFERENT! I TOO HAVE A DESIRE TO PARTAKE IN PLUNDERING AND THE ACQUIREMENT 
OF SCURVY-!" 

"So, get the map, see if there's traps?" questioned Weavile, ignoring Luxray's rambling. 

"Correct." 

"But before we figure out the traps...we need the map," said Gliscor. "So how are we gonna do that?" 

"Simple. By force," said Alakazam. 

"Really? I expected you to make some plan to swipe it," admitted Banette. 

Alakazam chuckled. "Undoubtedly, Honchkrow will be expecting the same, and she'll try and catch me off guard." 

"So...we just steal it? No plans? No nothing?" asked Swampert. He grinned and flexed. "Awesome. This'll be fun." 
"Zat eez only half ze battle," warned Gothitelle. "We will still have to keep it in our possession. It won't be easy." 
"That's what makes it fun," said Banette, grinning. 

Alakazam smirked. "We'll strike in three minutes. Be ready." 

000 

"Alakazam is getting wilier with each challenge- and y'know, I gotta admit he's gotta point- a battle of wits IS 
fun," said Honchkrow, grinning. 

000 

"Finally! Water, traveling, fighting for treasure! This is perfect for my skills!" shouted Swampert, pumping a 
fist. 

000 

"This is going to be WAY too hard to sabotage, damnit," whined Krookodile, cursing under his breath. 

000 

"What do you think is going on over there?" asked Gengar, peering out with a telescope. 

"Where'd you get that?" asked Mismagius, confused. 

"Found it in the crow's nest...so like...they're not doing anything." 

Trevenant crawled over and looked across, his red eye looking. "We haven't been out for more than ten minutes, and 
we have a ways to go. Why haven't they tried anything?" 

"Honchkrow said Alakazam's probably gonna plan something-maybe swiping it at the end?" guessed Mismagius. 
Trevenant glared, trying to think, before his eyes widened. 

"Hang on...there's someone missing!" 

Toxicroak looked confused. "Uh, well...remember, they don't have Noivern." 

"Not that, you idiot!" snarled Trevenant. "One of them...I can't figure out who..." 

Mismagius squinted, before frowning. 

"Where's Swampert?" 

SPLASH! 

Everyone whirled around as Swampert burst from the waves on the other side of their boat, a mischievous grin on his 
face. Lapras, Mew, and Mewtwo grinned at the sight. Things were finally kicking up. Kabutops snarled, but couldn't 



leave the helm. Honchkrow, who got wet, let out a grunt of annoyance. 

"Why, I oughta-" 

"Hang on- he can't take the map, it'll get wet and ruined in the water," pointed out Medicham. 
"But we can!" 


Medicham turned to see Banette, Gothitelle, Gliscor, and Krookodile all leaping aboard the ships, grinning. Banette 
immediately punched Toxicroak out of the way, while Gothitelle telekinetically pushed Mismagius into Trevenant. 

"The map, s'il vous plaTt," quipped Gothitelle, grinning. 

Honchkrow took to the air, but Gliscor was ready, smacking her down and grabbing the map when she let it go. He 
glided through the air, barely avoiding Gengar, who was smacked by Krookodile's tail with a grin. Swampert dove 
back into the water, while Krookodile and Gothitelle made their way back to the boat. Banette tried to leave, but his 
head tail was grabbed by Trevenant, who flung him against the mast, snarling. 

"They got the map, but at least we've got him!" roared the tree. 

Banette groaned, before noticing everyone going for him. 

But Alakazam was ready. He grabbed Banette with his mind and flung him back over to the Gardevoir ship. 
Swampert, who had crawled back onto the deck, caught him. 

Bisharp scowled, while Honchkrow lit a cigar. The bird stepped onto the railing of the ship and glared at Alakazam. 
"Dat wasn't like you- so you wanna rumble, eh?" 

"Why ask the obvious?" asked Alakazam. 

"You heard 'im, boys!" snarled Honchkrow. "Let's get 'em!" 

Kabutops forced Toxicroak onto the helm. "You stay there! I'm getting in on this." 

Trevenant and Medicham flung out some ropes, lassoing them to the enemy ship and crawling across them, 
Mismagius floating after them. Bisharp started to crawl across, but Weavile slashed the rope, causing the knight to 
leap back in annoyance. Honchkrow took to the skies and lunged for Gliscor, but he had already passed the map to 
Luxray, who was being watched by Krookodile so she wouldn't tear it. Mamoswine launched a blast of ice across the 
field, but Gothitelle reflected it away easily. 

"They're coming back for us!" shouted Banette, rubbing his head. Swampert put him down and stepped forward. 
"EVERYONE GET BACK!" he shouted. 

Trevenant was the first to reach the other side, his red eye glittering. "Bring it on, muscle moron." 

"Oh, I plan to," vowed Swampert, who began to glow bright. 

Everyone's eyes widened. 

"Is he...here? Now?" whispered Medicham to Honchkrow. 

"Well...he certainly picked an interesting time," said Bronzong, chuckling. 

Everyone shielded their eyes until the light died down, and something different was standing in Swampert's place. He 
looked similar, and yet...different. Very different. His body was a bit more hunched, and the fins on his head seemed 
to now cross down his entire body. His orange cheek fins grew larger and more jagged. His legs seemed to be a bit 
sturdy, though small. But it was his arms that made the true change- bulky, muscular, and STRONG, they were 
covered in orange ridges that looked like they were rock hard. Swampert's hands clenched into fists, and a confident 
smile emerged on his face. 

Mega Swampert grinned and flexed. "What were you saying, tough guy? You wanna mess with me? Eh?" 

Trevenant stared in shock, before Mega Swampert lunged forward, throwing an Ice Punch so hard that Trevenant hit 



the Vileplume ship, before he crumpled into the ocean. Kabutops swore, before diving in to rescue him. 


Mega Swampert cracked his knuckles. "Man, it gets really boring doing all that 'healthy' training! I've been waiting all 
competition to smash some stuff up!" 

Everyone just watched the new Mega Evolution talk and flex, amazed. 

000 

"A Mega Evolution doesn't only change the outside and powers of Pokemon- it also somewhat...changes our 
personalities...to an extent," explained Banette. He counted on his fingers. "So, normal Garchomp is an 
angry grouch, but as a Mega, she's like Primeape and bloodthirsty. Normal Swampert wants to help everyone 
get strong and is a friendly dude, Mega Swampert seems to be a fighter who wants to show off his muscles." 

Banette paused, before grinning. "By punching a tree in the face." 

000 

Medicham was fanning herself, blushing in horror. "I know I swore to get over him but...oh my." 

000 

"That certainly made this complicated," muttered Bisharp. 

000 

"BRING IT ON!" roared Mega Swampert, swinging a heavy arm towards Honchkrow, who flapped back away from 
her battle with Gliscor in shock. When Kabutops leaped across after rescuing Trevenant, the powered up mudfish 
gave him a hard slap that sent him soaring back across the deck, where he bumped into a shocked Weavile. 

Bisharp growled. "The map. Focus on the map!" 

Mismagius looked around, before noticing Alakazam had it. Grinning, she dashed forward, but Mega Swampert 
grabbed her, spun her around, and tossed her into Bisharp, who caught her with a grimace on his face. 

"We can't get close!" she growled. 

"It appears so," agreed Bisharp. "Everyone, get that giant toad out of here!" 

Trevenant, Toxicroak (who had passed the helm to a shaken Mamoswine), and Gengar all lunged for the new threat 
among them, but Mega Swampert just smirked, adjusting his feet and spinning his body quickly, his fists colliding with 
all three Victorious Vileplumes and sending them back. Trevenant slapped against the mast. 

Alakazam grinned at the spectacle, before he ducked out of the way. Honchkrow had flashed a wing at him, before 
she swiped at him with a talon. Alakazam grinned. 

"You didn't expect me to aim for the map so quickly- but I expected you to sneak attack back," taunted the Psi 
Pokemon. 

Honchkrow frowned, before flicking her cigar at Alakazam's face. Alakazam put up a barrier to deflect it, but 
Honchkrow slammed her body against it hard, knocking Alakazam back. Alakzam grimaced, but smirked when his 
shield was intact. Honchkrow growled and slammed him forward again. Alakazam yawned as he slid back, but he 
winced in pain when he hit the railing of the ship, causing the map to fall from his grasp. Honchkrow flapped hard, 
causing the wind to knock the map away, but Bronzong, watching from afar, grabbed the map with his mind. 

"Cheater," groaned Honchkrow. 

"I'd take a bow, but this isn't the time," drawled Bronzong. 

"This is going to be hopeless- we, we need a Mega Evolution!" shouted Toxicroak. 

Bisharp frowned. That WOULD be helpful but- 
Bisharp's eyes widened. That was it! 



"Medicham! You know your teacher better than anyone else!" shouted Bisharp. 

Medicham, who was In a battle with Banette, looked to Bisharp in annoyance. "So?" 

"Mega Evolve and fight on par with him! You're our only Mega left!" 

Medicham frowned. "L.l'm not sure if I can beat him. I don't think it's-" 

"I'm sure that I'll SEE YOU OFF THIS ISLAND IF YOU DON'T!" snarled Bisharp vehemently. "Don't forget Seizor." 

Medicham clenched a fist and knocked Banette away, before slowly turning to Bisharp, eyes blazing. 

But before they could come to blows or stop arguing, a ball of dark energy hit the ground in front of Mega Swampert, 
causing him to hop back. 

Gengar smirked from above. "Blades and fists, relax. We've got another trick up our sleeves if we want to mess with 
this guy." 

Bisharp seemed confused, before he remembered. 

"Wait a minute...that's right...Medicham isn't the only one left who can Mega Evolve to deal with Swampert," gasped 
Mismagius. "Gengar has a Mega Evolution too!" 

Bisharp turned to Gengar in shock- he had forgotten that the laid back partying ghost was capable of such strength. 
"Can you actually do it?" 

"Yeah, but uh.Jook, I act a little embarrassing when I'm mega evolved, so just...let's not talk about it," grunted 
Gengar, annoyed. 

"What do you mean-?" 

But Gengar didn't answer. Just as Swampert had done earlier, he was glowing with a harsh light. 

"Oh drat!" groaned Alakazam. 

"Wow...not one, but TWO Mega Evolutions?" asked Mew, turning to Mewtwo. 

"Y'know, as fun as it is watching Swampert deck those Pokemon, I'm curious to see what Gengar can do to 
him...especially if he Mega Evolves," admitted Mewtwo. 

Gengar continued to glow before a massive flash happened, and everyone stared as another completely new 
Pokemon appeared before them. 

Gengar had changed as much as Swampert. His body was now larger, longer, and a lot spikier. Two stubby legs 
support his powerful looking upper body, and numoerous spikes were visible on his claw like arms. His limbs had a 
pinkish red aura at the end, and his ears had grown longer. His grin appeared more sinister and larger, and his eyes 
glowed with powerful energy. But it was something else on his face that caught their attention- in the center of his 
forehead, Gengar had a new, yellow third eye that didn't blink or move- it simply stared into space. Everyone watched 
in awe, waiting to see Gengar's next move. 

Mega Gengar grinned as he landed on the ship deck before letting out a maniacal laugh. 

"MUAHAHAHAHAHA! FINALLY FREE!" cackled Mega Gengar, as ominous ghostly energy circled around him. "THE 
PITIFUL SHACKLES OF HOPE AND LIGHT COULD NOT KEEP ME BOUND FOREVER! FINALLY, AS MY EVIL 
EYE PREDICTED, I SHALL COME TO RULE OVER THIS PATHETIC REALM AS THE GOD OF DARKNESS! 
MUAHAHAHAHAHA!" 

Everyone just stared. 

"...what...the hell?" asked Krookodile. 

"What...the hell?" asked Weavile. 


"What...da hell?" muttered Honchkrow. 



"What ze hell?" questioned Gothitelle. 

Mew and Mewtwo exchanged a confused glance, before looking at Lapras, who shook her head, not knowing how to 
respond. 

Mega Gengar struck a bizarre pose. "Interesting, INTERESTING I SAY! For you feeble Pokemon to summon me, the 
Dark God, the demon who makes even Giratina himself cower in terror- it is quite impressive. Foolish beyond all 
foolishness, but impressive. Laughable to think those of your level could control a diabolical power such as my own, 
but I admire your nerve!" 

Everyone just stared as Mega Gengar rambled and rambled, all the while making bizarre poses. 

"What...the hell?" repeated Krookodile. 

Mega Gengar grinned. "Your pleas have amused me, and for that, I will reward your idiotic courage! I shall lend you 
my aid, but be warned- the sins of accepting help from a true Emperor of Evil will be great! Now, what is my task?" 

Bisharp glanced at Toxicroak, before stepping forward. 

"So, what you're saying is...you'll help us?" 

Mega Gengar chuckled. "Ha. Help you? I suppose that is an interesting word for it. You seek my assistance, 
villainous, vile assistance, then yes, at the present time, I may help you. And yet...once you have passed beyond your 
mortal coil, you will find GREAT HELL IN STORE FOR YOU! AHAHAHA!" 

BAM! 

Mega Swampert punched Mega Gengar into the distance, sending him soaring through the sky. 

"...well, that went well," commented Bronzong, chuckling. Everyone gave him a look. "What?' 

000 

"Another Mega Evolution, and BAM! He gets knocked into next week," commented Kabutops, smacking his 
forehead. "Better think of someone to vote for now." 

000 

Weavile rubbed her temples. "So Mega Garchomp is a murderous psychopath, Mega Swampert is a cocky 
fighter, and then you have Mega Gengar who has possibly the craziest and most embarrassing villain's 
complex I've ever seen. He sounds like a child who found a dictionary and started jabbering about how 
powerful and awesome they are." 

"Awesome enough to become a speck in the sky." 

000 

"Zis has taken quite an interesting turn," said Gothitelle, wincing. "Mega Gengar is a bit too sonore for me." 
000 

"FUAHAHAHA! A true monster such as myself does not take a punch willingly!" explained Mega Gengar 
boisterously. "I enjoy seeing what feeble mortals will attempt to best me with! A punch? HA! HA I SAY! That 
crude cretin does not know of the disgusting punishment in store for him, where I shall claim his soul for an 
eternity in the void!" 

Mega Gengar leaned back and cackled loudly, his laugh echoing throughout the confessional. 

000 

Toxicroak grinned. "This. Is. AWESOME." 

000 


Mega Swampert folded his arms and let out a triumphant laugh. "How about that? So much for an evil death god 



whatever, eh?" 

But there was a booming laugh as, out of nowhere, Mega Gengar plunged out of the sky and hit Mega Swampert in 
the chest with a Shadow Ball. Mega Swampert fell backwards and toppled over the edge of the ship, causing his 
team's jaws to drop. 

Toxicroak used the distraction to grab the map with his tongue, ripping it out of Bronzong's clutches. 

"Oy!" snapped Bronzong. "Get back here with that." 

Toxicroak bounded away, leaping back over the water to get to the Vileplume ship, but before he could make it, Mega 
Swampert burst from the depths to sock him in the stomach. Toxicroak gasped as he soared into the air before 
landing on the Vileplume ship, groaning with a weak giggle. Mega Swampert lunged for the map, but Mega Gengar 
appeared before him and blasted him back down into the water, catching the map and tossing it to Mamoswine. 

"Foolishness!" roared Mega Gengar, striking yet another strange pose. "Idiocy! Lunacy! And utter madness! To think 
that you, as musclebound and powerful as you are, can stand up to the villainous might of the Overlord of the 
Underworld!" 

"Is he for real?" snapped Bronzong, growing weary and firing a silver beam at Mega Gengar. 

But Mega Gengar dodged the blast, passing the map off to Bisharp as he leaped for Bronzong, throwing a blast of 
shadowy orbs at the bell. Bronzong winced, but instead smirked as the area around them started to glow. Bronzong 
twisted the dimensions, before dodging Mega Gengar's attack with a newfound speed. Mega Gengar, now slow and 
feeble, grimaced in annoyance. 

But Honchkrow was ready. With a vicious sucker punch, she whacked Bronzong far away, preventing him from 
completing his Trick Room. Bronzong scowled as he slowly made his way back. Bisharp, on the other hand, wrapped 
up the map and threw it to Trevenant before Medicham could take it from him, who was finishing punching out 
Banette, before Krookodile whacked him in the back with his tail and snatched the map back. 

"I got it!" he shouted, before Mismagius dropped from above, snatching it from his clutches. 

"I grow weary of zis nonsense," growled Gothitelle, flinging Mismagius against the sails before dropping her against 
the mast. When she lost her grip on the map, Gliscor swooped down to grab it. Bisharp curled his lip and dashed 
forward, but Mega Swampert slammed a fist down, which the Blade Knight barely avoided. 

"Uh...Bisharp?" shouted Mamoswine. 

"What?" 

"We're uh...how do I stop the boat?" 

"WHY?" snarled Bisharp in exasperation. 

Luxray, on the other hand, let out a cackle. 

"Hey guys! Do you think if I smash the island, we’ll destroy it?" 

Alakazam froze, before turning. There, not more than 100 feet away, was Treasure Island, looming in front of them. 
And Luxray was at the helm, steering them straight at it. 

"LUXRAY, NO!" roared Krookodile. 

"Relax, I've got this," snapped Bisharp, leaping over onto the Victorious Vileplume ship. He ran over to the helm and 
pressed the button that Mew told them about, causing the engines to die. 

The Graceful Gardevoirs, on the other hand, were not so lucky. 

"LUXRAY, PRESS THE BUTTON!" screamed Weavile as she avoided a ball of sludge hurled by the cackling Mega 
Gengar. 

Mega Swampert turned, before grinning wide and leaping into the water. As the boat hurtled toward the landing dock, 
Mega Swampert swam past the spectating Lapras and leaped onto it. As the boat rushed closer, he grinned and held 



out his hands. 


BOOM! 

The boat came to a hard stop, causing everyone to roll over. Alakazam toppled into Gothitelle, while Krookodile's 
snout slammed against Mismagius. Trevenant elbowed Banette, who fell on top of a squawking Honchkrow, while 
Gliscor just watched as he floated in the air, hiding the map in his claws. 

As everything ground to a halt, Mega Swampert laughed as he flexed his muscles. 

"Boat? HA! I need some bigger weights!" 

BAM! 

Mega Gengar grinned as he knocked the bragging Pokemon back into the water. 

000 

Mismagius winced as she pulled a tooth out of her hat. "Ugh...how did THAT get there?" 

000 

Krookodile was looking in a mirror, trying to see inside his mouth. 

000 

Alakazam, Gothitelle, and Bronzong lifted everyone up with their Psychic powers (minus Weavile and Krookodile, of 
course), and pulled them out of the boat, where a soaked Mega Swampert was waiting. 

Weavile rubbed her scalp, annoyed. "So...after all of that...l gotta ask...do we even HAVE the map?" 

Gliscor smirked as he held it up. 

Weavile chuckled. "Nice. Alright, Alakazam. Lead the way!" 

"Careful- we need to go fast, but not too fast- they'll try and take the map back, if I could guess," warned Alakazam. 
They headed forward, off of the dock to enter the island... 

Bisharp, Medicham, and Mamoswine were the first ones off the boat for the Victorious Vileplumes. 

"Come along, we don't have all day!" barked Bisharp, eyes narrowed. "Come on, we need to find the treasure." 

"We don't have the map!" argued Medicham. 

Bisharp held up a familiar looking notebook, the one that Medicham had seen him writing in. He opened it up and tore 
out a page. "I wrote down some instructions from the map while no one was looking. I know the general direction we 
have to go in, but I don't know what's waiting for us." 

"Traps, if I'd hafta make a guess," grumbled Honchkrow, landing beside them. 

"Great- we know the way, but so do they- but they might find the traps," snarled Bisharp. "Damn it! This is not good. 
We might have to get the map after all." 

"Alakazam's gonna expect dat. We can't go for him, da only way to trump Alakazam is to play a different game dan 
him. You gotta play checkers when he's playing chess." 

Bisharp frowned. "What do you propose?" 

"Dey know da traps, right? Dey'll either avoid 'em or trigger 'em, so what should we do?" 

Trevenant exchanged a look with Mamoswine, before scowling. "Don't just be cryptic-" 

"Follow them- just like last time," said Bisharp, nodding. "But instead of throwing a surprise attack-" 

"-we use them to lead us to the treasure chests," finished Toxicroak, grinning. 



"Surprise attack? When was this?" demanded Medicham. 

Bisharp scoffed. "Ninetales's challenge. I sent you away so you wouldn't have to do it." 

"But that is not-" 

"Honorable? Maybe not, but it helped us net the win," growled Bisharp. "And if it works this time, then I'd appreciate 
you BUTTING OUT." 

Medicham folded her arms. "I am fine with following them- but I will not attack them when their backs are turned." 

"Then let someone else do it, and once they notice, you can challenge them to a formal duel," instructed Bisharp, his 
tone scathing. "Now- one issue. We may have to deal with some traps of our own- who's going to scout ahead to see 
if-" 

"Muahahahahaha...ahahahaha...AHAHAHAHAHA!" 

Bisharp groaned, turning to Mega Gengar. "Yes...?" 

"Traps? You fear the traps that lie ahead as the greatest danger? The ultimate weapon that lords over this challenge? 
Pitiful traps set up to defeat the meek and cowardly? HA! I BAWK AT YOU!" 

"What are you saying?" whined Mismagius, rubbing her head. "You give me SO many headaches now. Can you 
switch back?" 

Mega Gengar grinned and struck an intense pose. "LISTEN WELL, YOU WEAK IMPS. THE GREATEST THING 
YOU HAVE TO FEAR IS NOT A MERE TRAP, THE ELIMINATION CEREMONY, OR EVEN DEATH ITSELF. THE 
GREATEST THREAT UPON THIS DREADFUL ISLE IS NOT ANYTHING SET UP BY THE HOST- IT IS I, THE 
KEEPER OF SOULS, THE MAN WHO CAUSES THE SUN ITSELF TO WITHER- MEGA GENGAR!" 

Mamoswine suddenly smiled. "Oh...l don't know about that, Gengar-" 

"MEGA GENGAR!" 

"Mega Gengar," corrected Mamoswine. "But...those traps are scary...I'm not sure if even YOU can handle them, 
overlord though you are." 

Mega Gengar's smile faded as a look of fury appeared on his face. 

"You...you...how dare you...AHAHAHA! Such foolishness indeed, you overgrown hog! Such a thought is ghastly! 
Unheard of! That a trap could trounce ME! Very well! I see you are in need of education, so I shall demonstrate a 
fraction of my power for you! I shall destroy every trap in our path!" 

Mamoswine let out a stunned gasp. "R-really? Wow! I'd love to see that." 

Bisharp and Kabutops, who finally caught on, exchanged a look. 

000 

"I've got to hand it to that porker- THAT was a clever move," said Kabutops. 
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"So like...what do you think's going on out there?" asked Noivern, flicking her tail back and forth. 

"No idea...and I wonder why Lapras left us these," muttered Crobat, poking a key in front of him. Noivern tossed a 
similar one in her tail. "Maybe they're the key to our immunity." 

"So like uh...Gliscor told me. About everything you did for him- helping him with Pidgeot, I mean," said Noivern 
awkwardly. 

Crobat didn't seem surprised. "Did he now?" 

"I wanna like...ask you something, if that's okay...it might get a little deep...I dunno if you know...you wanna answer it 
so-" 



"Just ask," insisted Crobat. "Despite what Honchkrow and I look like, we're not that mean." 

Noivern gave a nervous grin. "Okay...so like...Gliscor told me you once liked Pidgeot, right? But even though Gliscor 
broke her heart, he wound up with the girl you liked, right?" 

Crobat nodded, but said nothing. 

"...why'd you help him?" 

"I'm sorry?" 

"I figured you'd like...be jealous and wouldn't like Gliscor...because he made mistakes with Pidgeot, and then he won 
her over while you liked her. And you were always really nice to her, even though she's a bitch of a bird." 

"...I don't know why I helped him," admitted Crobat. "I just...I suppose Gliscor never meant to hurt me, and even when 
he was with Pidgeot...he was always kind to me. And...there's more." 

"More?" 

"When I suffered heartbreak, no one noticed...and when I was going through problems, no one helped me," explained 
Crobat. "I was...depressed and miserable for the longest time...and I didn't want to see Gliscor go through that." 

"...so what happened to you?" Noivern looked at Crobat curiously. 

Crobat smiled. "I met a beautiful lady." 

"Honchkrow?" asked Noivern in disbelief. "I mean, don't get me wrong, she's good looking but she doesn't seem very 
ladylike-" 

"Don't let her mean act fool you," laughed Crobat. "Under those glares and cigars is the heart of a woman. A woman 
who...gave me a chance. A woman who wasn't afraid of my personal problems screwing stuff up. That's what you are 
to Gliscor. Something that Pidgeot never could be." 

Noivern blushed. "H-hey man, we're not even DATING yet." 

"You will be," insisted Crobat. "Just give him time- I'll be honest, he's clearing up quicker than I thought." 

"Okay...heheh...you're not so scary for a gang member." 

Crobat stiffened. "I'm not in a gang!" 

Noivern looked at him, confused. Crobat shared her confusion. 
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Crobat gaped. "Oh god, now she has ME doing it!" 

000 

Unlike Total Pokemon Island, Treasure Island did not have multiple habitats and biomes- instead, it resembled a 
dense jungle. Waiting at the end of the dock was Mew, Mewtwo, and Lapras. Lapras smiled as each team passed 
her. 

"You've made it past Part One! Good luck in the next part! And remember- you all arrive together, you all leave 
together- you need all of your teammates to complete the challenge!" 

Treasure Island had sandy earth, tropical trees and flora, thick vines hanging about, and many rocks and caves. Most 
of the caves seemed to be too small to live in, but some of them were dark and the Pokemon couldn't even see the 
end of it. 

"Most of these small caves were used for treasure, I bet," said Bronzong. "You couldn't live in those." 

"Do you zink zere eez still treasure hidden around here?" asked Gothitelle with interest. 

"Doubtful," said Banette, frowning. "If I was a smuggler, I would've cleared out long ago." 



"Everyone stop!" ordered Alakazam, glaring at the map. "If I'm not mistaken, there's a trap nearby...there's an 
exclamation point on the map." 

"And?" asked Krookodile, stepping forward. "What's your point? It's not as if that means-" 

POINK! 

Krookodile's eyes widened as a large log came swinging down like a pendulum, ready to strike the team. He had set 
off a tripwire. But Weavile was quicker. Charging her claws with ice, she hacked through the log, sending the 
splintered wood in all directions before it could even get close. One of the pieces bonked Krookodile on the head. 
Alakazam gave him a cool look. 

"Anymore questions?" 

"I get it," growled Krookodile gruffly. 
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"Okay, I saw that trap- if something street life teaches ya, it's knowing your surroundings!" explained 
Krookodile, smirking. "Unlike last time, I smell sabotage...time to bring down another camper! Who's it gonna 
be? Bell brain? Puppet prat? Flexing fool? So many targets! I'm like a crocodile in a...in a...in a place where 
there's free food and stuff." 

Krookodile smiled. "Free food..." 
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Mega Gengar let out a victorious cackle as he blasted a bunch of snares out of the way. "IF THIS IS THE BEST 
EFFORT OF A LEGENDARY POKEMON, THEN PERHAPS THE RUMORS ARE SIMPLY THE RUMORS I HAVE 
HEARD!" 

"This is getting more unbearable by the minute," whined Mismagius. 

"Patience," ordered Bisharp. "We follow through Treasure Island, and take our chests. And remember, Toxicroak is 
scouting ahead to find Alakazam and the others. Once we get on their trail, this'll be a snap." 

Almost as if he heard his name, Toxicroak popped out of some bushes 

"They're up ahead, to the right!" 

"Excellent...now, when they find their chests, we'll have to go slightly to the right, as long as we're facing south. 
Understand?" 

"And how will we get out of here?" asked Medicham, folding her arms. 

Bisharp grinned. "Only one of us has to grab the chest. That has to be you, Medicham. You're one of our fastest 
teammates so you can get it back to the boat quickly. I trust in your strength. The rest of us will take the map." 

"Are you sure? Trevenant is quite strong, and Mega Gengar would be faster-" 

"Which is why I need them to steal the map back," explained Bisharp. "Now let's simply follow them. Toxicroak, lead 
the way behind Mega Gengar." 

Mega Gengar, who was disabling a tripwire effortlessly, laughed. "THE GLORY OF NIGHT SHALL DROWN ALL OF 
THEIR HAPPINESS." 

Bisharp smirked at Trevenant when he heard that. The glory of night, eh? Sounded fine to them. 
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Mega Swampert let out a grunt as he punched a powerful boulder out of the way. 

Luxray grinned as she vibrated in place. "Oh man! DESTROY THAT TREE! BLAST THAT ROCK! CAN YOU FIRE 
LASERS?" 



"Who needs lasers when you're BUFF?" asked Mega Swampert, cracking his knuckles. 

"There ARE a lot more traps than I expected," commented Weavile, tapping her chin thoughtfully. 

"Not nearly as dangerous as I thought," admitted Alakazam. They soon arrived at a small flowing creek. Alakazam 
checked the map again. 

"If we follow this for about fifty meters, there'll be a clearing to the right," murmured Alakazam, reading the map. 
"Beyond that clearing to the slight left, will be our chest surrounded by rocks. The Victorious Vileplumes are more to 
the right, but they won't find it easily." 

"So we've got this in the bag!" said Gliscor. 

"Hardly," growled Alakazam. "They're up to something. They haven't gone for the map once." 

"You expecting a sneak attack or something?" asked Banette, looking wary. 

"Honchkrow is on the enemy team," muttered Alakazam. "Bisharp and Crobat are both clever, don't get me wrong, 
but Honchkrow is...a different type of smart." 

"Do you zink zey are following us, like zey did in Ninetales's challenge?" queried Gothitelle. 

"Probably, but that won't do them any good- we can lead them to our chest, but not there's- they'll have to steal the 
map from us. It doesn't make sense." 

"If they go for the map, they should do it before we find our chest- if that's their plan, it makes no sense," agreed 
Bronzong. 

Alakazam closed his eyes. "Then what's their aim?" 

"I think you're going about this wrong- you're trying to think of their moves instead of ours," piped up Banette. 
Alakazam gave Banette a look. "What is THAT supposed to mean?" 

"Simple- we enact a plan before they can." 

"Sneak attacking our sneak attackers? I'm listening?" 

"When we get close to the chests, send Mega Swampert back to meet them," said Bronzong suddenly. 

Banette and Alakazam exchanged a glance. "That...might work." 

"Sending him alone is a bad idea," pointed out Weavile. "I get that we can carry the chest easily because of our 
Psychics, but Mega Swampert will get taken down by one good move by Trevenant." 

"...in that case, send me with him- I'll chew up that ghost," growled Krookodile. 

Bronzong narrowed his eyes, before he smirked. "I like that idea. Mega Swampert with Krookodile to watch his back. 
Perfect." 

"Very well." 
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"Krookodile can do what he wants- do I think it'll end well for Swampert? No. Do I think it'll go well for 
Krookodile? Maybe. Either way, if they screw up, it's THEIR necks on the line, not mine," said Bronzong, 
yawning. 
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After a few more minutes, the Graceful Gardevoirs had arrived in the clearing- and there, sitting in a nest of pointed 
stones, was the chest. Alakazam had relaxed smile on his face. 

"Krookodile, Swampert- go. The rest of us will cut around the other way." 



000 


The Victorious Vileplumes continued on their path, before Bisharp stopped them. 

"Everyone, halt!" he barked. "L.hear something." 

"So what?" growled Trevenant. "I ain't afraid of anything on this shitty island." 

"IT IS THE FEAR TREMBLING WITHIN YOUR SICKLY HEARTS-" 

"Not now, Gengar," said Toxicroak. 

"MEGAGENGAR!" 

There was rustling that slowly grew louder, before a powerful voice emerged. 

"NO, MEGA SWAMPERT!" 

Bisharp turned before a fist slammed into his jaw, sending him into the small river, splashing in the flowing water. 
Medicham rushed over. 

"Bisharp!" 

"I thought you said they'd be caught off guard," growled Bisharp to Honchkrow. 

She frowned thoughtfully. "Dey jumped da gun. Which means Alakazam is worried." 

"Which means...we switch gears," murmured Bisharp. He closed his eyes in thought, before pointing to a tree. 
"Medicham- see that tree? Keep going in that direction and you should find our chest- it was surrounded by tropical 
flowers. Get it and get back to the ship!" 

"But I don't know the way!" protested Medicham. 

"I know! But when we’re out of this, we'll find you!" 

"Alright, if you say so!" shouted Medicham, getting to her heels and sprinting off. Bisharp got up. 

"As for the rest of us- their most powerful fighter is here, alone. Scatter! And get them!" 

Honchkrow nodded and took to the skies, while Mismagius vanished into some thick trees. Mamoswine trampled 
down some bushes. Trevenant scampered away, before turning to smirk at Bisharp. 

"You want me to rough them up? Or deal with big muscle moron over there?" 

Bisharp smirked. "Leave Mega Swampert to me. Go tear them apart." 

"FINALLY." Trevenant vanished among the trees. 

Mega Swampert slapped Kabutops aside, before socking Toxicroak in the face. Mega Swampert flexed and grinned. 
Kabutops sprinted away, hacking through some bushes and trees. Toxicroak groaned, but Mega Swampert slapped 
him away again. 

"Sorry, cutie," he taunted, cracking his knuckles as he advanced on Bisharp. Bisharp grimaced, wondering how he 
would get out of this one. 

But suddenly, Mega Swampert froze. A tree had fallen, right on his head. With a low groan, he fell to the ground. His 
Mega form faded, and a normal Swampert was left lying in the sand. 

Bisharp looked to Toxicroak in confusion. What had happened? 

"Maybe...Kabutops cut down a lucky tree for us?" asked Toxicroak, shrugging. 

Krookodile, who was hidden in the shadows, smirked and broke away. That tree had slashed with his claws had 
managed to hit the intended target. With Mega Swampert detained, phase two could start. He sprinted after through 
the trees, hunting for Trevenant. He found him in a rocky section, getting close to where Krookodile knew the rest of 



the Graceful Gardevoirs were heading. Krookodile grinned and lunged for him, sinking his teeth into Trevenant's arm. 


"WHAT THE- YOU?" snarled Trevenant, socking Krookodile in the nose. Krookodile released him, staggering back 
and stopping himself from falling with his tail. 

"Me," agreed Krookodile, picking a tooth. "I was sent to watch Mega Swampert, and prevent YOU from getting him." 

"Too bad the rest of my team is about to mess with yours," rumbled Trevenant, sneering. 

"That's not skin off my nose," countered Krookodile, grinning. "I'm doing my job- if I'm safe, I'm safe." 

Trevenant grinned. "Looking out for yourself, eh? Not bad, croc. Only, bad news for you, there's a certain player on 
your team I'd like to smash. And since YOU'RE in my way." 

Trevenant charged his hands up with glowing green energy. "I'll have to deal with you." 

Krookodile growled, his skinny body hunched and his claws ready. "Bring it on, juvie joke. We both got street smarts- 
let's see whose smarter." 
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Medicham darted through a few more trees before spotting a field of flowers. Panting, she jogged over and grabbed 
the chest, putting it under one of her arms before breaking into a sprint. She threw a last glance over her shoulder. 

"I will locate the ship," she vowed. "Then I will return to assist you. Still...I have the feeling Bisharp...sent me away for 
some reason." 
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Bronzong lifted up the chest with his telekinesis, a small grunt of effort escaping him. "There...I've got it." 

"Alright," said Alakazam, smiling. "Let's retrace our steps and find Mega Swampert and Krookodile. Then we'll be able 
to-" 

"ATTACK!" 

"What the hell?" asked Banette and Honchkrow burst from the foliage and smacked him hard with a wing. Mismagius 
appeared behind her and tossed a Shadow Ball at Luxray, but Weavile intercepted it and slapped it back. Kabutops 
burst from the trees and swung a heavy scythe at Alakazam, who leaped back just in time to avoid it. Kabutops 
grimaced before lunging again, with Alakazam cleverly keeping out of his range. 

"What in the world?" spat Alakazam. "How? Where's Mega Swampert?" 

"Taking a much deserved break," said a voice silkily, as Bisharp strode from out of the bushes. "Let's just say a tree 
was more than he could handle 

"Trevenant must've...I'll HANG Krookodile...he was supposed to watch that powerhouse's back," growled Alakazam 
dangerously. 

"It wasn't Trevenant, actually-1 think he's still busy with that crocodile of yours, seeing as they're not here." 

Alakazam noticed Trevenant wasn't among the ranks, blasting Kabutops back as he looked around. "You're 
right...someone else must've fell Mega Swampert." 

"He was hit with a tree, but not Trevenant," confirmed Bisharp. "I believe Kabutops sliced a tree that changed the 
game for us." 

"Damn," grumbled Glicsor as he dodged an attack from Mismagius. Mismagius just scowled as she fired a new 
attack, hitting Gothitelle this time. Bisharp lunged for Alakazam, but Alakazam dodged out of the way. 

Gothitelle got to her feet, dusting herself off. "Zis is ze zanks I get for my advice?" 

Bronzong glanced from side to side warily, holding the chest. He slowly tried to make a stealthy escape, but Bisharp's 
eyes locked onto him. The Blade Knight broke away from Alakazam and dashed for Bronzong. Alakazam's eyes 
flashed as he ran after Bisharp, but Kabutops slashed at him and stood before Alakazam, grinning. 



"Sorry, brainy, but I've been looking to pick a fight with you for SEASONS." 

Alakazam grit his teeth. "Is that a fact?" 

"You wanted a fight, remember?" said Kabutops, chuckling. 

But before Bisharp could do anything, Banette stepped in the way. "Bronzong, get that chest to the ship! We'll make it 
eventually- GAH!" 

Mega Gengar blasted him from afar, and Banette tumbled away. Bronzong grimaced as Bisharp continued to get 
closer and closer, but then Luxray flashed over and zapped him. Mamoswine stood back as Luxray charged down 
Bisharp again, causing him to snarl in annoyance. 

"GET MOVING, YE SCURVY FOOL!" roared Luxray. Bronzong gave a nod as he did so. 

"Mamoswine, hold off Luxray so I can chase him!" snapped Bisharp. Mamoswine’s eyes narrowed in thought, before 
he instead charged after Bronzong. Bisharp scoffed in disgust- so he wouldn't attack his girlfriend. 

Bisharp slashed forward, but Luxray ducked. Bisharp threw a glance of disgust over his shoulder. They'd see about 
that later. Bisharp kicked Luxray in the face before following up with a mean right hook. Luxray tumbled backwards, 
groaning. Bisharp glanced around. Banette was punching at Mega Gengar angrily, while Mega Gengar continued to 
laugh and boast. Gliscor and Honchkrow were both trying to knock each other out of the sky, while Kabutops was 
swinging at Alakazam hard. Weavile and Gothitelle were taking turns attacking Mismagius. 

And then it happened. Out of the bushes, Toxicroak emerged. He took one look at Alakazam and shot out his tongue. 
It boppped him in the head, causing him to stagger. Kabutops took his chance and headbutted Alakazam, while 
Toxicroak shot his tongue again, grabbing the map from the Psychic's hands. 

"Shit!" shouted Banette, running forward, before getting grabbed by Mega Gengar and hurled backwards. 

"A MERE GRUDGE IS NO MATCH FOR THE AGONY I SHALL BRING YOU!" 

"My grudge is a lot stronger than you'd guess," said Banette dangerously, as his hands morphed into large claws. 

Bisharp let a smile play on his face. Medicham certainly had enough of a head start now. Now they had the map as 
well as their chest. This was going to play out perfectly. 

"Vileplumes! Fall back and retreat back to the boat!" 

"Now?" asked Kabutops, dodging an energy ball launched by Alakazam. 

"Now," commanded Bisharp. "Go!" 

"I REFUSE TO LEAVE UNTIL THEY LOWER THEIR HEADS AND SOB-!" screamed Mega Gengar, cackling 
maniacally. 

"Uh...Mega Gengar...there's a whole other island you have to conquer," said Mismagius uncertainly. 

"THEN ONWARD WE MUST GO!" shouted Mega Gengar, completing changing direction as he floated off. Bisharp 
and Toxicroak followed, and one by one the campers dispersed. Honchkrow was the last to leave, flashing a smirk 
backwards as she vanished in the shadows. 

Alakazam grumbled under his breath. "Any injuries?" 

"Nothing too serious," reported Gothitelle. 

"What should we do?" asked Weavile uncertainly. 

"We have to find Bronzong, Krookodile, and Swampert," said Weavile. 

Alakazam nodded. "You're right. Let's go." 
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Trevenant threw another punch at Krookodile, but Krookodile grinned and dodged it. So far, he hadn't thrown many 



more attacks at Trevenant, which was frustrating the tree. 

"Hold...still...damnit!" snarled Trevenant. "You god damn weakling, you haven't even..UGH...tried to hit me." 

"Why would I?" taunted Krookodile, moving away from another attack. He was grinning on the inside. Pissy tree was 
getting slower and slower with those blows. He was tiring him out. When Trevenant lunged forward, Krookodile 
tripped him and he fell on his face. Growling, he tried to get up, but Krookodile bit him on the leg. 

"What the- YOU FIGHT DIRTY, YOU JACKASS!" howled Trevenant. 

"I do what I gotta!" snarled Krookodile, but Trevenant wasn't hearing it. He whirled around and slammed Krookodile in 
the snout, causing him to stagger away. Krookodile swung his tail as Trevenant got up, knocking him down again. But 
then he let out a gasp as Kabutops dove onto him out of nowhere. 

"Bit off a bit more than you could chew?" asked Kabutops. Trevenant scowled before kicking Kabutops aside. 
Kabutops let out a yelp as Trevenant grabbed Krookodile, held him up, and started punching him in the stomach. 

Kabutops got to his feet gruffly. "We have to go back to the boat- Bisharp sent me to find you!" 

"In a second," snarled Trevenant, winding up another fist. Krookodile struggled in his grip, but before he could punch, 
a hand stopped him. 

Swampert, who looked dead on his feet, glared at Trevenant, before peeling the tree off of Krookodile and knocking 
him aside. Krookodile dropped to the floor with a gasp, wincing in pain. 

Swampert tried to help him up, but he collapsed onto his side. Trevenant got up and slowly went towards Swampert, 
his eye glowing, while Krookodile scrambled to his feet, standing in front of Swampert. Trevenant grinned, before he 
heard a noise. 

Alakazam, Gothitelle and the others burst from the bushes. Trevenant's face darkened as he nodded to Kabutops, 
and the two of them left. Krookodile let out a weak grunt of relief, glancing at Alakazam. 

"L.was fighting Trevenant...that whole time...do you got...the damn chest?" he rasped. 

"We've got it- what happened to Swampert?" demanded Alakazam. 

"I...got hit with a tree," grunted Swampert. "Trevenant was already gone when it happened, but it knocked me out...l 
managed to come to, but I'm exhausted..." 

"Someone help him," ordered Alakazam. Gliscor floated over and picked up Swampert, steadying him on his feet, 
while Banette hopped over and wrapped an arm around the muscular Pokemon's waist. 

"You did good, Krookodile," said Gothitelle, smiling. Krookodile just winced as he nodded. 

"Thanks man," said Swampert, trying to sound cheerful. "I owe you one." 

"We have to go- Bronzong should be back by now, and the others are ahead," said Alakazam. "C'mon, let's go." 
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"Swampert saved my ass," admitted Krookodile. "But, I also saved his-1 mean, if he says he owes me one, 
sounds good." 

"On the other hand, I could TOTALLY get him eliminated...but we'll see what happens!" 
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Bronzong was waiting impatiently, grumbling under his breath as he waited for the others. Medicham was already on 
the boat with her chest, while Mamoswine had chased him all the way back to the dock- thankfully, he had stopped 
his pursuit at that point. Which was very nice- Bronzong was totally exposed. 

"Where the hell are they," he spat, peering out in the distance. Surely the fight was over by now. 

He saw a silhouette break the horizon. Mew and Mewtwo were waiting with Lapras, and it was Mewtwo who noticed 
first. 



"Look! More arrivals!" 


Bisharp was at the head of the pack, Honchkrow above him, with Toxicroak clutching the map at his side. Mega 
Gengar burst from the trees behind them, cackling maniacally and spouting some nonsense, while Mismagius was 
dragging him along, trying to keep him focused. 

"That's most of your team," said Lapras, smiling. "But aren't you still missing a few?" 

"They'll be along momentarily," promised Bisharp, a grin on his face as he and the others climbed onto the boat. 

It was a few minutes later, but then Kabutops appeared, a bedraggled Trevenant following him. Kabutops dug his 
scythes into the boat and scaled it quickly, while Trevenant climbed up after him. Bisharp threw Trevenant an 
annoyed look. 

"Where were you that whole time?" 

"A crocodile got in my way," explained Trevenant coolly. 

"Yeah, and you were gonna kill the guy if I didn't get there," muttered Kabutops. 

Bisharp looked furious. "The challenge first, Trevenant. What did I say about attracting unwanted attention?" 

"HE started it!" snapped Trevenant. "We're all here, we've got the chest, let's just go already!" 

"Fine," said Bisharp. "Medicham, turn the ship and then drive us towards Rocky Island. Honchkrow, watch the map 
and the chest! Toxicroak, come with me." 

Toxicroak headed towards Bisharp. Bisharp gave him a look. 

"You've been watching Trevenant like I asked, correct?" 

"Why do you THINK it took so long for me to get to the chest?" hissed Toxicroak. 

"And? Well?" 

"He was fighting Krookodile, y'know how he is." 

Bisharp frowned. "Keep an eye on him. Try to stop him if you can. I know your stealth skills. We can't afford to have 
Trevenant be connected to us, or else we'll be in trouble as well." 

"And if that happens?" 

"I have no need for a liability," stated Bisharp coldly as he headed over to inspect the chest with Honchkrow. 
Toxicroak gave a nervous giggle and peered over the edge of the boat. 

Finally, on the horizon, Alakazam appeared, Weavile and Gothitelle on his heels. Luxray bounded after them, with a 
dusty Krookodile limping after them, wincing with each step. At the end was the trio of Gliscor, Banette, and 
Swampert, the first two still helping the latter. Bisharp smirked and called for the boat to start, and they began to sail 
towards the foggy stone island in the distance. Mew and Mewtwo grinned and teleported away, while Lapras dropped 
into the water and swam off. 

"On the boat, on the boat, on the boat!" shouted Luxray. "I said it three times for what I think is obvious emphasis!" 

Everyone else just rolled their eyes and climbed onto the boat. Bronzong slowly turned it around with Alakazam and 
Gothitelle's help. Alakazam signaled Banette to go to the helm, while Bronzong approached. 

"Got the chest-1 assume we lost the map, since Toxicroak had his grubby hands on something," said Bronzong 
coolly. 

"They caught me off guard," admitted Alakazam. 

Bronzong smirked. "Again?" 

"It was luck this time," snarled Alakazam. "You got the chest here alright?" 



"It's on the boat isn't it? Sheesh, let's just get this over with." 

"Alakazam! We got a problem!" 

Alakazam turned, glancing at Banette. "What is it?" 

"The engines aren't starting!" 

Alakazam ran over and pressed the button, which didn't react at all. "Swampert, check the- nevermind. Bronzong. Go 
check." 

Bronzong floated down to the water to check the engines, before yelling up. 

"It's fine down here! The button must've gotten ruined somehow!" 

"How the hell would that happen?" demanded Weavile. 

Krookodile tapped his snout. "Maybe...during the crash?" 

"Hmm? What do you mean?" queried Gothitelle. 

Krookodile lowered his voice. "Mega Swampert caught the boat pretty hard, right? So maybe it like...got banged up." 

"Possible- not sure how, but it's possible," said Alakazam, closing his eyes. He turned to look at Bronzong, who 
scowled. 

"I didn't mess up the boat, asshole." 

"I know you didn't, because if you had, you wouldn't have agreed to check the engine- or you'd lie about it," said 
Alakazam calmly. "I suppose it really DID just crash. But that means we can't move the boat." 

"Yes...yes we can," growled Swampert, stumbling to his feet. "I'll...push us." 

"There's no WAY you can push this boat, especially in THAT state," argued Weavile. Swampert panted, before diving 
off the edge into the water. 

"Idiot," scoffed Bronzong. "I'll float down to check on him." 

Bronzong floated down, but stopped halfway through in amazement. Swampert had started to kick his legs, pushing 
the massive ship with his raw muscle. Bronzong gaped. 
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"He's on his last legs, already Mega Evolved, got in a few fights, and he can STILL push the boat?" asked 
Bronzong. "Man, where does this guy get his energy drinks?" 

000 

"Shit he's strong,” said Kabutops, gaping. 
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"Oh yeah- that commotion was a PERFECT time to...y'know...break the engine button," commented 
Krookodile, shrugging. 
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Rocky Island was far less big than Treasure Island. The shore was barren, rocky, and the land was flat. No plants 
grew on this forsaken isle- it simply resembled a giant floating slab in the middle of the ocean. Bisharp and the others 
closed in on it, with Mega Gengar at the helm, cackling maniacally. 

"ROCKY ISLAND? NO? I CLAIM THIS LAND IN THE NAME OF THE MEGA GENGAR'S FROZEN EMPIRE OF 
DEATH! YOU WILL ALL BE ENSLAVED AND FROZEN IN YOUR OWN TEARS!" 

"How...much...longer?" growled Trevenant. "I wanna slam Mega Moron into the ground." 



"Patience- you only have to deal with it for this challenge," chided Bisharp. "Which is almost over. The other team was 
left in the dust. And besides...you know what we handled before we left. Swampert and the others are worn out. We 
have this in the-" 

"CAPTAIN!" shouted Mamoswine. He shook himself. "I mean, Bisharp! Look!" 

Bisharp whirled around and looked out. There, closing in fast, was the Gardevoir ship. 

"Impossible- we had a headstart! How?" 

Mismagius grabbed Trevenant on the arm. "How do you think they managed to-?" 

Trevenant knocked her off with a grunt of annoyance. 

Back on the Gardevoir's ship... 

"Telekinetically activating the engines was great idea, Bronzong!" yelled Banette. 

Bronzong, who was down floating beside the boat, was panting with effort. "Yeah...a great...painful...idea." 

"It certainly saved us!" yelled Weavile. "And with Swampert helping, we've got this!" 

Swampert, who was pushing underwater, grinned as they closed in. 

Bisharp scowled. "We have no time to lose. Land ashore so we can open the chest." 

Bisharp and the rest of his team hopped off after they pulled into land. Mew, Mewtwo, and Lapras were waiting, 
smiling at them. 

"The key is ahead," said Mew, shrugging simply. Bisharp smiled and strode through the fog, wind pushing him and 
his team back. 

"And as long as you have all of your teammates, you win," said Lapras, smiling. She looked over the Victorious 
Vileplumes. "Good job." 

"This place is spooky...but nothing compared to the Nightmare Isle!" shouted Toxicroak. 

"Where are those dratted keys?" shouted Bisharp over the howl of the wind. Everyone shrugged. 

Medicham peered around before pointing. 

"Bisharp! There is a sign!" 

"So? Does it have keys on it?" snarled Trevenant. Bisharp threw him a withering look before he stepped over to 
Medicham, where they eyed the sign together. 

"It's new," commented Bisharp. "The quality of the wood is dry, not soaked and rotten. As for what it says...'You 
cannot open the chest, as you have left something behind.'" 

"Left something behind?" asked Toxicroak. "What could it be?" 

Bisharp read it over, but Medicham grabbed him by the arm. 

"Lapras stated that we needed all of our teammates," she said, her eyes wide. 

Bisharp frowned, before he froze. "You...you don't think." 

"The teammates we left behind..." 

"Something that we left behind!" read Bisharp again, mind frantic. "We can't open it without Crobat! I'll bet you 
anything Lapras gave him the key!" 

The Victorious Vileplumes ran back, where Lapras was still waiting. Mew and Mewtwo were gone- back to wait for 
them on shore, Bisharp guessed. 



"You tricky sea monster," said Honchkrow. "You left da key with Crobat, didn't you?" 

"Yes," said Lapras, smiling. 

"You said the key was ahead!" protested Mamoswine. 

"I never said the key was an actual key- the key up ahead is the key to FINDING the key," said Lapras with a chuckle. 
Bisharp frowned. "I can't even be angry. Well played." 

"Better get going before you lose your lead." 

Bisharp hopped up on the boat, as everyone got into position. Trevenant steered the boat around and soon they were 
heading in the opposite direction, back towards the island. 

"Alakazam...Alakazam, why are zey turning around?" asked Gothitelle fearfully. 

"What? We're only a few minutes behind them- they're already done?" asked Alakazam. 

"Can't be, Mew always announces when a challenge ends," pointed out Banette, frowning. 

"Then...do they have the key?" asked Alakazam to himself. As their boat passed them, Alakazam yelled out. 

"How did you manage to grab the key so quickly?" 

Trevenant threw him a grim smile. "Wouldn't you like to know?" 

But Alakazam wasn't listening- he was searching over the boat, before he finally spotted the chest that Honchkrow 
was perched on. 

"They don't have the key," breathed Alakazam. "Which means...it isn't on the island." 

Gothitelle paused. "Didn't Lapras say zat we would need all of our teammates to open the chest?" 

"You're saying we need Noivern," stated Alakazam, closing his eyes in vexation. "I bet they're heading back to get 
Crobat right now. Banette! Turning the ship around." 

On the Vileplume ship... 

"Hey! They didn't even hop onto the island!" shouted Toxicroak. "They just turned around!" 

"They didn't even dock?" asked Bisharp, rushing to the crow's nest that Toxicroak slid down from. 

"THEY NO DOUBT FEAR THE LAND KNOWN AS MY GLORIOUS EMPIRE!" roared Mega Gengar. "BURN, 
HEATHENS!" 

"No...no...that can't be it," growled Bisharp. He clenched a fist. 

"They know we don't have the key- that's why Alakazam called out to us- it was a distraction." 

"You think we're figured out?" asked Kabutops. 

"Undoubtedly and- wait, what's that?" asked Bisharp, peering out. There was a peck near the back of the ship. Was 
that...Bronzong? Bisharp folded his arms. 

"Honchkrow. Would you be so kind as to fly out and look on that ship for me?" 

Honchkrow glanced up from the treasure chest before motioning Mismagius to come over and watch it. The great 
black bird beat her wings and took to the skies, gliding over to the Gardevoir ship. Alakazam scowled as she circled 
high above before going back to Bisharp. 

"They're up to something!" called Alakazam. "Be prepared for anything, team!" 

"Right!" responded the other Graceful Gardevoirs. 



Honchkrow landed, tipping her hat. "Whaddya wanna know?" 

"Was Bronzong on that ship?" asked Bisharp. 

"No? I didn't see him- he might be in da cabin." 

"Doubtful," said Bisharp shortly, pointing. "He's back there. Next question- who else didn't you see?" 

Honchkrow tapped a feather to her beak. "...Swampert? I didn't catch Luxray either, but both of dem may be on dere." 

"I'm not worried about Luxray- she's volatile enough that I can't plan around her," admitted Bisharp, annoyed. 
"Swampert wasn't there?" 

"He might be resting in the cabin," pointed out Toxicroak. 

"Or underwater, helping them move- they caught up quickly. There has to be a trick." 

"What, you tink dey tampered wit da engine or something? No way- hell, I couldn't even hear da thing!" snapped 
Honchkrow. 

Bisharp paused, listening to the low hum of his own ship's engine. "You couldn't hear it?" 

"No, but-" 

Bisharp glanced out at Bronzong. "Why is Bronzong floating behind the boat?" 

"I dunno- maybe Swampert's pushing it and he's watching him?" suggested Mamoswine. 

"I have no doubt that's what he was sent down there to do," agreed Bisharp. "But there's more going on." 

Bisharp tapped his chin. "No engine noises. Swampert pushing. Bronzong behind the boat...what does it mean?" 
"...he could be telekinetically working the engine," theorized Medicham. 

Bisharp turned sharply to her. "What?" 

"Bronzong is floating behind them- unlike Alakazam and Gothitelle, his ability is Levitate- he does not require energy 
to float," explained Medicham. "Which means he can float behind the ship, and work the engine, manually starting it- 
he could be working all of the gears and even the propellers that move the ship forward." 

"How would he know to do that?" asked Trevenant scathingly. 

"He's a Steel-type- if he's hung around with Pokemon such as Magnemite and Klingklangs...," said Bisharp. "I can 
see where Medicham is coming from- as a Steel-type, I have knowledge of machinery as well, though probably far 
more limited. And unlike him, I can't do it telekinetically." 

"So...now that we solved that mystery, what do we do?" asked Mismagius. "Knowing how they're catching up doesn't 
stop them." 

"No, but crippling their plan nets us the victory," said Bisharp, the calm, decisiveness in his voice making Medicham 
grow wary. 

"What do you mean?" asked Mamoswine. 

"Take out the engine, take out the ship," explained Bisharp logically. "Bronzong's the engine. His team is the ship." 
"You want to knock out Bronzong?" asked Kabutops. 

"Bisharp, we are in the lead, we do not need to-," began Medicham. 

"I want NO risks," snapped Bisharp. "Honchkrow! Take him out." 

"What?" gasped Medicham. "No, you can't-" 

"Kabutops, Mega Gengar, go for backup," ordered Bisharp. "Finish this." 



Kabutops frowned, folding his arms. "What do you mean finish it? i don't wanna hurt anyone too much." 


"Just poke some holes in the ship- no Fire-types on board, and Mew won't let any competitors drown," said Bisharp 
shortly. 

Mega Gengar struck a dramatic pose before gliding out, Honchkrow right behind him. Kabutops shrugged before 
making a massive swan dive into the ocean. Medicham watched in horror as Honchkrow sped towards the small 
speck that was Bronzong. 

"They're coming back!" shouted Krookodile. "Honchkrow's brought company!" 

Bronzong was struggling to hear from the bottom of the ship, before he saw Honchkrow flying at him, a cold grimace 
on her face as she held out a wing. Bronzong grit his teeth. 

BAM! 

Bronzong groaned as he fell, spinning through the air as he sunk into the water. Swampert, who was under the ship, 
heard the splash and let his eyes widen at the sinking bell. Breaking away from the ship, he swam after him. 

Out of the watery gloom appeared Kabutops, sharpening his scythes. He watched as Swampert swam away, starting 
to go after him, but pausing. He looked at the ship and immediately started cutting holes into it, causing water to 
slowly leak in. With a pleased smile, he burst away, although he did check to make sure Swampert had Bronzong 
safe before he left. 

Meanwhile, above the ship. 

"THAT'S RIGHT!" screeched Mega Gengar, launching balls of darkness and globs of sludge down on the Graceful 
Gardevoirs. "Cower in despair! Cry in pain! AND LET YOUR HEARTS SHATTER! THE DARKNESS OF HELL 
SHALL OVERTAKE YOU ALL!" 

"You goddamn psycho, what the hell are you doing?" roared Krookodile. 

"ENDING THIS BATTLE ONCE AND FOR ALL!" shouted the phantom, cackling, slapping him in the face with a 
poisonous ball. 

"I got him!" shouted Weavile, bouncing off of the mast high into the air. Swinging her arm hard, she punched Mega 
Gengar right in his face, knocking him out of the sky. Mega Gengar groaned as he plummeted, but Honchkrow caught 
him as they flew away. 

"What was the point of THAT?" snapped Banette, glaring at the sky. "What did they do?" 

"Hey...do you feel like we're...slowing down?" asked Weavile, frowning. 

"Now that you mention it- Bronzong, is there anything wrong?" asked Alakazam. 

Silence. 

"What happened to Bronzong?" asked Gothitelle, looking over the side. "He eez no longer zere!" 

"What?" growled Alakazam. 

Suddenly, Swampert broke the surface, Bronzong under one of his arms. He was exhausted and weak but he slowly 
dragged Bronzong along, keeping him above the water's surface. As the waves crashed, Bronzong opened his eyes- 
Swampert carried him along until they reached the side of the boat. 

"I'll take it from...huh?" grumbled Bronzong, noticing. 

"...Swampert, get on the boat," muttered the bell, annoyed as he floated up. 

"What happened to you?" asked Alakazam, noticing how tired the two looked. 

"Honchkrow got me while you were distracted, and Swampert rescued me. On the other hand, bad news- we have 
holes in our boat." 

"Holes? But...when? How? Mega Gengar and Honchkrow couldn't have-" 



"Kabutops was swimming back with those scurvy dogs! I expect that a salty scourge like him possessed the ability to 
cause a leak in our fine vessel!" grunted Luxray in a pirate voice. 

"So we're sinking," concluded Alakazam. He sighed and walked over to sit on the chest. 

"Well? What happens now?" asked Weavile. 

"We lose," said Alakazam shortly, nodding to the disappearing boat in the distance. "They win." 
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"Alakazam looked really...dejected at the end of it all...to be honest, if Kabutops hadn't knocked Swampert 
out with that lucky tree, we probably would've won," grumbled Weavile. 
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"This sucks," moaned Luxray. "I liked our boat, I wanted to keep it!" 
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"THIS ROCKS! AHAHAHA!" cackled Krookodile. 
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Crobat and Noivern perked up as the Vileplume ship pulled up. Mew and Mewtwo were also there, eager grins on 
their faces, curious to see if the winner had been determined. Medicham and Trevenant lowered the chest over the 
side, while Bisharp and Toxicroak hopped down, running up to Crobat. 

"Crobat- do you have a key on you?" asked Bisharp, eyes glinting. 

Crobat frowned, puzzled. "Uh...yeah? Lapras handed us these at the beginning. Said to hang onto them." 

"Give me that," said Bisharp, taking the key and walking over to open the chest. The lock clicked. Bisharp smiled 
triumphantly as he lifted out...a paper. 

"You win," he read. 

"YOU MEAN DERE WAS NO TREASURE DA WHOLE DAMN TIME?" snarled Honchkrow. "UGH, WHATTA 
WASTE! I OUGHTA-" 

"Honchkrow, you won!" said Crobat. 

Honchkrow gave him a smile. "Hey darlin'. Had a nice break?" 

"Noivern and I just sat and chilled, it was good. Was the challenge too bad?" 

"Nope." 

Medicham folded her arms and glared at Bisharp. "I hope you're satisfied with yourself." 

"Of course I am- we won," said Bisharp shortly, making Medicham clench a fist. 
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Lapras was floating beside the rapidly sinking ship, guiding it along slowly. "You realize that Mew will not be happy 
about this ship being broken, correct?" 

"And?" snarled Alakazam. "What's your point? He can deal with it- we lost, correct?" 

"It hasn't been announced yet," said Lapras mildly. 

"Translation- Mew hasn't gotten back to you, so you can't officially tell us we lost," drawled Bronzong. 

"Well- hang on," said Lapras, staying silent for a moment. Sounds were coming out from and earpiece from her ear. 
"Okay, yeah- you guys TOTALLY lost." 



"So how the hell will we rescue the ship AND get out of here?" questioned Banette, folding his arms. 

"Uh...all of the light Pokemon, hop on my back. If you can float or fly, do that. We should be able to make it back!" 
When everyone was safely off the boat, Mew appeared. 

"WELL THANKS FOR DESTROYING MY BOAT IN THE PROCESS OF LOSING!" 

"We didn't break it on purpose- tell Kabutops to keep his scythes to himself!" snarled Weavile, clutching Lapras's 
neck. 

"Whatever- have a long ride back while I take care of this and try to salvage this baby," grunted Mew. "Anyways, think 
of someone to vote off and all the Nightmare Isle crap and be ASHAMED OF WHAT YOU DID TO MY BOAT!" 

"What a joke," growled Banette as Mew teleported away. "So, who wants to have the awkward conversation of who to 
vote off on the way back?" 

Silence. 

"I thought so." 
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"Victory achieved, but we still have some things to discuss," said Bisharp, eyes narrowed. He looked at Trevenant. 
"Your temper, I swear-" 

"You said I could go hard in challenges!" snarled Trevenant. "We won, didn't we? And I didn't even chase down that 
damn puppet!" 

"It's not about winning only- it's about preserving our appearances- you're a threat, and you're not popular!" hissed 
Bisharp. 

"Neither are you," growled Trevenant. "And now that you beat the shit out of Medicham's crush, you think she's gonna 
stop campaigning against you? Especially with how you treat our team?" 

"No one will be afraid of me after the merge," stated Bisharp coldly. "Once the teams are disbanded, no one has to 
deal with me. THAT'S when I'll worry. You're even treating Mismagius worse." 

"What do you care? She's MY girlfriend, you just want her as an extra body to vote off-" 

"You'll no longer HAVE control over her at this rate," said Bisharp fiercely. 

"Forget this-1 just wanna watch some poor shit get voted off," snarled Trevenant, trudging away. 

Toxicroak popped out from some bushes. "Whoa." 

"You're to keep an eye on him as often as you can," said Bisharp shortly. "The moment he steps out of line, tell me." 
"What if he uh...tries to hurt me?" 

"The moment he harms either of us is the last day he's on the island," vowed Bisharp, annoyed. 
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"Trevenant is becoming very dangerous to our secrecy," grumbled Bisharp. 
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"So...what's your plan for the vote?" asked Banette, tapping his face. 

Weavile frowned, biting her lip. "It's harder now- picking someone to vote off. Having morals suck." 

"You miss being Evil Weavile?" 

"No," retorted Weavile. "But it was easier when I didn't feel bad. Who the hell CAN we vote tonight?" 



"...Bronzong isn't popular," pointed out Banette. 

"We literally have no one TO vote out- we all did our jobs today!" said Weavile, throwing her hands up. "Bronzong and 
Swampert pushed the boat- hell, Swampert Mega Evolved, got knocked out, got beat down, and he was STILL 
working his ass off! Luxray fought along with the rest of us and almost steered us into the dock..." 

"I feel like voting off Luxray is a waste of a vote- she's so nutty she'll take herself out, just you watch," said Banette. 
"Besides, you're thinking about it the wrong way this time. Now that you're not a villain, you have to think of good 
votes." 

"Like what, a villain?" snorted Weavile. 

"No- threats," said Banette, shaking his head unhappily. 

"Wait like- instead of voting off those who are useless or weak, you vote off the strong?" asked Weavile, gaping. 

"That's the idea- it's getting close to merge time, I bet," said Banette, nodding sagely. "Which means you have a few 
more chances to knock some threats out before you're on your own. Such as Alakazam-" 

"I'm NOT voting out Alakazam," growled Weavile. "He's my friend." 

"You never have to worry about voting out Alakazam, because everyone else will start trying to do it eventually," 
replied Banette, eyes glinting. "He's a threat, Weavile- we might be losing with him as our so called captain, but he's a 
threat- you know that." 

"...who else is a threat," said Weavile, sounding exasperated. 

"You, me, Bronzong, Swampert's strong as hell, Gothitelle is a pretty smart girl, the list goes on. You just have to 
make the best move to make your game easier. That's what we did until we found out about Hypno in World Tour." 

"Don't remind me," grunted Weavile. "Okay, what's your advice." 

Banette frowned, before turning to Weavile. 

"Well...in all honesty? I think..." 
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"Welcome to the Elimination Ceremony!" shouted Mew. "This challenge was really intense, but thanks to a powerful 
play by the Victorious Vileplumes at the end, they were the team that was well...Victorious!" 

Trevenant and Toxicroak laughed, while Bisharp smiled quietly. Medicham looked annoyed. 

"Noivern, you were gifted immunity so the first block is yours," began Mew, holding out the block. Noivern worriedly 
looked back at Gliscor as she went. 

"And don't look so worried, Gliscor's safe too." 

Gliscor sighed in relief as he flew up. 

"Weavile... Luxray... Krookodile." 

Weavile stepped forward, Luxray bounding after her. Krookodile dragged his tail along as he limped his way up to 
Mew. Mew smirked as he continued on with his list. 

"...Alakazam...Gothitelle." 

The Psychic couple stepped up, smiling at each other as they grabbed their block telekinetically, lowering them into 
their mouths. Bronzong, who was still waiting for his block, scoffed in disgust. Banette twiddled his fingers, throwing 
Weavile a scared look. Weavile glanced at the others, but their expressions were unreadable. 

"...Banette, you made it." 

Banette relaxed and stepped forward, leaving Swampert and Bronzong at the bottom. 



"So, the dynamic duo of Bronzong and Swampert at the bottom. Swampert, your Mega Evolution lasted nowhere 
near as long as Gengar's, and you were weak for the rest of the challenge, though you still powered through. 
Bronzong, you were a team player this round, but it wasn't enough...and you're also a huge jerk." 

"Thanks, I work out," snarked Bronzong. 

"But tonight, only one of you can stay...and that player is..." 

Swampert gulped. Bronzong scowled. 

"...Bronzong, surprisingly." 

"Wait, what?" asked Swampert. "But I...I thought I was getting along with everyone! And-and I worked so hard." 
Everyone exchanged an uncomfortable glance. 

000 

"He was on his last legs and was still able to push a boat- do I want to deal with that strength in the finale? 
Absolutely not," said Alakazam. 

000 

"So Mega Swampert likes to fight, which got me thinking- is Swampert ALWAYS that strong?" asked Gliscor. 
"I mean like, Swampert could be really strong normally, but he only got motivated to fight in his Mega form- 
so, he could probably mess us all up bad when he's normal if he got in the mood to fight. And that's scary, 
dude." 
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"Swampert's nice, he's a threat, and I don't want to deal with him post merge- he could snap me in two!" said 
Banette. 
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"Thanks for the save-1 thought I'd save you a seat on your way home!" cackled Krookodile. 
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"Man...I don't know why I was voted off...I thought I gave it my all today," said Swampert, frowning unhappily. 
"Maybe they thought I wasn't good enough? Aw man-1 knew I should've saved the Mega...that probably 
made me a threat." 

"Medicham, you've got it made. Just don't let Bisharp throw off your tempo. You're the most powerful 
student I've ever trained!" 

Swampert smiled. "You know what? I did give it my all. And I did well. So I can go home with a smile. Later, 
guys!" 
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Swampert stared out at the water. "Oh lord...how am I gonna get sent off? Catapult? Giant shoe? NEEDLE?" 

"How the heck would a needle work?" muttered Mew, shaking his head. He grabbed Swampert by the shoulder and 
pointed out. "See that speck?" 

"Yeah?" 


"That's a boat. That's your ride!" 

"What- but why is it all the way out there?" asked Swampert, confused. 

"Athlete as you are, I thought you'd want to swim towards it!" said Mew cheerfully. 

"But...but I'm exhausted!" protested Swampert. "I was going all day, can't I have a rest?" 



"You can rest the moment you're in that boat. But I'll give you a head start if you want." 

Mew chuckled and pushed Swampert into the water. The powerful Pokemon surfaced before grumbling to himself 
and swimming off. 

"I uh...don't know why I was...voted off but...I still had a good time...good luck!" 

The splashing grew more faint as Swampert swam off in the distance, and soon the sounds died. Medicham sighed 
and slouched away, before Mew grabbed her. 

"Not so fast, Medicham- Nightmare Isle votes!" 

"Are you saying I was voted for the Nightmare Isle?" asked Medicham glumly. 

"Well, no, not you, it was Mismagius for your team this time." 

"WHAT?" snarled Mismagius. "Why the hell would you guys send ME?" 

"And for the Graceful Gardevoirs...you selected...huh...that's interesting...Gothitelle." 

"Me? What?" asked Gothitelle, eyes wide. 

"Get ready for the worst vacation of your lives, ladies!" crowed Mew, slapping his knee. "Anyways, elimination 
ceremony's over- have fun out there!" 
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"Oh my god, my head is KILLING me," grumbled Gengar, eyes shut. "And my throat is killing me." 

"So...your Mega Evolution-," began Kabutops awkwardly. 

"DUDE, CAN YOU NOT?" 

"But why do you have a megalomaniacal villain complex? I thought I was the only one with one of those!" protested 
Luxray, pouting. 

"I...BUT...1...IT'S NOT LIKE I...UGH." 

Crobat was chuckling. "I wish I saw it. Was it great, Honchkrow?" 

"It was AMAZING," confirmed Honchkrow. "Best ting I saw all day." 

"Was I screaming about the Empire and the being the Overlord of Darkness again?" asked Gengar weakly as he took 
another painkiller. 

"You were screaming about that ALL day," said Gliscor, grinning. 

"OH COME THE HELL ON!" whined Gengar. "God, it's like my awkward middle evolution years all over again. 

Man...when I was a Haunter..." 

"You USED to act like that?" asked Kabutops, startled. 

"It-it stopped when I became a Gengar!" 

"How DID you become a Gengar?" asked Noivern curiously, cocking her head to one side. "Don't you have to like, 
get traded?" 

"Alakazam evolved when he was traded in teams," recalled Gliscor, tapping his chin. 

Gengar gave a weak smile. "Uh...that's a really awkward story...can we uh...not talk about it?" 

"Come on, dude, I'll tell you how I evolved!" said Gliscor, smirking. 

"Ugh okay...it was like...I was in this really stupid...roleplaying game," mumbled Gengar. "Where I was the King of 
Darkness and all that jazz, and the heroes took me prisoner and...traded me for someone else and...it was...really 



complicated and boring to explain! So-" 

"ROLEPLAYING? YOU?" asked Kabutops, snorting. 

"SHUT UP, I SAID IT WAS A WEIRD TIME FOR ME! ANYWAYS- I EVOLVED IN THE MIDDLE OF IT." 

"Oh my Arceus," choked Crobat, cackling. 
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"THIS IS WHY I DON'T USE MY MEGA- I GOT FROM PARTY ANIMAL TO CHAOS LOVING DWEEB MASTER!" 
shouted Gengar. "Damnit, why do I have to do that Inner Eye crap. At least Garchomp just gets more psycho, 

I go full on nuts!" 
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Medicham sat quietly in her training area, striking the wooden dummy dully. She was upset- while some of the 
eliminations hadn't been fair or had been a shocking twist of fate, this had been the first time her gut had felt 
this...low. She could still hear his benevolent, friendly, kind voice advising her and instructing her what to do. 

She missed him. 

"It was an unfortunate twist of events." 

Medicham's eyes widened at the sound of the familiar voice, seeing Bisharp stride into the clearing. Her eyes 
narrowed to slits. 

"You...what do you want? I have nothing to say to you. It is all your fault!" 

"Pardon?" 

"If you had not...attacked them...he...Swampert would still be here!" 

"And we could have lost the challenge, and you could have been sent home," said Bisharp calmly. His eyes were not 
angry or cold. His gaze was steady. "Do not blame me, Medicham. And do not blame yourself. Though we defeated 
them, it was not our decision to send Swampert home." 

Medicham sighed. "I...l...yes, you are right. I am sorry that I offended you. It was rude of me." 

"It's fine. Are you going to be alright?" 

Medicham laughed bitterly, leaning against her training dummy. "Worried that I will be a liability next challenge?" 
Bisharp said nothing. 

"I will be fine. Though I have feelings, I can contain them and continue to fight." 

Bisharp sighed. "I...had this strange feeling that you were feeling upset, so I came to check on you. That's it. No 
ulterior motive." 

"...is that true?" 

Bisharp swallowed quietly. "Yes." 

Medicham smiled, before nodding. "I appreciate the thought, Bisharp. It was very kind of you." 

And it would be a lot better if he was like this all the time. Bisharp was not on the offensive, and no matter how 
uncomfortable he looked, the gesture was kind. While Medicham was not sure if it was out of the goodnness of his 
heart or not, she chose to give him the benefit of the doubt. She gave him a smile. He was a strong, diligent 
Pokemon, and he looked so out of sorts right now. 

Bisharp stepped forward, placing a stiff arm on her shoulder, patting it awkwardly. "You should get some rest. We had 
a long day." 

His tone was soft, without the usual edge, and Medicham looked into his eyes, before she nodded. She gave him a 



kind look. 


"Thank you Bisharp. I will see you tomorrow." 

She left the clearing, and Bisharp watched her go. Slowly, a small smile played on his mouth as he headed in the 
opposite direction, before he froze dead. 

That...what had that been? She...he had... 

No. This was not a part of the plan. He came for the money. The money was priority. 

Bisharp let out a snarl of frustration as he walked through the forest brush. 
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"I don't see WHY you called another goddamn meeting tonight," growled Trevenant. 

Toxicroak yawned. "I was already asleep, man, what's so important." 

"We have a new plan," whispered Bisharp. "The next time we lose, Medicham is to be eliminated. No exceptions." 
Trevenant and Toxicroak exchanged a look. 

"You changed your mind awfully quick," said Trevenant skeptically. "You thought we could still keep her around for 
her skills. Why now?" 

"I overlooked something," said Bisharp shortly. "We don't have time to go over it now. All that matters is she's off this 
island as soon as possible." 
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Ohohohohoho that's the end! 

So, a lot of things happened this chapter, but my main goal was not to focus too much on one thing- there have been 
a lot of Glivern, Alakazam vs Hypno chapters this season where it focuses on a select few, so I tried to avoid that and 
bring everyone in the spotlight. Hopefully, I succeeded. 

Lapras hosts a challenge similar to the Dragon's Den challenge, and I think that's ironic since she's with Dragonite, 
who everyone thought it would be. Nope, Dragonite will be around later for some chaos. No worries. Anyways, the 
challenge was something I always sort of wanted to do- pirates, with the two islands that I mentioned in Total 
Pokemon Island (yes, they're there in the Nightmare on Pokemon Island chapter). 

Mega Gengar, I wanted to make him extreme, but in a way that was different from Mega Garchomp. Mega Gengar is 
what I imagined to be the most hammy, obnoxious, stereotypical villain from a Saturday morning cartoon series. With 
his overdramatic posing, bizarre speeches, and "evil" idea of chaos, I think he provided comedy relief as well as 
power. Since we never got to see Seizor, I thought I'd give you this. 

Mega Swampert is less extreme, but he's what Gliscor said- all of Swampert's strength, but with a willingness to fight. 
Swampert likes to show off his strength and help others with it, but doesn't like fighting. Mega Swampert LOVES to 
show off his strength, loves to prove how strong he is to others, and LOVES to fight. 

But in the end, Swampert was a big player this chapter and got eliminated. His Mega was gone so his usefulness to a 
team was gone, and let's face it- to merge players, he's a threat, as noted by Banette. 

Fun Fact: Swampert was the last planned newcomer to arrive, and I really added him last minute, so most of his 
personality and traits were actually decided after Total Pokemon Redux had begun. 

Krookodile pulls off another scheme- you thought he'd be getting better? I think not! 

And Bisharp...oh boy. Oh boy oh boy oh boy. We'll see how many of you still like him. 

Anyways, next episode summary ahoy! 

Next Episode: A returning champ causes a stir- some are awestruck, others are frightened, another wants advice, 
and another is just plain annoyed. The challenge itself is something no one expected, and things get dicey. One 



player finally has things go his way and settles a score, but it is another player's shocking move that leaves everyone 
speechless. 

Swampert: Get fit, get healthy, get reviews! Help me with that last part, would you? 



*Chapter 15*: Gardevoir's Ghastly Gruesome Game! 

Newest episode of Total Pokemon Redux is here! I hope you like it. 

I'm sorry for the chapter taking long, but please understand that I AM a working student who does a lot of other things 
besides write. I get patches of time where I have no time to write at all. But, to reward you for the wait, check below. 

Since this story has been going so well, I'm presenting an opportunity for all of you-1 will permit you to ask 
me THREE QUESTIONS in your review (remember that I can only answer reviews for actual users ) and I will 
answer them. However, make sure they follow the following rules: 

-No direct spoilers of who goes home/who comes back. 

-Nothing about eliminations and stuff. 

-Don't ask about major couples forming-1 think you can figure it out. 

-It can be anything! It could be explaining something you don't get, the fate of a couple, or even something from a 
previous season! Or behind the scenes stuff! 

-If the contestant has been eliminated or did not compete, you can ask me anything about them- they are up for 
grabs. Yes, this includes Charizard and Garchomp's status. Yes this includes Roserade's secret crush/attractions. 

Yes it includes what happens to Hypno. Anything. 

-Legendaries are fair game as well- if you want to know about any of the Legendaries in this universe, go for it. 

Ask your questions, and be warned, I will be cryptic with my answers if necessary. 
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"Hey everyone, I'm here again with Cacturne for another premiere episode of Nightmare Isle Nightly!" shouted Celebi, 
clapping her hands. The audience clapped with her, their cheers making Celebi's smile even more radiant. 

Cacturne gave a nod, leaning forward on the counter quietly. "Evening everyone." 

"So, Cacturne...any reason why you're here alone tonight? Where's the fiance?" asked Celebi, grinning. 

"She's got other things to do...such as preparing for her challenge. She's up next," explained Cacturne. 

"How exciting! Any hints?" 

"You'll be surprised what she based it on." 

"Fascinating...and how about you?" 

Cacturne smirked. "I already have a plan. You'll see it soon-1 imagine Mew won't hold off on bring me back much 
longer." 

"So...things are heading to the merge, correct? Which means the end of the Nightmare Isle, in a sense, right?" 

"Sort of-1 imagine Mew will still find stuff to do with it," said the scarecrow, shrugging. "I imagine he'll have some sort 
of plan- Mew loves his crazy tricks and twists." 

"How do you feel about the overall success of the island?" 

"I feel that it was definitely something that was a good twist to the show," admitted Cacturne. "And I enjoyed making 
it. Adding each element was a good time for me. And it'll be seen by all before the game is over, which is going to be 
fun." 

"Well, I'm guessing you want to keep this short and simple," grunted Celebi. "Pity. Gardevoir was always more 
talkable. Shall we cut to the usual chase then?" 

"Be my guest." 

The screen lit up, revealing the gloomy atmosphere of the Nightmare Isle. 


000 



"Zis place eez very effrayant," commented Gothitelle, looking around an abandoned carnival. "I need to find somezing 
to help us out." 

Gothitelle stopped, looking around the area. A ferris wheel slowly in the eerie wind, while a ruined roller coaster that 
was broken in several spots loomed ominous ahead of her. There was a broken down ticket booth, rusted bumper 
cars, a fun house, and several little food shops. 

Gothitelle, despite the situation, smiled. She was remembering one of her earliest dates after she and Alakazam were 
official. They had gone to a lovely little fair together- Alakazam had been surprisingly good at those little gaming 
booths. But the most fond memory had been the cotton candy. It was her first time trying some. 

As a model, sweets of any kind were hard to come by in the photography studio. She had taken to sneaking some 
when no one was looking. There was no harm as long as she continued to stay in shape, right? 

Gothitelle glided over to the booth, searching before she let out a low cry of happiness. Cotton candy! She eyed it 
warily. 

"Eet seems to be in good condition," she murmured, tearing it open and taking a tentative bite. Gothitelle paused, 
before smiling. 

"Ah...delicieux!" cooed Gothitelle, putting the package under her arm. She paused, frowning as she glanced around. 
"Still...I do not wish to return to Alakazam empty handed." 

Gothitelle looked around, wondering where Mew could have possibly hidden the many different facts he mentioned 
about the Nightmare Isle. Gothitelle tapped her chin, before noticing the funhouse. 

"Perhaps...in zere," she said, nodding firmly as she walked towards it. 

Elsewhere... 

"Stupid trees, stupid creepy mansion that I couldn't even go near, stupid caves filled with glowing eyes!" snapped 
Mismagius, darting through some dead trees. "I have to hand it to Darkrai and Cacturne- they know how to make a 
place that's unbearably crappy. Maybe not THAT scary, but still crappy." 

Mismagius weaved through some more branches before she came across something interesting. She found a small 
section where there were buildings. It was almost like a tiny ruined town. Almost. 

Mismagius looked around warily. "This place looks like it was burned to the ground...huh...burnt buildings...wasn't that 
Weavile's fear?" 

Mismagius got close to one of them, before freezing up. A pair of red eyes was staring at her from inside. "What 
the...Gothitelle, that can't be you." 

Mismagius got closer. Banette's golden grin leered back at her. Mismagius let out a screech and backed away, 
charging up an attack. 

"Wait...is that...that's just a statue!" snarled Mismagius. In the shadows of the broken down building was a statue of 
Banette, his ruby eyes simply shining stones, his golden smile made of yellow glass. Mismagius growled and just 
floated off. Leave it to Banette to be the one thing on the island to frighten her. Unbelievable. 
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"Looks like Gothitelle's about to pick up some hints," commented Cacturne. "That'll help Alakazam out of his rut." 

"I can't believe she took the cotton candy," said Celebi, shuddering. "How OLD is it?" 

"The food is placed on the island daily, so no one will starve," said Cacturne. "And all of the rivers and ponds are safe 
to drink from, though Mew placed water throughout the island. Plus, the buildings hold some stuff- Mismagius is near 
a burnt restaurant with some food. As for Gothitelle, she'll find some more in the funhouse, along with a few clues I 
suppose." 

"There are clues hidden in the funhouse?" queried Celebi. 

"There are clues hidden everywhere," said Cacturne vaguely. "Most of them are in buildings though- imagine it like 



levels in a game. The outside of the island is the hub world, but the real test comes in the buildings- the hospitals that 
would terrify Bisharp and Toxicroak, the fair with roller coasters and clowns that would make Garchomp and Luxray 
scream, the burned down village that would spook Weavile, a gloomy diner with food that would make Mamoswine on 
edge, and even an old lab that'll make Kabutops hesitate. We took their fears, and we made it real. So naturally, 
where there fears are-" 

"Is where the clues are. And of course, the mansion," said Celebi. 

"The mansion is a test of will, not fear," argued Cacturne. "If you can get in the mansion, kudos." 

"So...any predictions, Cacturne? Which team do you think will win Gardevoir's challenge?" asked Celebi with interest. 

"I wouldn't bet on either team. While some challenges, like Lapras's and Mawile's, require teamwork and skill, 
Gardevoir plans to have a whole different kind of skill needed...as will I." 

"Ooooh.J'm just WAITING to see what you two come up with!" said Celebi, giggling. "Anyways, that's about it from 
us! Tune in next week for some more Nightmare Isle Nightly!" 
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"So...what kind of clues did you get on the Nightmare Isle?" asked Crobat. "I assumed that's why you wanted to 
meet." 

Honchkrow smirked, and glanced away from her cards to look at Crobat. The two gang members were on the 
mountain once more, far away from any eyes- after all, the only ones who could fly up and check were Gliscor and 
Noivern, and they were so busy being lovey dovey that they had no clue what was going on. 

"Cuttin' right to da chase, aren't ya Crobat? Why not at least ask me how my day was first?" 

Crobat grinned. "Sorry, honey." 

Honchkrow groaned and looked away. "S-stop doin' dat! It's not fair, now dat ya got dat smooth voice of yours." 

"Confidence and a girlfriend does marvelous things," said Crobat. "Now then, am I gonna have to give you more pet 
names, or are you going to show me the files?" 

"Hold ya damn Ponyta," snapped Honchkrow, pulling the files out from under her wing. "I had ta pack 'em in tight so 
dey would stay put when I was flyin'. Sheesh." 

Honchkrow rummaged through her feathers before tossing the folders out to Crobat. Crobat's eyes seemed confused. 
There was only one file, with Seizor's face on it. 

"You only got one?" 

"Are you an idiot? Of course I didn't get one, I just tossed all da files I found into ONE folder," explained Honchkrow. 
"So you wouldn't have to carry five or six folders around?" 

"Catch on quick, don'tcha?" 

"I'll say. Too bad Seizor's out already. Any useful info?" 

"Strengths are leadership, independence, brawn and brains, Mega Evolution. Weaknesses were rivalry with 
Kabutops, putting herself before da team, and independence." 

"Who else did you get?" asked Crobat. 

"Look and see," invited Honchkrow, smirking. 

Crobat opened the folder, shocked to see a few more faces...faces that hadn't left the competition. 

"Trevenant, eh?" said Crobat. "Strengths- street smarts, bad boy image, intimidation, power. Weaknesses, holds 
grudges, easily angered, not a popular guy...that doesn't give us too much to work with." 

"Gives us plenty," said Honchkrow. "We get a chance before da merge, we vote his ass off." 



"He's our brawn," reminded Crobat. 

"Mamoswine can be brawn for a while." 

"...you also got Weavile...huh...so she had a crush on Alakazam? Well, Gothitelle's probably ruined that," murmured 
Crobat. "And insecurities and trust issues...yeah, Weavile's had those for a while." 

"And speakin' of Gothitelle..." 

Crobat let out a quiet note of satisfaction as he saw Gothitelle's picture. 

"Not bad, Honchkrow." 

"Hush. Dat was a good find. I scoped dat entire death hospital out." 

"Was it bad?" 

"I've seen worse." 

"Gothitelle's weaknesses are her connection and devotion to Alakazam, as well as not too much experience in a lot of 
things...so, she falters with Alakazam. Her strengths are popularity, beauty, brains, and a tough attitude. Hmmm." 

"So if you separate her from Alakazam, she might crumble," said Honchkrow. 

"Yeah...didn't find Alakazam himself?" 

"Nope. Wasn't in dat section." 

"And what are these last two?" 

"Challenge information- Vileplume and Electrode ain't until after da merge, and dere'll be a challenge based on 
gambling and junk coming up, as well as da merge." 

"You have merge information?" asked Crobat. 

"Not exact, I just know it's soon." 

"Nice work...so what do we do now?" 

"Now? We set tings up. And we prepare. Alakazam's already lost to me twice, and I have a feeling he's about ready 
to even the score." 

"Even though we got lucky last time," said Crobat. "With that Swampert KO mid challenge, that clinched us the 
victory." 

"Learning to rely on luck sometimes is a valuable skill- and dat's one thing I can do that Alakazam can't," said 
Honchkrow firmly. "Now den, deal out dese cards- I've been itchin' for a game." 

"As you wish, sweetheart." 

"CUT IT OUT!" 
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"So...why don't you explain what this whole thing is about?" asked Kabutops, folding his arms and leaning against a 
tree. 

Banette rubbed his head nervously, not sure where to begin. Calling Kabutops and Gengar to come meet him smack 
dab in the middle of the woods had been extremely easy, but now that he finally had them here, the words were 
escaping him. Gengar, who still seemed a bit sore and off after his Mega Evolution, gave Banette a weird look. 

"Wait...hang on...this isn't like some...elimination wish right?" 

"I'm not Cacturne," groaned Banette. "But speaking of him, I was thinking...post merge...uh..." 



Kabutops's face broke out into a grin. "Wait a minute. Wait a minute. Are you trying to Team Storm us again?" 
"Team Storm? Gardevoir's alliance from last season...right?" asked Gengar. 

"Yes and no, it was Cacturne's alliance originally...back in Season One," explained Banette. 

"Shit, for real? I have to watch that again, see what I missed-" 

"Can it for a second," interrupted Kabutops, grinning. "Banette. Answer me. Are you trying to revive Team Storm?" 
Banette glanced from side to side, before sighing. "I might be." 

Kabutops let out a whoop and started laughing, stepping forward. "That's great! When do we start?" 

"What- that's IT? You want in?" asked Banette, gaping. 

"Hell yeah! Why wouldn't I? It'd be just like old times!" 

"It's different- I'm on a separate team from you guys!" said Banette. 

Kabutops frowned. "True...and we're not as big...well...not yet." 

"I want to find more people, but uh...you know...it's kind of...something I don't want to pass out public invitations for," 
said Banette. 

"So Kabutops and I are the first?" asked Gengar. 

"So you're in too?" 

"Sure, why not? Alliances have worked pretty good for me so far." 

"We're not trying to do anything," warned Banette. "No Dark-Ghost stuff from last season- we have no target, this is 
just to work together to get farther." 

"I'm down," said Gengar simply, shrugging his shoulders. 

"And speaking of original members...what do you want me to do about her?" asked Kabutops, giving Banette a 
knowing look. 

Banette swallowed. "As of right now? Nothing." 

"Don't think she'll be keen on joining?" 

"No, and the last thing I want is for Trevenant to find out," said Banette. "That guy hates me- sooner he's out the 
better. But I also...don't want this starting until post merge." 

"Post merge? Why?" 

"The last thing you guys need is Trevenant or Bisharp finding out you've been collaborating with me," said Banette 
quietly. "I...I don't want you guys to get busted." 

Kabutops snorted. "Like Houndoom and I Season One? Please. Do you think I give a-" 

"I’m the one that gives a shit," said Banette sharply. "The plan is to team up post merge to get further. Try not to get 
eliminated before that." 

"You as well," said Gengar, frowning. "You've got a tougher team to work with- Alakazam and Bronzong are clever 
and might catch on." 

"Same with Weavile," agreed Kabutops. Banette felt awkward in that moment, but chose not to reveal anything. 

"Still don't trust Weavile?" asked Banette. 

"Do you?" fired back Kabutops. "I'm not saying she's still evil, but she knows the game. She's best friends with the 
genius now, too, and I will NEVER trust Alakazam." 



"Yeah, Weavile might try and play us, no matter how much nicer she's gotten," admitted Gengar. 

Banette shrugged. "We'll see what happens. Anyways, join up post merge and then we'll get cooking. Deal?" 

"Deal. Anyone you want us to scope out for teammates?" 

Banette shook his head. "I'll handle that part. I don't want too many to know about it." 
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"Team Storm is back in business...well...coming soon, anyway," said Kabutops, shrugging. 
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"On one hand, I have two allies post merge!" said Banette. "On the other, I was really thinking about trying 
to...get Weavile in on the alliance? But with Kabutops and Gengar both hesitant...that's not gonna be 
easy...ugh...I gotta figure something out." 
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"He's so perfect," gushed Noivern. "I can't wait until he finally asks me out!" 

"I don't see why you don't just ask him out," commented Luxray, sounding very intellectual as she pushed up her 
glasses. Noivern chuckled. The two of them had struck up an unlikely friendship- considering that Weavile and 
Gothitelle were already close girlfriends on their team, Noivern didn't have many other gals to hang out with- she HAD 
been a bit hesitant about approaching Luxray, but she found that they had more in common than she had expected. 

Granted, she aspired to be a musician and Luxray wanted domination of a small tropical island, but still. They were 
both friendly, loud, free spirits. And that's what counted. 

"It's like...I have to wait for him, y'know?" said Noivern. "He's got his problems, and I don't want to rush him- although 
he's been all smiles recently!" 

"I guess he's different from Mamoswine- Mamoswine, despite being powered by a black hole in his stomach, was 
pretty simple." 

"How DID that happen? You two seem to be really close." 

"Well.,.1 just thought he was cute. And friendly. And nice. And one day I decided to just...give him a smooch, and after 
that...well...that was it," explained Luxray, her glasses having vanished. She smiled dreamily. "And I have no regrets- 
I'd give up my hunt for Zekrom for him everytime." 

Noivern started to stare for a long time, before catching herself. "Well...hopefully it goes well with me and Gliscor.,.1 
think you and Mamoswine are always gonna be happy with one another." 

"I already know it," said Luxray, grinning. 

Noivern frowned. "Wait...where is Mamoswine, anyway?" 

"Gosh, did the Ariados eat your thoughts?" asked Luxray, looking concerned. "Just because we're dating doesn't 
mean we only hang out with each other. I let him go eat and roll in the snow, he lets me disable bombs and drink 
milkshakes. He's probably eating right now!" 
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"Holy shit dude!" shouted Gliscor, shielding himself from Mamoswine's spray of food. Alakazam, who was reading a 
book, scoffed and put up a barrier between himself and Mamoswine. Medicham smiled, while Krookodile, who was 
also piling down on food, just snorted. 

"You are certainly enjoying the food, aren't you Mamoswine?" commented Medicham, chuckling at the pig's zeal. 

"Of course! Food is made to enjoy! And it's all you can eat!" said Mamoswine happily. 

"What plate are you even on?" snapped Krookodile. 



"Fourth? Maybe fifth? I had a small one at one point, is that a full plate or-?" 

"You are one to talk," pointed out Medicham, glancing at Krookodile's large plate. Krookodile rolled his eyes and just 
took a bite, albeit a more delicate one than Mamoswine. 

"Seriously-1 gotta know- do you eat like this every day?" asked Gliscor. Krookodile, who was looking down at his 
food, perked up. 

"Well uh...my family's a BIT well off, so growing up I ate a lot," explained Mamoswine. "Now Luxray and I have a 
place of our own, but we go shopping every week. We both do some jobs and such-" 

"Like?" asked Medicham, curious. 

"Luxray does stuff with computers, as long as she's promised something fun to do, she’ll stay on task," said 
Mamoswine. "As for me, I usually do reviews for various restaurants, as well as plow snow during the winter with my 
body. We live up north, so we get a lot of snow." 

"Snow plow during the winter and food critic during the off season," commented Alakazam. "Not bad." 

"No wonder you can afford to eat like that," agreed Gliscor. 

Krookodile's fist clenched as he took another bite. 
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"Fatass isn't just a porker, he's LOADED?" growled Krookodile. "Can someone explain to me why rich boys, 
world famous models, and geniuses are all allowed to compete in this competition? Seriously- it's bad 
enough that it's hard enough for Pokemon during the show, but half of these jerks don't even NEED the 
money. I bet Swampert would've just bought a shitload of workout equipment and a lifetime supply of protein 
shakes." 

Krookodile folded his arms. "It's a load of shit. That's what it is." 

000 

"Attention campers! Another day, another challenge! This time, you'll have to meet me at the base of the 
mountains...not the snowy ones, the rocky ones! Y'know, kind of close to where that one...ugh, forget it. Look, just 
follow one of the veterans- it's near the old Illusion Shack! And be quick-1 can't WAIT for this challenge!" 

Bronzong glanced up at the sound of Mew's annoying voice. He grumbled to himself. Another challenge was on its 
way- how great was that? But the real question was who it would be this time. 
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"Yes!" shouted Banette. 
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"Ugh," moaned Mismagius. 
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"Oh boy...," muttered Mismagius. 
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"No, no, no, no, no!" ranted Bronzong. 
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Mismagius and Gothitelle were staring at the large building in front of them, Mismagius's mouth hanging open. 
"Damn." 

It was old and rickety, and not unlike the mansion the ghost had glimpsed on the Nightmare Isle. The paint on the 
walls was peeling, the windows were filled with spider webs and broken glass, and heck, even for a ghost, it 



was...offsetting. Mismagius pursed her lips and tried to think...who was doing this. 

"Eet certainly seems...intense...not unlike ze Nightmare Isle," commented Gothitelle. 

"No kidding...oy, Mew...who's running the show this time?" snapped Mismagius. "And why is their another haunted 
mansion here?" 

Mew frowned. "Mismagius, please. It's a hotel, not a mansion." 

Mismagius just stared. "What?" 

"We'll explain it soon enough- your host will be out after they're done finishing up their challenge set up," insisted 
Mew, rolling his eyes. 

"And who IS the host?" asked Mamoswine, tromping through the trees with everyone following behind him. "From the 
looks of this spooky getup.J'd have to guess Cacturne?" 

Mew smirked. "You'd be wrong there. You'll be surprised." 

The door creaked open and everyone's eyes widened with shock. A figure of divine grace and beauty stepped out of 
the disturbing mansion, and Gardevoir descended the staircase, giving her friends a warm, confident smile as she 
head towards everyone. Krookodile and Toxicroak's jaws dropped, while Medicham and Trevenant's eyes widened. 
Noivern suddenly felt very plain and drab, while Gothitelle smiled, happy to have finally seen the other "beauty" of the 
series. The only one with no reaction was Bisharp, who simply folded his arms, impatient. 

"It's been quite awhile, hasn't it?" commented Gardevoir. "Let's see here-" 

"Gardevoir, come on, just get on with the challenge!" whined Mew. "I'm excited for this one." 

Gardevoir’s eyes narrowed in annoyance before she turned her head to Mew, scowling. "I'm off your contract-1 only 
agreed to do this for publicity and to see my old friends, as well as to help you out. So if I want to at least catch up 
before I start the challenge, I WILL. Understand?" 

"Fine, fine," mumbled Mew. Banette grinned, miming a whipping motion, but glanced away when Mew turned around 
suspiciously. 
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"So THIS is the famed Gardevoir...oh MAN...she's so hot," groaned Toxicroak. 
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"I zink we would get along quite well," admitted Gothitelle, smiling. "Plus, ze way she stood up to Mew? 
Hilarious." 
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"Hot babe alert aside, what the hell is this challenge gonna be?" snapped Trevenant testily. 
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Gardevoir immediately ran over to hug Banette, causing Mismagius to look away miserably. "Banette! The plans are 
set in stone, and you don't have to worry about-" 

"I told you not to base it on me!" protested Banette. 

Gardevoir rolled her eyes. "It's going to be when the show is over. And besides, Cacturne needs you- you're the best 
man!" 

"Best man?" asked Kabutops, before glancing to Banette. "Mind spilling some beans, buster?" 

Gardevoir grinned. "Kabutops! You're back in the competition! How are things going?" 

Kabutops smirked. "Well enough- give Seizor my regards. Now spill, sister, since Banette is taking that zipper mouth 
seriously right now." 



Gardevoir’s eyes were shining as she held up a ring. 

"Eez zat...a ring?" asked Gothitelle. "You mean...you are engaged?" 

"Cacturne finally made a move, hmmm?" asked Alakazam, smiling. "Congratulation." 

"Yes, well...you'll all be invited," said Gardevoir, blushing a little bit. "Well, except Hypno. He can screw off. But yes, 
everyone else is invited." 

Both Weavile and Mismagius sighed in unison- they highly doubted they were actually invited. 

"And you're the best man?" asked Mamoswine to Banette, who shrugged and gave a nod. 

"As if Cacturne would pick anyone else," said Gardevoir. She looked down at Banette, before folding her arms. 

"And SPEAKING of Banette, someone needs to stop dawdling about with a CERTAIN PROBLEM." 

Banette's eyes flashed. "Okay, look, I know you PROBABLY want to talk to me about that, but not HERE. And not 
NOW!" 

Gardevoir laughed, but nodded. "Fine, but don't think you're off the hook." 

Gardevoir moved down the line, hugging Gliscor and saying how proud she was of him growing emotionally stable, 
causing the poor Flying-type to become a stuttering mess. She complimented Crobat and Honchkrow about how well 
they were doing as a couple, before getting to Gengar. 

"Froslass says she loves you, and she is rooting for you to win, but...I have to ask...about that Mega Evolution," said 
Gardevoir, giggling. 

Gengar groaned. "OH COME ON. PLEASE, PLEASE NO." 

"I was just joking...please...please don't hurt me, Overlord of Darkness!" giggled Gardevoir, causing most of the other 
campers to smirk. Gengar just whined and clutched his head. 

Gardevoir got to Weavile eventually, where there was a long silence. Everyone stared awkwardly, with Banette trying 
not to watch. Gardevoir looked into Weavile's eyes, seeing the uncertainty and fear there. Gardevoir simply held out 
her hand. Weavile stared at it. 

"But...but why?" 

Gardevoir hesitated. "We've all done things we're not proud of, and if we dwell on our flaws, we’ll never move past 
them." 

A faraway look appeared in her eye, as if she was recalling a memory of some kind, but Weavile had no idea what to 
say. Gardevoir came back to reality, look at Weavile calmly. 

"I'm ready to move past Total Pokemon Island, Weavile. I can see that you've changed, and I see no reason to 
continue holding a grudge. Understood?" 

"Under...understood," stammered Weavile. 

Gardevoir gave her a teasing grin. "Hey relax. We're good now. I look forward to seeing how you...develop in the 
future. And no worries- you're invited to the wedding." 

Gardevoir walked away from Weavile to go greet Alakazam and Gothitelle, with Weavile staring in horrible confusion. 
What had THAT been about? How she developed...the future? What was that supposed to mean? 

Weavile sighed, before her eyes opened wide. Crap. The emotion sensing. 

"Oh crap, she knows!" hissed Weavile. 

"I beg your pardon?" queried Alakazam, glancing to Weavile. 

Weavile gave a nervous chuckle. "Uh...uh...nothing!" 



Gardevoir stopped in front of Mismagius, before swallowing loudly. "Mismagius." 

"Gardevoir." Mismagius's voice was tense. 

Gardevoir bit her lip, looking awkward. Mismagius looked away. Banette could feel the tension sizzling in the air, and 
he winced. This was either going to go amazing or terribly. 

"I...l'm sorry," said Gardevoir quietly, before walking away. 

Mismagius stared as she walked away in dismay, cursing in her head as Gardevoir wandered off. No! So close! They 
had been so close to finally talking again! 
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"No! No!" wailed Mismagius. "I can't! I can't let this keep going! Banette is one thing, but...but...1 miss her! We 
were always...so close! I need to talk to her." 

Mismagius frowned. "Maybe during the challenge! Yeah! That's it!" 
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"Sheesh, you could cut that tension with a...well...you know," grumbled Kabutops. 
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"Sheesh, are we going to talk about the challenge, or keep going with needless formalities?" asked Bronzong loudly. 

Kabutops, Gengar, and Weavile all threw him dirty looks, but they were all shocked when they saw Gardevoir's grin. 
She ran to the end of the line and grabbed the bell, hugging him hard. 

"Bronzong! There you are!" 

"GET OFF ME!" snarled Bronzong in horror, realizing that most of the campers had started laughing at him. "ARE 
YOU MAD, WOMAN? THERE ARE PEOPLE HERE!" 

"Oh, stop being such a jerk- if you really hated me you wouldn't have sent me your RSVP so quickly," said Gardevoir. 
Bronzong grit his teeth as his red eyes bore into Gardevoir. "BE. QUIET. WOMAN." 

Gardevoir’s smile finally faded, as she folded her arms and gave him an annoyed glare. "Now look. You don't have to 
be rude to me. And I'm happy to see you- you've made startling improvements in the competition. You actually DO 
care a little bit-" 

"One more word out of you and I WILL leave the show right now," hissed Bronzong. 

Gardevoir sighed. "Okay, okay." 

"Damn," muttered Kabutops. "So damn close." 

Gardevoir walked away from a grumpy bell, to go stand in front of everyone again. "There! That's enough catching 
up! Now, it's time to explain the challenge." 

000 

"Why THIS?" asked Medicham. "Gardevoir is...a lot different than what I had imagined her to be. Interesting." 
000 

"I have NEVER seen Bronzong get put in a corner so quickly!" yelled Gengar, a crazed grin on his face. 
"DAMN." 

000 

"Should be fun! I love horror trips!" said Luxray cheerfully. 



000 


Gardevoir gestured to the large building behind her. "So, in an interesting callback to the Old Chateau and Nightmare 
Challenges from the previous seasons, I thought we'd do something interesting! The challenge today will be an 
endurance test for both teams!" 

Alakazam folded his arms, skeptical. "That challenge in Total Pokemon Island was a fluke, and you know it. It was 
fake all along. And I'm fairly sure the Old Chateau challenge was fake as well. So how do you expect to scare us if-" 

"That Old Chateau...wasn't just a fluke," piped up Bronzong, frowning. 

Alakazam gave him a look. "What does that mean?" 

"Yeah...at the end we uh...we saw something interesting," muttered Mismagius shuddering. 

Gardevoir chuckled. "Right...but rather than just building a creepy mansion or taking you to the Old Chateau again, I 
thought I'd bring the place to you. Does this place look familiar?" 

No one answered, with most of the campers just shrugging. 

"It looks like a shitty rich Pokemon's house," grumbled Krookodile. "Big whoop. Real creepy." 

"This is a hotel first of all- and besides, you haven't heard of the Hotel Horror about ten years ago?" asked Gardevoir, 
a smile on her face. 

"No?" Krookodile snorted. 

"WHAT? WHAT ABOUT THE HOTEL HORROR, I READ THAT STORY!" shouted Noivern, eyes wide. 

"Aw man...I remember hearing about that...murders in an old hotel," said Kabutops, folding his arms. "Creepy stuff, I 
suppose. You'll have to refresh me on the story." 

"Well, there was a story of this lonely little hotel that was near Mount Pyre in the Hoenn Region- fairly close to where 
I'm from," explained Gardevoir, smiling. "There was this lovely little hotel that many Pokemon would stay at so they 
could go shopping in Lilycove City nearby. This hotel was normal for the longest time, until the strangest thing 
happened- many Pokemon were killed during their stay by what they believe to be "vengeful spirits"." 

"Vengeful...spirits?" asked Gothitelle, frowning. 

"I take offense to that," said Banette, eyes narrowed. "Yeah, Ghost-types are near Mount Pyre but-" 

"Not Ghosts," corrected Gardevoir. "It was said to be similar to the Lavender Town situation where there was a spirit 
that had-" 

"NO!" shouted Mew. "NO. NO. NO. WE ARE NOT TALKING ABOUT THAT." 

"So...there was a supposed haunted hotel that had no Pokemon involved," said Bronzong dryly. "And you expect us 
to believe that? Please. So, are you going to try and reenact this little scandal with this building? Lemme guess- 
Mewtwo made it over night." 

"Nope!" said Gardevoir cheerfully. "This is the actual hotel! I got Mew to purchase it and relocate it here for the show!" 
Everyone took a step back. Alakazam and Weavile exchanged a horrified glance. 

"You actually BOUGHT the hotel where the murders took place?" asked Mamoswine, gaping. "That's...that's..." 

"Cool," said Luxray brightly. 

"Hardcore," agreed Trevenant, a sinister grin on his face. 

"So, this is the actual hotel where the murders took place all those year ago!" continued Gardevoir, smiling at 
everyone. "And rather doing some crappy little challenge where Mew and I dress up and pretend we're ghosts or 
something, I decided to do something even more interesting- test the claim that the mansion is haunted! I want to see 
if it's true or not! And that's where you all come in!" 



"Where WE come in?" ask Noivern, cocking her head to one side. "What do you mean by that?" 

Gardevoir grinned. "Well, I'm going to send you all into the hotel. Your goal is to stay inside of it. But if something 
chases you out or...takes you out...well...then you're out of the challenge!" 

"And where will YOU be during this time?" asked Bronzong, cocking a brow. 

"I'll be outside, waiting with the losers," said Gardevoir coolly. "As will Mew and Mewtwo." 

"Wait a minute, wait a minute- what if it IS actually haunted?" asked Toxicroak. 

Bisharp immediately snorted. "That's ridiculous." 

"What do you mean, exactly?" asked Mew, smirking. "Surely you don't believe it." 

"1-1 don't but...what if some old psycho is just sitting around in there and...actually tries to kill us?" asked Toxicroak, 
gulping. 

Trevenant chuckled darkly. "Sounds like fun. I'd welcome that." 

"TREVENANT!" 

"Not to worry," said Mewtwo gruffly. "If we sense any crazy funny business going on, we'll interfere. Mew and Mewtwo 
and I will be patrolling outside, using our telekinesis to make sure everything's okay. If something odd starts going on, 
we'll note it and get you all out of there." 

"That's sweet- because we're your only friends, right?" said Banette, smirking. 

"Friend, right- a concept foreign to you, puppet brat." 

"Better to have none than to only be friends with yourself- right Mew?" 

Mew curled his lip. "Watch it, zipper boy." 

"Enough all of you," chided Gardevoir lightly. "Any questions?" 

"What kind of things are considered normal or dangerous?" asked Medicham, folding her arms. "I am not afraid, but I 
would like to know what I am getting myself into." 

Gardevoir shrugged. "Who can say, really? I have no idea. Like I said, this is more of me trying to find out if this hotel 
is ACTUALLY haunted, or if it's all just a dumb rumor. You guys are just the text subjects." 

"Tanks, dat makes me REAL comfortable," growled Honchkrow. "Bang up job you've done here, Gardevoir. I gotta 
question too- what da hell are we supposed to do in dis joint?" 

"You get rooms," answered Gardevoir, holding up a bunch of keys with her mind. "Victorious Vileplumes can find their 
room on the second floor, while the team named after yours truly is a floor above. There are six floors on the hotel, 
but only rooms on three- the rest feature different areas, such as a pool, a game room, a dining room, and all of that 
sort of thing. You'll have plenty of places to go." 

"Why would we leave our room?" asked Mamoswine curiously. "I mean, we're just trying to stay inside, right?" 

"But you don't want to get trapped in there, do you?" said Gardevoir ominously. Mamoswine shuddered. 

Gardevoir laughed. "So enjoy your stay!" 
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"Zis challenge takes a different kind of strength- strength of ze mind, ze heart, and ze ability to keep 
calm...even in ze face of fear," said Gothitelle softly. "I believe Alakazam and I shall be alright." 

Gothitelle frowned. "Zough, I DO know zat Alakazam is a bit...easily scared at times." 


000 



"This is going to be quite a challenge, quite a challenge indeed- too bad I gotta figure out a way to trip up 
some schmuck," commented Krookodile. "Besides, spirits? MURDEROUS KILLERS? Oooooh I'm so scared!" 

Krookodile leaned back, laughing, before he fell over. "GAH!" 
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Gengar tapped his chin. "This SHOULD be pretty neat. I mean, it's a little creepy, but not DROP DEAD 
HORROR. Plus, we might see some crazy shit!" 

Gengar frowned. "But no vacuums. None. No." 
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SLAM! 

The last of the light vanished as every camper stared around the dreary interior of the hotel. The tiled floor was old, 
dusty, and covered in dirty splotches of mud. The walls were cracked and the wallpaper was slowly peeling off. The 
front desk looked scratched and burnt, and the nearby chairs were torn up and ragged. Gengar walked over to the 
elevators, but report that they were "out of order". The stairs leading up to the next floor were filled with holes. The 
lights were still working, most likely courtesy of Gardevoir and Mew, but they'd still occasionally flicker ominously. The 
windows were dirty and broken, and there were stains on the carpets- many of which looked as if they were red. 
Kabutops knelt down to take a look. 

"That looks like blood...smells coppery," reported Kabutops. 

"Oh yeah, dat's totally blood, seen shit like dat before," agreed Honchkrow. 

Everyone threw her a curious look. 

"Someone cut demselves at a party," she said quickly. 

"That's only on instance-," pointed out Alakazam. 

"Seventeen times." 

"0...kay," said Weavile, stepping back. "Alright, Gardevoirs, let's go find our rooms." 

"Wait...we're not gonna like...all team up together and...tough it out?" asked Gengar, looking a bit sheepish. 

Bisharp snorted. "We don't need THEIR help. Come on. Let's get to our rooms as well." 

As everyone floated up the stairs, Noivern threw Gliscor a worried glance. 

"This place is giving me serious creeps, dude...what if it really IS haunted?" 

"I mean that...wouldn't...be good," said Gliscor, chuckling nervously. "Uh...yeah, that'd be REAL bad." 

The Victorious Vileplumes, led by Bisharp, broke away from the gloomy staircase to head to their rooms, while the 
Graceful Gardevoirs kept going. The hallways were cramped and dark, with very few lights working. Slowly, the 
Pokemon chose out their rooms. Gothitelle and Alakazam chose two rooms next to each other right away, while 
Banette made his way towards the end of the hall, following Bronzong. 

"What do you think...think she's playing us?" asked Banette. 

Bronzong scoffed. "She's YOUR friend. Shouldn't you know her?" 

Banette grinned sheepishly. "You're brighter than me, and I can't read Gardevoir too well- she's got a good poker 
face." 

Bronzong rolled his eyes. "Challenge shouldn't be that bad. Ghosts don't scare me. Fire is my only worry." 

Without another word, he slammed the door. 
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"I don't know about this place- there's something OFF about it- and I'm a ghost," murmured Mismagius. 

Medicham looked around warily. "Enemies? Perhaps attackers? What is it you sense?" 

"Nothing like that...just...a feeling I have...a presence...something NOT like us," responded the witch. 

"Superstitious nonsense," said Bisharp. "This is going to all be in our heads. Mew wouldn't dare risk anything-" 

"Gardevoir has nothing to lose- Mew takes responsibility for every challenge, she can do what she wants and not get 
in trouble," pointed out Mamoswine. 

Bisharp was silent, deep in thought. "Do you really think she'd do that?" 

"I think there's going to be a trick to the challenge. I think it's going to be less about ghosts and more about what we 
can handle. If anything, whatever happens is going to try and force us out." 

The massive pig was quiet for a moment, before glancing up. "I hope Luxray's okay." 

He then stomped into his room. Trevenant just snorted. 

"I still say it's a load of shit, but hey, if some monsters come around, at least I'll have something to wreck," he 
growled, moving to his own room. 

Medicham gave Bisharp a look. "It appears this will be an interesting challenge." 

"Perhaps," admitted Bisharp. "Perhaps." 
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The challenge was strange. 

Strangely boring. 

For a few hours, nothing had happened. The contestants at first simply stayed in their rooms, waiting, before they 
grew a bit weary. Kabutops broke the ice by leaving his room to tap on Gengar's door, asking if he could use 
Gengar's bathroom since apparently Kabutops’s didn't work. After that, everyone slowly started to emerge from their 
rooms. Alakazam went to visit Gothitelle, while Honchkrow, Crobat, Toxicroak, Trevenant, and Mismagius all set up a 
game of cards on the Victorious Vileplume floor. Mamoswine got hungry and eventually made a food run, noting that 
Gardevoir had to have stocked the fridge. He returned with Luxray and Medicham later, although they found very little 
to eat. 

Bisharp just stayed in his room, writing quietly as he glanced around. "There's something going on. There has to be 
some kind of trick. I won't lower my guard." 

He glanced up, noticing his light flickering ever so slightly. Odd. 

On the outside... 

"Go fish," said Honchkrow, smirking. 

"Oh, come on," whined Toxicroak. 

"Stupid ass game," snapped Trevenant. "I say we play a real game. How about Spades?" 

"Spades is for four players," pointed out Crobat. 

"Then kick out frog boy." 

"Relax, trunky, dere's nothing wrong wit an easy game now and den." 

"Alright, my turn," murmured Mismagius, checking her cards. "Hmm..." 

"Game still going on?" asked Gengar, poking out of his room with a grin. "Got room for one more?" 

"It's shitty Go Fish, so you'd be better off not playing," rumbled Trevenant. 



"Oh, lighten up," insisted Toxicroak. 

"Yeah, we got room for more," agreed Honchkrow. "Hop in next game. Spooky, you gonna pick a card or what?" 

"Oh, right. Crobat, do you have any-" 

BZZZZZT! 

The lights began flickering violently above everyone. Honchkrow and Crobat looked up with a frown, before they each 
looked at Gengar and Mismagius. Toxicroak nudged Trevenant. 

"What?" 

"Are you and the ghosts...uh..." 

"You've watched too many movies," drawled Mismagius, rolling her eyes. "Probably just Luxray messing around." 

"I AM CURRENTLY DEVOURING A POTATO THAT HAS BEEN BURNT INTO A CRISP AND PACKAGED!" came 
the cry from above. 

"How did she...?" wondered Crobat, but he was cut off by more noise. The windows of the entire hotel started rattling 
as the lights flickered rapidly. 

BZZZZZZZZZZZT! 

And just like that, the hallway went dark. 
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With the Graceful Gardevoirs... 

"Oh what in the hell is going on now?" snapped Alakazam, storming out of his room, just as the lights flickered off. He 
froze, before feeling something bump into him. 

"Owl" 


"My apologies," whispered Gothitelle in a hushed voice. "What...what eez happening? Did we blow a fuse?" 

"If we blew a hotel's fuse that easily, it's a shitty hotel," grumbled Krookodile. "Still...this place IS a crapfest." 

"Yo!" rang out Banette's voice. "What the hell happened?" 

"I can't see anything!" moaned Noivern. "Gliscor? Luxray? You guys anywhere?" 

"That's my back your pressing against!" complained Krookodile. 

"That's not me!" 

"Why can't we EVER get a nice, normal break?" muttered Weavile darkly. 

But while everyone ranted and complained, one girl stood still. In the dark, her eyes glowing with their X ray powers, 
was Luxray. Luxray was standing stock still in the middle of the hallway, trying to figure out what was going on. She 
looked up. Then down. Then left, then right. Huh. 

Conclusion made- the power was out! That sounded pretty fun in her mind, but everyone else was regarding it as 
bad. Which could be the case. Maybe it was challenge related? Maybe it was finding their way out of a creepy hotel in 
the dark? No, they're suppose to stay in! But what if there were mutant, destructive Sandslash inhabiting the 
hallways? That would be a terrible thing to occur, since none of them had brought sunscreen to combat such 
atrocities. Luxray tapped her chin, trying to form a plan. Jump out the window? Too many small risks. Finding the 
breakers and zapping them to attempt to cause the power to turn back on? Too bland. 

Luxray smiled. She knew what to do! The only way to get out was to win the challenge! And to win the challenge with 
out vehicular homicide, she would have to get the ball rolling. Which was unfortunate, since she enjoyed driving a 
tractor. 



Luxray took a deep breath and screamed. 

"WE'RE ALL GONNA DIE, SCATTER!" 

Silence. 

"...what?" muttered Krookodile, scoffing. "Yeah right, zap cat- the day I believe in some hokey hotel horror hijinks is 
the day I-" 

"Guys!" squeaked Gliscor in a high voice. "D-d-down at the end of the hall...w-what is THAT?" 

Everyone turned and there they saw it. A hazy figure of smoke was gliding towards them. 

Alakazam tried sensing it, before glancing at Gothitelle. "I have nothing. You?" 

"I...I cannot read it...all I can feel eez...zat eet eez not right," murmured Gothitelle, worried. 

"Uh.Jt's getting closer," murmured Banette, trying to study it. "You think it's going to do anything?" 

The only response was a whisper. 

"Get out..." 

"As Luxray said...SCATTER!" shouted Alakazam. 

As if everything clicked to life, the Graceful Gardevoirs began rushing away from the hall, all moving blindly (minus 
Luxray) through the rooms and halls. Krookodile was the last one to slip out of the hallway. Glancing back at the 
slowly approaching smoke figure, he thought he saw eyes peering out him from the center. 

The crocodile gulped and kept running. 
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"SCATTER!" 

"What the hell is going on up there?" asked Toxicroak, letting out a confused croak as he heard the thundering 
upstairs. 

"It sounds worrisome," muttered Medicham. "Perhaps we should check?" 

"Probably someone pranking or some shit...," rumbled Trevenant. 

"Yeah, Banette might do something like that for kicks," said Mismagius, chuckling a little. Trevenant scowled. 

"Everyone sounds worried." Bisharp's calm voice came from out of the gloom. "Something must be happening. It 
could be challenge related." 

"Or it could be...s-something else," muttered Gengar. 

"That's hogwash," snapped Bisharp. "There's no such thing as vengeful beings from beyond. Ghost Pokemon have 
disproved this long ago-" 

"Guys!" Crobat warned. "I...I hear something." 

"Besides the shit going on up there?" asked Kabutops. 

"Besides that. It's like...a groaning...a...a weird noise. And a thumping...like something's...getting closer." 

Mismagius perked up. "I...I can hear it too!" 

"It's not far, whatever it is," growled Honchkrow. "Hon, which way is it coming?" 

Crobat's ears swiveled before his eyes- which were currently doing just fine due to his night vision- looked down the 
hall.. "Down at the other end of the hall, near Trevenant's room. Something's...coming out of a door somewhere 
around there. And it seems...odd." 



And then everyone heard it. A low, gritty moaning sound was coming from the dark end of the hallway. There were 
low thumps and shuffling sounds, as if some massive Pokemon was dragging itself across the floor. The sharp sound 
of glass breaking made everyone wince, yet surprisingly, not one of the Vileplumes moved. They were all frozen still, 
with a morbid curiosity, wondering if the craziest possibility of the hotel actually being haunted was true. Kabutops 
growled in the back of his throat, sharpening his scythes, while Honchkrow pressed up to Crobat, whispering in his 
ear. 

"You got da best night vision outta us," whispered Honchkrow. "Whatcha see?" 

Crobat was silent, staring at the hallway with his eyes before at the very end, a large hand appeared from a door. 
Crobat gulped as a shambling beast emerged, surrounded by fog. But the form was still recognizable. A massive, 
hulking brute, stitched up muscles were holding its body together. Strong hands and feet groped around, trying to find 
a place to steady itself. Two small eyes gleamed, staring down the hall straight at them. Crobat started to quiver, 
trying to explain what it was, but it was impossible- he had never heard of a Pokemon that had looked like THIS. 

The thing simply cocked its head before it let out a deep bellow, grabbing the doorframe around it and pushing itself 
forward. 

"I...I...I DON'T KNOW WHAT IT IS!" yelped Crobat. "EVERYBODY RUN! THAT THING ISN’T A POKEMON!" 

"What do you mean not a Pokemon?" asked Toxicroak, shaking. 

"You better not be messing with us!" snarled Trevenant, though his voice was a bit higher than his liking. 

Mismagius screamed as the monster came closer, close enough for all to see. Bisharp's eyes widened. No...no it 
couldn't be...impossible! 

"Everybody, clear the hallway!" shouted Bisharp. "I don't know what it is, but we need to get out! NOW!" 

The Vileplumes all made a break for it, the beast still heading down the hall towards them. 

000 

The dark hotel was filled with chaos for the next few minutes. Occasional shouts and curses were heard, but no one 
was wasting time or stopping to wait around. Every contestant tried to follow one another out of the hell, but in the 
large building, they only served to get more lost. Kabutops had dashed off on his own and was swiveling his head 
around, trying to find any sign of where he is. 

"Door, door, creepy picture, door, door...," he muttered, putting on a burst of speed. "Gengar, you find anything of 
interest?" 

No answer. 

Kabutops stopped, looking around. "Gengar?" 

000 

Toxicroak collapsed on his back as Gengar pushed another chair against the barricade. "I think...we're safe 
now...right?" 

"Should be!" said Gengar, wiping his brow. "But uh...did you manage to see where everyone else went?" 

Toxicroak sat up, looking around, before gulping. "Crud." 

000 

"I sprained my fucking ankle," growled Trevenant, shaking his foot. "You okay?" 

"I...I'm fine, but I don't know about the others, I think we lost them," said Mismagius uncertainly. 

"Tch. Whatever, they can screw." 

"Are you actually okay, though?" asked Mismagius, looking at Trevenant and touching his arm in concern. 

Trevenant shook her off. "I'm FINE, damn it, I just hate running!" 



"0...okay..." 

"C'mon- let's try to find some answers about what the hell just happened..." 
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"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god!" muttered Noivern. "That’s it! Game over, end of the rope, we're doomed, we're 
screwed, the final show, the curtain call-" 

"Hey, hey, hey!" shouted Gliscor, patting her on the back. "Calm down. Okay? We're going to be fine! All we have to 
do is what? Get out, right? I mean, we tested Gardevoir's little theory!" 

"Y-yeah...l guess but..." 

"So this place is HAUNTED, big whoop!" said Gliscor, trying not to betray how terrified he was. "I mean, as long as 
we find an exit, we're good. And as Gardevoir and Mew said, the monsters can't actually hurt us! They'll stop that 
from happening!" 

"Unless the monsters block our signal or something," pointed out Noivern. 

"Well I mean uh...okay, look, I know it looks bad, but we'll be cool...okay?" 

"Okay..." 
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"Just what I wanted to deal with tonight," snapped Krookodile, rooting through the kitchen. "Ghosts. Monsters. 
Otherworldly bullshit, you name it, I hate it!" 

Krookodile frowned. "On one hand, Krookodile, you have NO idea if this is a challenge. On the other, just grab a knife 
JUST in case." 

Krookodile pulled out a large steak knife, grinning. "NOW we're talking." 

000 

"You okay, Crobat?" muttered Honchkrow, trying to groom her ruffled feathers. She glanced around. "I have no idea 
where we are." 

Crobat was catching his breath, seeing the monster had definitely taken some away. "Just another moment or 
two...and this uh...looks like a small library." 

"Explains da books," grumbled Honchkrow, looking around the fairly large room. "Quite a selection for a hotel, 
don'tcha tink?" 

"It WAS apparently a very prestigious hotel," admitted Crobat. "Perhaps if a guest was staying long term, they'd read 
quite a few of these." 

Honchkrow gave a wry smile. "I appreciate da idea, but I don't plan on being here a while. You remember the 
challenge, right?" 

"Don't we just have to hang around as long as we can?" 

"You tink da monsters jeopardize dat?" growled Honchkrow. 

"No," said Crobat, a bit confused. "But I don't think you need to worry about the challenge right now-" 

"Challenge first, crappy monsters later!" snapped Honchkrow, as if Crobat was getting on her nerves. "We'll handle it. 
Now, get some more breath before we move out." 

000 

Luxray cackled. "I am glad I found you, General Mamoswine! It is time for us to creat a plan so diabolical that a 
Cryogonal's head would melt if I whispered it within his ear!" 



"I wasn't aware they had ears," commented Mamoswine, his eyes darting back and forth. "Do you know what's going 
on?" 


"Nope!" said Luxray cheerfully. "I saw the creepy smoke monster, and while I totally wanted to lick it, I decided to get 
this party rolling instead!" 

"I thought I heard you yell scatter. Trying to get the wheels turning?" 

"Yup!" grinned Luxray. "This is gonna be so much fun!" 

000 

Weavile threw Banette an incredulous look. "Did we really just see that? WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT?" 

"Search me," offered Banette, shrugging his shoulders. They had wound up in a different room on a different floor. 
"That thing was intense." 

"Any ideas?" asked Weavile. "From what I've learned about you, you have some secrets. Some 'dark spots' in your 
life you don't want anyone to know about." 

"I told you about that trusting you wouldn't bring it up," grumbled Banette. "Yeah, okay, I've been some crazy places 
and done some crazy things, but I've never seen anything like this. Wasn't a Ghost Pokemon, that's for sure." 

"Would you two kindly get out of here?" 

Weavile and Banette both jumped. From behind a curtain appeared Bronzong, not looking the least bit amused. 
Banette thanked whatever higher power there was that Weavile hadn’t mentioned anything in front of Bronzong. If 
Bronzong knew ANYTHING, he could exploit it. 

"Give a girl a heart attack why don't you," muttered Weavile. "What're YOU doing here?" 

"Well, instead of throwing myself into the creepy floating smoke, I decided to hide and try and survive the ordeal. So, 
now that you know that, want to leave? This is my hiding spot, and with you two talking the night away, I think-" 

"Ugggggggh..." 

Everyone froze. That was a different sound. And it was near, too. 

"Alright, change of plans- we are TOTALLY out of here," said Banette. 

"Don't leave me behind, nitwit! Three heads are better than one!" snarled Bronzong as he fully emerged from behind 
the curtain and floated towards the doorway. 

Despite the situation, Weavile and Banette shared a smile. 

000 

Bisharp was panting, leaning against a door before turning around. "Alright...we seem to have escaped 
whatever...that thing was...now...is everyone all right?" 

Silence. The only thing that Bisharp could hear was quiet panting. Medicham emerged from the gloom, looking at 
Bisharp worriedly. 

"I ran back down the hall to see if we had stragglers...there is no one...l believe we got separated." 

Medicham was quiet for a moment, before her voice spoke again, a bit worried. "It is just you and me, Bisharp. I don't 
know what happened to them." 

A thousand angry words ran through Bisharp's mind, but he expressed them all by folding his arms and sighing. 
"Perfect. Just perfect." 

000 

"We lost whatever zat foggy fantome was," commented Gothitelle, looking around. There were some windows in this 



room, which appeared to be a small sitting room with a few tables. She glanced to Alakazam, who was sitting in the 
moonlight, staring outside while he was deep in thought. "Did you manage to get a read on whatever zat was?" 


Alakazam sighed and shook his head. "Nothing. Absolutely nothing. I just felt as if my...mind was filled with static. I 
couldn't...it...it was odd." 

Gothitelle huffed. "And it seems we lost our team as well." 

"I don't know the point of this challenge," admitted Alakazam. "But whatever happened probably isn't good. However, 
I've found something interesting in here. It was on one of the chairs." He held up a newspaper in his hand, beckoning 
Gothitelle over. Gothitelle took the paper and read aloud. 

"Following ze catastrophe known as ze Hotel Horror, zere have been rumored sightings of strange beings lurking 
around ze abandoned building- zough we do not know what zey are, zey are certainly not of a Pokemon nature- 
caution eez advised when you are anywhere near ze building," read Gothitelle. She turned to Alakazam. "I do not 
understand. What have you figure out?" 

"Not there," said Alakazam. "Next page." 

Alakazam took the paper and flipped it over. There was a large picture of the hotel, which was looking as if it was in 
much better condition. But it still had something eerie and off about it. But that wasn't the picture that interested 
Gothitelle. There were several pictures below, and one was..." 

"Zat was ze creature we saw!" gasped Gothitelle, pointing to a picture of a familiar haze. 

"That's right- one of four strange denizens that have been seen here," said Alakazam, nodding quietly. "But there are 
others- and from the screams we heard from downstairs, I take it one of them found the Vileplumes. The one we saw 
is known as the Smoky Spirit- suspected to be one of the young Pokemon that was found dead in the hotel." 

"Oh dear," whispered Gothitelle, gulping. "What else EEZ there?" 

"This one looks dangerous," commented Alakazam, pointing to a hulking mass of a foggy beast, although defined 
limbs could be seen. Dead eyes glowed in the old photo, but it was hard to make out any other details. "They suspect 
that this monster was the owner of the hotel, who refused to leave even after everything went wrong...they claim the 
murderer did this to him, turned him into a nightmare who has to live in this wasteland of a hotel forever more. They 
dubbed this creature the Demented Beast." 

"This next one...see that? It's a knife and I think it's wearing a mask. They just call this one Masked Murderer- they 
believe this is the one who was responsible for the killings- and that they haunt the hotel to this day." 

Gothitelle shuddered, but looked at the final picture in confusion. "And...wait...what eez zat?" 

"This one confused me at first, but if you notice, there's a strange white glow around the spinning fan...," explained 
Alakazam. "But there's no light source. It's baffling, isn't it? They claim that this isn't exactly a monster, but simply a 
poltergeist of some sort. The theory is they did maintenance work for their boss, but when they died, they decided to 
haunt any Pokemon who enters the mansion, believing them to be their old superior, desiring revenge for dying on 
the hotel's grounds." 

"So...zere is a beast, a spirit, a murderer, and a vengeful specter," murmured Gothitelle. "And we have to AVOID 
zese beings?" 

"That's right...while we're here...we must avoid Beast, Spirit, Mask, and Revenge," said Alakazam. 

"Great...zis eez awful...what about Mew and Gardevoir?" demanded Gothitelle. "Do you zink ze beings are preventing 
a signal from getting through?" 

"Apparently...we just have to worry about staying safe right now...l don't know how we'll do it but...I'll figure something 
out...," murmured Alakazam.7 hope.' 

000 

Toxicroak and Gengar were still sitting alone in their boarded room, with Gengar pacing nervously. Toxicroak his lip, 
groaning quietly. 



"Man, what do we do, what do we do?" whispered Toxicroak, eyes wide. "We can't stay in here forever, they're totally 
gonna get us!" 


"Relax...this door is shut, and boarded up, they can only find us if they HEAR us," assured Gengar, trying to stay 
calm. "So if we're quiet, we're great!" 

KNOCK KNOCK. 

"OH SHIT!" yelped Toxicroak, before Gengar covered his mouth. Toxicroak let out panicked gasps into the ghost's 
hand while Gengar looked over his shoulder wildly. There were a few moments, before a voice was heard outside. 

"Toxicroak, is that you?" 

"Kabutops!" shouted Gengar, relieved. He uncovered Toxicroak's mouth before grabbing the knob through the 
barricade, cracking the door open. Kabutop's single eye peered in. 

"Gengar? You and Toxicroak? The hell are you doing in there?" 

"Hiding, duh! Didn't you see that MASSIVE MONSTERS?" hissed Gengar. 

"Yeah, I saw it, and I know better not to back myself into a corner. Also, that's not the only thing lurking around here. I 
found this paper." 

Gengar heard a rustling noise, then a sharp tearing sound and a loud curse as a slightly battered paper was shoved 
through the door. 

"Why is there a hole in it?" asked Toxicroak. 

"Can it," growled Kabutops."Just read the thing." 

Gengar scanned it quickly, Toxicroak reading over his shoulder. "Beast, Spirit, Mask, Revenge? There are FOUR of 
these things running around? We only saw the Beast." 

"Oh man...a masked killer? An undead shroud of mist?" moaned Toxicroak. "I didn't sign up for THIS." 

Kabutops let out an amused snort from beyond the door. "With four of them out there, it seems that traveling in 
numbers is the best idea...as much as I want to fight one-" 

"WHY THE HELL DO YOU WANT TO FIGHT ONE?" shrieked Gengar, before covering his mouth and continuing. 
"Are you NUTS?" 

"Eh, come on...a romp with some crazy hellbeast sounds AMAZING. I bet I could kick it's ass." 

"You already got fossilized once, are you THIS eager to die?" asked Toxicroak incredulously. 

"Shut up. Let's just try and avoid them, since I think that's what Gardevoir said the challenge was- avoid monsters, 
hang inside, right? So, unblock the door and let me in and we can move as a gang." 

Gengar glanced at Toxicroak and nodded. "Alright, hang on, let me just move all of this-" 

"Grrrrrrrruh..." 

Everyone froze and went silent at the sound of the noise. It was the familiar moaning and in the distance, the three 
Pokemon could hear the slow thumping, the familiar noise of the Beast. 

"Shit...it’s close...meet up later, I've gotta run. Hope that barricade holds," muttered Kabutops, and in an instant, he 
was gone. 

"Wait, you're leaving? SERIOUSLY?" whispered Gengar in terror, but he was already building up the barricades. 
Toxicroak had moved towards the closet in the room, hiding in it and squinting out of a crack. 

"Grrrrrrrrrruh!" 

Gengar quickly shut the door and put the last few defenses in place as the thumping noise was heard just outside, the 
creature roaring. 



GRRRRRRRAGH! 


Gengar was standing completely still, not wanting to move and risk being heard by the creature. He flashed a glance 
to Toxicroak as a long silence filled the air. They heard no thumping. They heard no groaning. Had it gone away? 
Gengar sighed in relief, flashing Toxicroak a thumb's up. 

CRASH! 

Gengar's eyes bulged as Toxicroak slammed the closet shut the moment the Beast burst through the door. It seized 
Gengar and pulled him through the wreckage, carrying a screaming Gengar away. The debris clattered everywhere 
as the Beast let out another horrifying roar, taking Gengar with him back through the way he came. Gengar screamed 
again, but suddenly went eerily quiet after he was carried off. The loud groaning and thumping continued, though 
Toxicroak heard it get quieter and quieter as time passed by. Seconds became minutes. Toxicroak finally peered out 
the door, before sighing in relief. Then he let out a horrified murmur as he sank to the floor. 

"That was way too close...1 wanna get out of here! Gengar, I'm sorry!" 

000 

Weavile and Banette stopped dead when they heard Gengar's loud scream echoing in the distance. 

"Oh shit, they got Gengar!" yelled Banette. "Oh man, we've gotta go do something-" 

"Are you an idiot?" snapped Bronzong. "Didn't you read the paper I found? Four monsters- if we go and try and save 
Gengar from one, we have to worry about three others. Gengar’s gone, get over it. He's not on our team anyway." 

Banette's eyes clouded. "Listen, you-" 

"Banette, he's right," said Weavile. 

"I know he's right, but not for the right reasons!" snapped Banette. He stepped forward. "Look, I don't know what kind 
of damage was done to you, but you need to realize that unlike you, OTHER POKEMON GIVE A DAMN ABOUT 
THEIR FRIENDS." 

"Not everyone's like you!" snapped Bronzong, his tone vicious. "Nothing was DONE to me, I was BORN like this- ask 
Miss Perfect Bride-To-Be if you don't believe me. I didn't ASK to be like this, I just am, so I'll respect your views if you 
respect mine!" 

Silence hung in the air. 

Weavile frowned. "Is that...really how you are? That just sounds..." 

"Sociopathic? Disturbing? Wrong?" asked Bronzong in a mock playful tone. 

"No...it sounds sad," murmured Weavile. 

Banette folded his arms. "Wait a minute, but Gardevoir mentioned to me-" 

"What GARDEVOIR mentioned is unimportant to completing the challenge right now," growled Bronzong. "If you don't 
mind, shall we continue exploring? Even if we have to avoid the monsters, we should try and learn the layout so we 
can find escape routes." 

Banette looked like he wanted to press the issue more, but Weavile gave him a look to let him know that he should 
just let the issue drop. Huffing, Banette followed Bronzong as they continued down the hallway, the unanswered 
questions still lingering on his mind. 

000 

"This is going really great! Did you SEE that smoky spirit yet? It looks so cool!" cheered Luxray. 

Mamoswine's eyes flitted back and forth. "I know, Luxray, but still- these things are dangerous. And while I know 
danger is one of your several middle names..." 

"It's my seventh one!" 



"...right, but we should try and avoid them. That's how we win the challenge, right? Avoiding them and not getting 
caught," said Mamoswine, smiling at her. 

Luxray gave a vigorous nod. "Understood! But, I have a plan! See, I was thinking, if I went into the basement and 
tampered with the boiler, I could VAPORIZE ALL SPIRITS IN THIS HOTEL! Because what's cooler than seeing this 
stuff? DESTROYING IT!" 

"Well...it won't endanger the other campers, right?" asked Mamoswine. 

Luxray frowned. "Well I mean...it could but I wouldn't TRY to do that." 

Mamoswine gave her a stern look. 

"Okay, okay, I'll make sure the settings are GHOST ONLY!" assured Luxray, giving Mamoswine a sheepish grin. 
Mamoswine chuckled. "Good. Alright, boiler room, right?" 

"That's right! Hey! Check it out! I think that's the basement door!" said Luxray, bounding over to a door that had a 
dusty plate on it. Mamoswine snorted to blow the dust away, which revealed the words 'Basement: Authorized 
Personnel Only'. 

"There it is, Mamoswine! The answer to all of our problems, and securing our future as Ghost Killers! I told you this 
idea would be awesome when the Explosion Powered Flying Carnival plan didn't work out! We could be rich forever!" 

"We're already pretty well off, but I wouldn't mind more money for food...sweet, sweet food," whispered Mamoswine, 
imagining a tasty treat in his mind. "Oh man...when I'm out of this hotel, I'm going to eat a sundae...no wait...two 
sundaes..." 

"Tell you what, poffin- I'll make you three delicious sundaes, made with love and slight psychosis," said Luxray 
happily. "Does that sound good?" 

"Yeah...alright, opent he door." 

Luxray pulled the door open with her tail and headed down the dark stairs. Her night vision was fairly adept at seeing 
through the dark. The basement was rather small, but there WAS in fact a boiler there. And a strange figure slumped 
behind it. How curious! It appeared to be wearing some sort of...mask. 

Luxray smiled happily. "Hey, there's some kind of monster down there!" 

"There is?" whispered Mamoswine, scared. "Which one is it? The Beast or the Smoke?" 

"Neither!" laughed Luxray. "I think it has a mask! Hey! You alive down there, monster?" 

The monster looked up. And from the looks of its mask, it had paint on it. Or make up. That gave it a similar 
appearance to...to... 

Clowns. 

Luxray's grin vanished. 

"IT'S A CLOWN! IT'S A CLOWN! MAMOSWINE, GET IN THE CAR WE ARE GETTING THE HELL OUT OF HERE!" 
screeched Luxray, bolting up the stairs. 

"Are we going out the door?" asked Mamoswine in confusion, running away from the basement. He heard steps 
behind him and turned around. His quick glance showed him that the Mask had exited the basement. It was tall and 
surrounded in a harsh red glow. The mask itself was pure white, with glowing red eyes and black tear drops. So 
THAT'S what had made Luxray freak out. 

"WE AREN'T LEAVING THE HOTEL! I REFUSE TO LOSE TO DEVIL SPAWN!" roared Luxray. "I'LL FORM A PLAN 
WHEN I’M AWAY FROM THAT HORROR. COME ON, HURRY UP!" 

Mamoswine turned to see the bloody arm of the Mask rise and point at him. 

"Right behind you Luxray!" he assured, lumbering after her as quickly as he could. 



000 


"Did you hear that?" asked Mismagius, for what had to be the third time. 

Trevenant was screaming in his head as he turned and punched the wall angrily. "YES. I HEARD IT. You've asked 
me if I heard it every time- I'm pretty sure that if you can fucking hear it, I CAN TOO." 

"I...l'm sorry," said Mismagius quietly. "Then...then what do you suppose we do?" 

"Keep going," grunted Trevenant. 

"Are you sure?" 

"What, are you SCARED?" snapped Trevenant. "It's a challenge- we can't ACTUALLY be hurt, whatever those damn 
things are. When the hell did you become so timid, holy shit." 

"I just...I don't know...maybe we could find Bisharp? Or Honchkrow, or even the enemy team, like Krookodile or 
Banette-" 

Trevenant let out a snarl as he whirled around. "That's it. I want you to shut the hell up and drop that stupid puppet 
bastard, because I'm sick and tired of hearing his god damn NAME! We only need me, and not him, GOT IT?" 

"But...well...anyone really," babbled Mismagius, a bit scared. 

"I SAID SHUT IT!" 

Trevenant scuttled forward, raised his hands, and pushed her hard. Mismagius hit the wall behind her, right on her 
head. Mismagius's eyes widened before her eyes closed as she slumped to the floor- the blow to the head had 
knocked her unconscious. Trevenant's eye widened for a moment, as if he was already regretting losing his temper, 
but it didn't stay long. The burning red gaze cooled down to a look of subtle contempt as he turned and walked away. 

"A load of shit," growled Trevenant. "If you think I'm going to let something like that hold me back, you've got another 
thing coming." 

Trevenant soon disappeared into the inky darkness of the hallway. A few minutes later, loud thumping could be 
heard, slowly getting closer to Mismagius... 
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"So we got several creepy shits around here," mused Krookodile aloud as he strode through the mansion. He glanced 
down at the paper that he had found, using the knife he acquired to keep track of the words. "A beast thing, a masked 
killer, that smoky shit I saw, and some weird vengeful jerk. Huh. So...all I have to do is..." 

"GRUUUUUGH." 

Krookodile swore quietly and moved to hide behind a door. He was still on the first floor, so the first thing he found 
was a maintenance closet. Quickly slipping inside, he grunted as he accidentally shut the door on his tail before fully 
closing himself inside. He left a tiny crack open so he could see what was going on. 

The groaning and thumps grew louder as the massive beast appeared from the gloom, its foggy body and glowing 
eyes even more terrifying up close. Krookodile gulped quietly at the sight. Its arms and legs were massive and 
powerful- even if they were stitched together, which his eyes could see even from behind the door. Krookodile noticed 
a flash of purple and squinted, before he shuddered in surprise- Mismagius was in the clutches of the monster. As the 
lumbering behemoth disappeared from view, Krookodile carefully slid out of the closet, catching his breath, before 
moving. 

"That was close," he grunted. He started to walk away. "I almost got-" 

Shunk. 

Krookodile stopped dead as a knife flew right at his feet. Leaping back, he swung his head around. A new figure was 
staring him down from where the monster carrying Mismagius had disappeared to. This new being was shrouded in 
red fog, but its shadowy form appeared to be lean and streamlined. A mask adorned its face, with tear markings 
under the black, gaping eye holes. It raised what appeared to be its arm, another blade appearing. Krookodile let out 



a loud yelp and bolted. He heard loud, swift steps behind him- no doubt, the damn thing was giving chase. 

"Gotta lose it! Gotta lose it!" he croaked, putting on a quick burst of speed. He quickly darted down one hallway, and 
into a room. He found himself in a bathroom and slipped behind the shower curtain, crouching down. The thundering 
steps continued outside, but soon moved past- he had thrown the trail. 

Krookodile, despite his shivering form, grinned. "Not out yet, you stupid hokey hotel." 

000 

"We have to be up high- there are no more rooms up here," concluded Noivern. 

"Yeah...I haven't heard anything except occasional loud thumps downstairs- wherever that thing is, that beast thing 
isn't up here," said Gliscor. 

"But we can't hear the smoke monster," pointed out Noivern. "Dude, I’m all for hardcore movies and stuff, but when 
you're actually IN the situation, it's like...hell to the no, you know what I'm saying?" 

"Yeah, I know...I'm a little rattled myself, especially considering there's four monsters, not two. But uh...hey, look on 
the bright side- we haven't seen much!" 

Gliscor pulled open a door, floating inside, seeing a bunch of lights shining above, though they were flickering on and 
off. Gliscor squinted and floated inside, only to see a huge amount of machinery within. They had found what seemed 
to be the hotel fitness center- there was a large track surrounding various treadmills, stairmasters, and other tools and 
machines for fitness. Though the gymnasium was well stocked, it was clear that these machines were old and 
obsolete- webs and dust coated many of the machines, and the lines on the track were faded after many years 
without maintenance. 

"Swampert would have loved it here," joked Gliscor. Noivern cracked a weak smile. 

"I dunno...a lot of this stuff is broken...," commented Noivern, nodding to a bicycle with no petals and a treadmill with 
a hole in the middle. 

"Yeah...still, makes me think of the guy. What a nice dude...he was like, the epitome of a bro." 

Noivern chuckled. "Hey, you're nice too!" 

"Not as nice as you," said Gliscor, winking at her. 

"Oh?" asked Noivern in mock embarrassment. "You think that I am NICE?" 

Gliscor smiled, dropping his teasing manner. "You're probably the nicest girl I've ever met. And probably one of the 
prettiest." 

NOW Noivern was actually embarrassed. "I- oh come on- you can't just SAY things like that, dude, you're gonna 
make me-" 

"Blush? You've made me blush enough, I should get a turn or two. Besides, I was thinking..." 

Noivern perked up. "Yes?" 

"Well...after this is over...assuming we aren't totally destroyed by spirits or anything...would you uh.Jike to be my 
girlfriend?" asked Gliscor, grinning. 

Noivern let out a short shriek before grabbing Gliscor by the head and planting an enthusiastic kiss on his mouth. 
"Yes! Totally! Oh my god, finally, I was getting worried that you'd never ask! YES! YES! YES!" 

"Sheesh, it's not that big of a deal-1 bet you get asked out all the time," laughed Gliscor, though his eyes were shining 
with happiness. 

"Well YEAH, but not usually by the boys that I LIKE," explained Noivern. "Oh this is gonna be great! We're gonna go 
flying, I can write songs with you, we can hit up clubs, this is so wicked, I just-" 


BZZZZZZZT. 



The lights flickered and suddenly turned on, bright as could be. Light after light activated throughout the gym, bathing 
the two Flying types in light. 

"Uh.,.1 didn't hit a switch," said Gliscor, furrowing his brow. 

"Me neither..." 

There was a crackle, as if energy was filling the air. Suddenly a chill fell over them as a glowing white light descended 
from the ceiling. Gliscor and Noivern started to shiver, thinking painfully of their ice weaknesses. The chill of whatever 
the light was increased as it got closer, and in the center of the light, a black shadowy figure floated. It turned its white 
eyes toward them, before pointing a finger. 

"Uh...Gliscor...I’m uh...not just seeing that...r-right?" asked Noivern. 

"That must...that must be...the Revenge!" squeaked Gliscor in a voice that was way too small for his liking. 

The specter lifted a machine with some sort of telekinetic energy, before winding up, sending the machine hurtling at 
the two. Noivern immediately dove on Gliscor, pushing him out of the way as the heavy metal soared over their heads 
and hit the wall. The two Pokemon looked up at the being, which started lifting more machines. 

"HOLY SHIT, GLISCOR! FLY!" screeched Noivern. 

The two of them took to the air and jetted out of the gymnasium, with the strange spirit drifting after them slowly. 

000 

Toxicroak was tiptoeing up and down the halls, letting out worried croaks here and there. He had no idea where 
that...that...thing had taken Gengar, but if one thing was for certain, Toxicroak was not going to follow that road. It 
wasn't about winning anymore. This had become about SURVIVAL. And if there was one thing Toxicroak was good 
at, it was being sneaky. 

He heard a creak, and immediately jumped in the air, eyes searching for the nearest hiding spot, before he realized 
he had stepped on an old floorboard. Toxicroak scowled down at it and smacked his forehead. "Stupid, stupid, 
stupid!" 

He walked along, frowning quietly as he moved through hotel, before he heard another sound. It was faint, almost 
like...wind. Toxicroak carefully creeped toward the sound, biting his lip as he did so. The Beast had been louder than 
that...so it couldn't be that...what the heck was it? The sounds grew louder, almost as if it was...the faint beating of 
wings of some sort. 

Toxicroak poked his head down a hall and his eyes bulged. Gliscor and Noivern were gliding straight down the hall. 

He jumped out to meet them. 

"Guys! Have you seen any- OW!" yelped Toxicroak when Gliscor's tail knocked him over. 

Noivern glanced back. "Was that...Toxicroak?" 

"I don't know, and I don't want to take chances!" shouted Gliscor. "Keep flying!" 

Toxicroak sat up and rubbed his head, grumbling quietly. "Gliscor, that probably wasn't on purpose, but dang, you 
pack a-" 

He opened his eyes and looked up. The strange dark revenant surrounded by a harsh white light was floating above 
him, its glowing white eyes staring down at him. The air grew chilly, and Toxicroak felt as if his blood had turned into 
ice. 

"...punch," squealed Toxicroak, eyes bulging as he trembled before the Revenge. 

The Revenge cocked its head to one side, as if it was studying him, before it lunged forward. The last thing Toxicroak 
remembered before blacking out was screaming at the top of his lungs. 

000 

"Ugh...dis place is...disgusting," groaned Honchkrow, staring at a sitting room that had been literally torn apart. The 



coppery stench of old blood filled the air, though it was rotten and tinged with age- this place hadn't been cleaned up 
for years. Honchkrow looked over a ragged chair and shivered. She felt her heart thump in her chest. What was 
wrong with her? 

Honchkrow was not one for weakness. Having them or showing them, either way, she was against it. If something 
knew your weakness, they knew how to activate and exploit it. And when it came to your enemies on the street, it was 
guaranteed that they would. For this reason, Honchkrow forced down those damn emotions that made her get ruffled 
and flustered. She pushed them aside. And even when she was in those no-win situations that she feared, she fought 
to stay calm. And for the most part, she did, despite the turbulent storm inside of her head. 

But in this scenario, where there was no explanation and no rules and no logic and no street smarts, Honchkrow felt 
very small and very weak. She was scared. She knew she was scared. But...she couldn't let herself be. No. There 
was Crobat, her teammates, and her friends to consider here. She had to be tough. 

"Honchkrow." 

"What?" hissed Honchkrow quickly. 

"You've been silent for like two minutes now," said Crobat, looking a bit concerned. "I was asking if you were thinking 
up a strategy." 

"I uh...l was trying but...look, dis rank smell is throwing my mind off it...you know I don't do well wit gross shit," 
growled Honchkrow, fishing a cigar out of her wing and lighting it up- more of an attempt to cool her nerves than to rid 
the smell. "I'll tink of something." 

"It's okay to not have anything planned yet," reassured Crobat. "I'm worried too-" 

"I ain't worried-!" 


"YAAAAAAAAAAAAH!" 

Toxicroak's cry echoed from the floor below and Honchkrow let out a squawk of fear, flinging her cigar in the air. 
Crobat spread a wing to catch it and return it to her. He eyed her up and down, causing Honchkrow to scowl. 

"Are you sure you're all right?" 

"I SAID I WAS FINE!" snarled Honchkrow. "Let's see if we can find a way to da roof- we can maybe fly our ways outta 
dis mess and come up with a strategy- at least da fresh air will help my head." 

Honchkrow shoved past Crobat and flew down a hall. Crobat frowned, deep in thought, before flapping into the air 
and gliding silently behind her. 

000 

"There must be something that we can do!" protested Medicham as she followed Bisharp through the mansion. 

"Such as?" asked Bisharp, rolling his eyes. 

"We should find our team! Perhaps, in numbers we can-" 

"Stand up to four otherworldly beings that we have no idea how to defeat?" asked Bisharp. "Grouping together simply 
makes us an easier target. That plan is idiotic and a guaranteed loss for us." 

"I was trying to help!" snapped Medicham. 

"Help us lose?" hissed Bisharp. 

Medicham clenched her fists while Bisharp sneered, before a loud scream echoed throughout the mansion. Bisharp 
froze up, before his eyes shut in vexation. 

"Toxicroak..." 

"Do you think he...is...?" Medicham trailed off, unsure of how to describe it. 

"At the very least, he is no longer a part of the challenge," stated Bisharp. 



"...I am sorry...," said Medicham, bowing her head. "L.this is not the time for fighting." 

"I should be the one apologizing," argued Bisharp. "I got on your case for no reason. For that, I am sorry." 

Medicham looked away, a hint of a blush on her face, though Bisharp did not notice. "This...this challenge is...making 
me tense. It is not a pleasant experience. I know that we do not see eye to eye, but I am willing to work with you for 
the time being. If you do not mind." 

Bisharp gave her a wry smile. "I don't. I would like that, actually." 

"So, what first?" 

"Despite the fact that we need to hide from these beasts to survive, I suggest we keep moving for the time being," 
said Bisharp. "Learning the layout of this horrid place is our best chance at survival, I would think. There can be 
hallways and detours that we can use to help us lose the monsters more quickly." 

There was a soft sound behind the two of them. Bisharp and Medicham both whirled around, and their eyes widened 
to see the smoky shroud heading towards them. 

"Run! Stay with me, and do not look back!" commanded Medicham. Bisharp nodded and the two of them took off, 
moving quickly away from the slow moving shroud. 

000 

Trevenant scuttled through the halls, grumbling as he made his way down another staircase, cursing as he bumped 
his arm against a railing. The steps were creaky and he didn't enjoy the sounds they were making under his feet. But 
he was Trevenant- not some pussy that would cower or hide. 

"Monsters?" snarled Trevenant under his breath. "Bring it on." 

He went down another flight of stairs before his eye swiveled around. Hang on. This place...this place was 
familiar...he had definitely been here before. He looked around carefully before he noticed the tattered and worn 
desk. He was back in the foyer, where they had started. His eye bored into the door- the door that was their exit. The 
escape. Trevenant tottered towards it, staring at it with a single red eye. He reached out to touch it, holding it firmly in 
his grasp. 

He could escape right now. He could run free. No one was watching. 

Trevenant's mouth curled into a grim smile as he turned away from the doorknob. Leave? Escape? That would've 
been no fun at all. It was time. It was finally time for him to cause trouble where no one was watching. 

Trevenant sighed as he stepped from the door, continuing onwards on his own. It got very wearing, really- all of this 
peace, all of this "behaving". It was enough to make him want to slam his head against that door rather than open it. 
He was not the type to hold himself back and make exceptions for his behavior with other Pokemon. On the contrary, 
Trevenant was more about making OTHERS okay with how he acted...whether they liked it or not. 

Thinking back to when he had knocked out Mismagius, he cocked his head to one side. It might've been overboard. 
He could have just told her he wanted time alone. But when she had been so worried and so focused on 
friendship...on Banette.Jt had pissed him off. Trevenant let out a noise of disdain. Served her right for being so 
trusting and easily manipulated. 

What WAS it about him that made him so angry? It couldn't be his relationship with Mismagius...he had no care for 
Mismagius or her past, she was simply an amusement...something to occupy his time. 

And yet, Banette still managed to sink those ghostly claws of his into Trevenant's bark. Trevenant growled. And when 
Trevenant had stirred up trouble, he hadn't responded. He hadn't fought back. 

Why? 

Trevenant cursed under his breath. "Why the hell didn't he fight back? Does he not fear me? Doesn't he understand 
I'll beat him until he's nothing but a sack of bruised shit? WHY DOESN'T HE GET AFRAID?" 

Sure, the Ghost had lived through hell, but...he wasn't scared. And when Trevenant couldn't intimidate someone, he 
didn't like it. The only time he got close was when he reached for that zipper. Trevenant grinned. That HAD gotten a 



reaction out of him. And he'd probably do it again. 

Creak. 

Trevenant spun around, hoping to Arceus it was that zipper lipped fool, but he was instead greeted by a strange 
mask. It almost resembled the kind worn by clowns. This thing was surrounded by blood smoke, but its black limbs 
were still visible through the haze. Trevenant took one look at it, before swinging his arm forward. The Mask simply 
floated backwards, easily avoiding the blow. Trevenant grinned, cracking his knuckles loudly. 

"Perfect...was hoping to run into one of you, though you're not the one I saw earlier." 

Trevenant lunged forward with another wicked uppercut, but the Mask simply floated backwards, out of his way. 
Trevenant growled before he moved quickly to the side, avoiding a knife. Trevenant laughed. 

"You're too slow, shithead!" he roared, scuttling forward, but rather than dodging, the Mask rushed him. Trevenant's 
eye widened. 

And everything went black. 

000 

Gothitelle lead the way, glancing back to see if Alakazam was keeping up. "Mon amour, are you doing all right back 
zere?" 


Alakazam was in a bad way- his telekinetic powers, which were almost always active, were getting extremely 
disturbed by strange signals- Gothitelle could feel it too, but since she found it much easier to block out her powers 
than him, who was almost always using it, she was fine. Alakazam, on the other hand... 

"My head is still throbbing...less so than when we were close to that haze earlier," murmured Alakazam. "But...I...ugh. 
I should be glad it doesn't hurt more. It means we're safe. For now." 

"Just try to relax," ordered Gothitelle. "After zis challenge, we shall get you some medicine. Perhaps some rest will 
help." 

"I don't like this- it doesn't make sense- they aren't explicitly Ghost Pokemon, or corpses, or anything-1 can't tell what 
they are and that's...throwing my emotions out of whack," grunted Alakazam. "In addition, while we're meandering 
through this maze of a moldy motel mansion, my powers are useless. We don't know what we're up against, and I-" 

"Alakazam, it is all right to be afraid," said Gothitelle sternly. 

Alakazam was silent. Yes. It was all right to be afraid. But when logic and his powers failed him, what could he do? 
Facing death was easy when it made sense way back in the Fear Challenge. But this...this defied reason- Gardevoir, 
Mew, and Mewtwo had to be outside, even though he couldn't sense them. And even so, that wouldn't explain how 
there were four monsters, not three. 

And in addition, there was the fact that Gardevoir hadn't CONFIRMED she knew what was going on. Was that to 
mess with them, or was it? 

No, it couldn't be possible! Lavender Town was a fluke, it had to be, and yet this situation was eerily similar. 

Alakazam was terrified. 

"AGH!" shouted Alakazam suddenly, static ringing in his head as he dropped to his knees. Gothitelle turned and 
rushed over, picking him up and putting his arm around her shoulders. 

"Relax, my dear, I'll help you," she said, trying her best to sound soothing. 

"Getting... worse...they're...coming..." 

Gothitelle was about to respond when she felt an icy chill fall over her body. She looked around, noticing that as of 
right now, they were in a rather lovely restaurant area. Gothitelle noticed the many tables, and a nearby bar that was 
stocked with bottles. If the situation hadn't been so dire...wait, what was she thinking, this was no time for romantic 
thoughts! Where was that chill coming from? 



Then she saw the white light slowly rising out of the floor, the black form of the Revenge staring her down. Gothitelle 
grit her chattering teeth before tossing Alakazam away. 

"Alakazam! Run until your powers get under control!" 

But what she hadn't known is Alakazam had already taken off running. The moment he had seen the horrifying 
specter, he was gone, not looking back. He wasn't going to let himself die in a place like this. Never! He glanced 
back, noticing that Gothitelle had tripped and was scrambling away, but he didn't care. He was running fast, running 
hard, and he wasn't going to- 

He stopped. He stared at the exit and clenched a fist. 

"What am I doing?" asked Alakazam quietly. "Am I really a coward? After she so selflessly gave me a chance to 
escape, am I going to take it?" 

Alakazam thought back to when he had pushed Seizor into the arms of Darkrai and Dusknoir- sure they had been 
Mew and Mewtwo in suits but this...this couldn't be like that. And that had been what eliminated him- that had been 
the straw that had made everyone suspect and later hate him. No one trusted him after that. Did he want that to 
happen with Gothitelle? 

"Alakazam? Where are you?" 

Her voice snapped him out of his memories. No, he didn't want that. 

He was a coward. He had been a coward. 

But not anymore. 

Alakazam turned to see Gothitelle dodging thrown chairs, while throwing back chairs of her own. Alakazam fought the 
static in his brain, focusing on the spirit and... 

She moved. 

Not too hard, but he had pushed her, knocking her away from Gothitelle and towards the other end of the room. 

"Get to the exit doorway, support me from there," ordered Alakazam as he helped Gothitelle up. 

"What about you?" asked Gothitelle, coughing as he helped her up. 

Alakazam's eyes glowed. "I'm right behind you. Now go." 

Gothitelle nodded and the two made their way for the door, as the Revenge floated back towards them, picking up a 
nearby table as she raised her hand. 

Gothitelle exited through the door, focusing her powers to get try and get her body under control, before turning to 
Alakazam. "Now what eez ze plan-?" 

SLAM! 

Gothitelle stared in horror as the door slammed and she heard a lock click. "Alakazam?" 

"My mind is useless like this!" hissed Alakazam from the other side. "You get far away from here and win!" 

"I am not some damsel in distrezz!" snarled Gothitelle, banging on the door. She couldn't unlock it- he was holding it 
shut. "Why are you sacrificing yourself for zis?" 

"I can't die!" snapped Alakazam, throwing back a table at the spirit. "It's a challenge! It has to be a challenge!" 

"And if it eet eez not?" spat Gothitelle, still trying to rip the door open. "Zis would ruin both of our lives!" 

"We don't have time to- GAH! Just go! I'LL SEE YOU OUTSIDE! I PROMISE-" 

There was a howl of wind and Alakazam let out a harsh cry before there was silence. Gothitelle stared at the door in 
horror, reaching for the handle. 



But before she opened it, she saw a glowing white hand float through. Eyes wide, Gothitelle decided to honor 
Alakazam's last wish, and fled as quickly as she could, a single tear rushing down her face. 


"I will kill you if zis is real," snarled Gothitelle as she ran for her life. "I will honor your request, but if you have left me, I 
WILL kill you." 

000 

Kabutops slipped through a hallway, glancing back and forth. "Damn it, I totally want to fight these things. This bites." 

He heard a thumping noise and immediately ducked into a closet, remaining perfectly still. He heard the low groaning 
and thumping of the beast moving right past him, slamming down the hallways loudly. Kabutops, despite the tense 
moment, rolled his eyes. For some otherworldly monsters, their senses weren't amazing. 

Kabutops didn't exit until he no longer heard the thumping. He opened the door and kept moving, wondering what 
he'd find next. He was in the Employee section- apparently, employees had received free room and board and food 
for their services at the hotel. The conditions weren't amazing, though considering the destroyed state of the hotel, 
that was saying something. 

Kabutops frowned. He didn't like this challenge- rather than feeling a challenge or a daunting threat, he simply felt 
helpless. It was similar to how he felt when he had first arrived in this time from a Dome Fossil. Except this time, he 
didn't have his Tyrunt. 

Kabutops smiled softly. They all mocked him for keeping that little thing around, but truth was, that little Tyrunt had 
helped him adjust to living in the modern age. Keeping a little stuffed memory of the past had helped calm his nerves 
and helped him grow up without suffering any extreme mental breakdowns. It was a very comforting thing for him. 

And even if they laughed, Kabutops didn't care- there were players like Banette, Bisharp, and Bronzong who were all 
trying to hide how they felt, rather than accepting it. It was so stupid. Kabutops huffed and leaned against the hall. 

Seizor understood though. Seizor had found the Tyrunt after a night spent together and questioned it, and rather than 
mocking him, she had given him a hug and one of her rare smiles. Seizor had always been great. The battlefield was 
where they thrived, and they loved to spar and try and beat each other. Everyone always thought they were crazy and 
they wouldn't last, but Kabutops sort of laughed it off. They didn't see the after care anyway. 

But while Kabutops was at peace with his Tyrunt, he and Seizor were both at peace with each other- whether they 
were fighting or simply spending time together. But now... 

Kabutops sighed, dragging his scythe along a wall as he moved down, away from the direction the beast had gone. 
"Wish you were here, babe. Wish you were here." 

000 

"Anything back there?" drawled Bronzong as Banette reappeared in the sports area. They had found a bunch of ping 
pong tables, volleyball courts, and other sorts of recreational activities. Banette shook his head. 

"I found nothing...Weavile ain't back yet?" asked Banette, looking concerned. 

"She was scouting ahead," said Bronzong. "The only thing I picked up was a presence a few floors down-1 think it 
was the the smoky one, since my mind went haywire- of the ones I’ve encountered, that one hurts the most." 

"Really?" asked Banette curiously. 

"Spirit hurts my head, that Revenge thing that we glimpsed a while ago gives me something like brain freeze...as for 
the other two, we haven't seen Mask, and I can hear the Beast before he gets close enough," listed Bronzong, 
seeming unconcerned. 

"Can I ask you something?" asked Banette. "How do you uh...be emotionless?" 

"There's no choice-1 am what I am," drawled Bronzong. "If you want to know HOW to close off and ignore your 
emotions, I can probably give you tips, but you can't be like me- you weren't born like me." 

"Then how do you close them off?" 

"Any reason? Specific emotion?" 



Banette was silent. 


"So, you like Weavile but have some stupid reason for not asking her out," concluded Bronzong, eyes glittering. "It's 
funny, I feel like we spoke about your grudge not doing anything. Why not actually do the thing most Pokemon do and 
FOLLOW THOSE EMOTIONS INSTEAD OF HIDING THEM?" 

"Big words from someone who doesn't have any," retorted Banette. 

"Touche." 

"Except, that's not what Gardevoir claims," said Banette, folding his arms. Bronzong's smirk faded instantly. 

"What’s THAT supposed to mean?" 

"You felt something, back during Total Pokemon World Tour. You felt the fear of fire, and gratitude when Gardevoir 
helped you. What’s the deal with that?" 

"She should keep her mouth shut, that’s the deal with that," snapped Bronzong. 

"And you wanted to win. You desired it," said Banette, folding his arms. "Something DID happen to you, didn't it? 
Something that made you lock yourself up." 

"You're acting like someone hurt me," sneered Bronzong. 

"I didn't say anyone hurt you," corrected Banette. "But something happened." 

"My childhood was fine," snapped Bronzong. "I was spoiled. My parents were wealthy." 

Banette folded his arms. "Look, pal. I've seen some shit, I'm not even around here. Those things you saw ripping me 
apart...those humans..." 

"Yeah, I'm aware- how the hell did that happen anyway?" asked Bronzong. "I'm aware we have TV shows and games 
with these "humans" in them, but they never existed, did they? So how were YOU formed from a grudge towards 
human owners?" 

Banette twiddled his thumbs. "You really want to know?" 

"I'll answer your question if you answer mine." 

"Humans DID exist, at one point," answered Banette. "There's evidence of that, right?" 

"I wouldn't call it evidence...theories, yes," responded Bronzong. "Especially with the creation of Mewtwo. But how 
does that work? Mewtwo's never said anything about-" 

"If the stories are true, he probably wouldn't," admitted Banette. "Point is, a long time ago, humans existed here, but 
they've...died out, to say the least." 

"And YOU'RE from the time when there WERE humans?" asked Bronzong, gaping at him. 

"I'm not just a ghostly puppet," snapped Banette. "I don't think you understand what not dying means. I'm OLD, 
Bronzong. But ghosts don't age. I vanished for a long time after the burning...! disappeared for ages and ages, afraid 
to come back out, and when I eventually did...l just assimilated back to normal life. It was easy." 

"...that explains a lot," admitted Bronzong. "So how are new Banette formed?" 

"The old fashioned way," drawled Banette, annoyed. 

"Gross." 

"So. What happened to you?" 

Bronzong sighed. "Nothing HAPPENED. I was spoiled, I had wealthy parents, I could have anything I wanted." 

"Your parents must've worked a lot to make all that money," said Banette coolly, folding his arms. "How often were 
they home?" 



"I already answered your question, so let it rest," drawled Bronzong, though Banette notice he seemed eager to end 
the conversation. 

"A Pokemon that grows up alone is going to stay alone and unhappy." 

"Shut up!" snapped Bronzong. 

"You know, you could just tell others how you feel-" 

"Quiet down!" snarled Bronzong, eyes glowing. 

"Hey!" 

Weavile's whisper carried through the air, causing both Banette and Bronzong to flinch and look over. 

"Nothing's ahead as far as I could see. You find anything?" 

"Nope," said Banette, crawling back into his shell. "Uh...yeah, the back is clear." 

"I only barely sensed the smoke down below us, but it's long gone now," confirmed Bronzong. 

"All right, let's just go then?" asked Weavile. "Unless you two were having fun gossiping away back here. Don't let me 
stop you." 

Banette and Bronzong both exchanged a glare. This wasn't over. 

000 

"We haven't found anything for a while," whispered Noivern as she and Gliscor quietly flew through the halls. 

Gliscor gave a difficult nod. "Yeah...we're probably gonna stumble upon something soon, so be prepared. We don't 
want to get taken out just yet, right?" 

"We've only seen a few of them...I can't imagine what the other ones look like IN PERSON." 

"Yeah...this is rough but I mean...on the bright side, at least I worked out the spine to ask you out!" said Gliscor, 
cracking a nervous grin. 

Noivern gave a half-hearted laugh of her own. "True enough." 

THUMP. 

Gliscor and Noivern both froze, exchange a glance of fear, hearing a distant groan that was way too familiar for their 
comfort. It was there. Nearby. The Beast was lurking around, hunting for them. 

"What do we do?" whispered Noivern. 

"I don't know," admitted Gliscor. "Start flying back the way we came, slowly." 

The two of them turned around and started to move, before they heard another thump. And another. And another. 
Rapidly getting closer, and rapidly speeding up. 

"GRAAAARGH!" 

Gliscor switched a glance over his shoulder as the Beast charged down from a dark hallway, roaring with a terrifying 
fury as it chased them down. Its eyes glowed with hunger as it lunged forward, attempting to slam itself into both of 
the Flying types. 

"Break for it, Noivern!" shouted Gliscor, gliding in front of the Beast to take the force of the blow. Gliscor was sent 
sprawling across the hallway, groaning as he hit a nearby door, groaning. 

"I'm not leaving you!" shouted Noivern. 

"It's only a challenge!" shouted Gliscor, struggling to take to the skies again. "I don't know what's gonna happen, but it 
can't be that bad, right?" 



Noivern flew around frantically, wondering what to do. Was it really a challenge? Or was it real? She couldn't leave 
Gliscor! That's not what teams did! That's not what GIRLFRIENDS did! What was she supposed to- 

BONK. 

Gliscor stared as another figure appeared behind Noivern, surrounding in red fog and wearing a ghastly mask. 
Noivern stared blankly back at him, as if she had realized she had been caught off guard, before she let out a 
whimper and crumpled to the ground, knocked out. Gliscor squinted at her, trying to keep his eyes open, but his mind 
was spinning far too much. Eventually, his head fell back as he too sank into the darkness. 

000 

"There's no way on the roof," growled Honchkrow angrily. They were on the top floor, and after carefully navigating 
past the smoky shroud and narrowly avoiding being sighted by the Mask, they had explored every possible room to 
explore. The final room where they were currently in was a large storage room, which was most likely for 
maintenance and cleaning for the upper floor, as most of the rooms had been deluxe rooms that would've required 
perfect service. 

"Dere's no way on the fucking roof! What da hell was da maker of dis place thinking? UGH!" 

"Hey, relax, it's not your fault that there's no way up there," said Crobat. "And to be fair, that plan hasn't been our 
best." 

"Whaddya sayin', ya don't like my plan?" snapped Honchkrow. 

Crobat raised his wings defensively. "I didn't say that, and you know it. Seriously, what's with you? You've been 
acting on edge all challenge." 

"Yeah, well in case ya hadn't noticed, Crobat, I sort of NEED to be on edge- dere's MONSTERS here," growled 
Honchkrow impatiently. 

THUMP. 

Honchkrow let out a horrified squawk, before covering her beak. Crobat closed his eyes and listened, trying to trace 
the location of the sound. Another thump gave him the answer. 

"He's a floor under us- no worries." 

"I...I knew dat," growled Honchkrow. "Was just...uh...uh." 

"Honchkrow...," said Crobat quietly. "It's okay to be scared." 

And THAT was what set her off. 

"ARE YOU AN IDIOT?" snarled Honchkrow. "I AIN’T SCARED OF ANYTHING! DIS IS ALL JUST A DUMB 
CHALLENGE DESIGNED TO SCREW WIT OUR HEADS!" 

"And you're not scared? At all?" asked Crobat, his tone dripping with disdain. 

"Hell no! You know me, I'm not...I don't...I..." 

THUMP. 

Honchkrow screeched again, before glancing around, breathing heavily. Crobat decided not to mention the sound 
was getting closer- no need to worry her, right? 

"I...l...l'm scared," whispered Honchkrow wretchedly. "I am scared, okay? Don't you get it? You know what kinda work 
we do! I can't afford to show when I'm scared, I hafta be strong-" 

Honchkrow settled back on the ground, tipping her hat down in frustration- she couldn't look at him right now, she 
couldn't look at ANYONE right now. 

"I hate it," she continued. "I hate being intimidating. Scary. But dat's what I am. Dat's what I gotta be. Always. 

Because I hafta be strong. God, Crobat, sometimes I want to get scared, sometimes I want to be da one that sits 
down and cries, hell, sometimes for ONCE I WANT TO BE THE WEAK ONE." 



Honchkrow finished her last sentence, flinging a gust of air at a nearby mop and slicing it to pieces. She huffed 
angrily, trying to get frantic emotions under control. Crobat bit his tongue before he floated over. 

"Hey. Honchkrow. C'mon, look at me." 

Honchkrow gave him a glare, almost as if she was DARING him to say something wrong. Crobat sighed. 

"Yeah, I know you're strong- you're the power, I'm the brains, I get that but...you don't have to always be a wall, a 
rock, and with me, you certainly don't always have to be the calm, collected leader. You're not just my boss, you're 
my girlfriend, okay?" 

Honchkrow shook her head. "Damn it Crobat, do you know how hard it is? To be da leader of a gang and be taken 
seriously...even when you're a girl. I just...sometimes I feel like I'm da biggest badass on da block, and den...times 
like dese, I just feel like a foolish, stupid girl." 

"You're not foolish and certainly not stupid," said Crobat, smiling reassuringly. "We can't be strong all the time 
Honchkrow. I KNOW I can't. And neither can you. I know you get flustered when I treat you like a girl in front of 
everyone, but people need to understand that you can still be tough as nails and HAVE a heart, you know?" 

"I know, I know...but it's still tough," grunted Honchkrow. 

"Look, between you and me, I love the fact that you can kick most of the guys and girls asses here," said Crobat. "But 
I also like how you wear perfume, although not NEARLY enough for anyone to notice it like I do." 

Honchkrow groaned. "Ya noticed?" 

"I noticed. Was it Cheri Berry Fragrance?" 

"Close. Tamato Berry." 

"You're right, I was close." 

Honchkrow smiled in relief. "Okay...ya pulled it off, ya bastard, I'm feeling better now. Okay, I guess we can move on- 


But they both felt something- a strange tingling...a weird icy feeling traveling down their spines. They both stared in 
horror as the Revenge floated in the doorway, glowing eyes staring them down. 

"Shit!" cursed Crobat. "We gotta move! You go left, I'll take right." 

"G-got it!" grunted Honchkrow, her beak chattering. 

The two of them split, flying in opposite directions while freezing phantom glanced from side to side, not knowing who 
to choose. The glow of energy grew stronger and stronger. Crobat strained his eyes as he flew as fast and as hard as 
he could, screeching with effort. He kept flying until he hit a wall and dropped to the floor, opening his eyes as he 
moaned in pain. 

"Ugh...I...hang on...we made it!" yelled Crobat, looking around with glowing eyes. "We got away from her! Great job, 
Honchkrow!" 

But there was no answer. 

"Honchkrow?" Crobat looked around frantically, before he felt his blood run cold. 

"HONCHKROW!" 
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Mamoswine and Luxray were hiding in the kitchen. 

"Any plans, Luxray?" 

"THAT CLOWN WILL DIE BEFORE THE DAWN," hissed Luxray, eyes glowing with fury. 



Mamoswine looked a bit spooked. "Oh...okay...are you working on something?" 

"YESSSSSSS." 

"...I'll just let you keep doing that, okay?" 
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"I think it's time to scout ahead again," whispered Weavile. 

Bronzong frowned. "So, will Banette and I go backwards?" 

"Both of you go," said Weavile. "We had a fork back there, so you can both keep watch. I'll be back in a few minutes." 

Weavile darted into the dark hallways, while Banette and Bronzong both backtracked to the previous corridor. Banette 
looking down the left and Bronzong down the right. The silence grew uncomfortable, the conversation from earlier 
both ringing in their heads. 

"...okay, I'll answer," muttered Bronzong. "Yeah, okay, I didn't see my parents often. I was spoiled, but I didn't really 
grow up having much of a family concept, OR a friendly concept. It was me, myself, and I and everything I learned 
was putting myself and my own desires first." 

"And destroying your emotions?" 

"I didn't DESTROY them," grumbled Bronzong. "I'm just not emotional. And what few feelings I have, I don't show. 

The world is boring, Banette. Very few things entertain me or keep me entertained- the result? Apathy." 

"...how did Gardevoir find out?" 

"She helped me and I...wasn't used to being helped- she also caught me at a vulnerable time during the Mt. Stark 
challenge. It was pure luck, and it makes her the most infuriating friend I've ever had." 

"So you admit she's a friend," said Banette, laughing. "Nice of you. So...what's changed? Because you certainly 
have." 

Bronzong glanced at him. "What makes you say that?" 

"You helped me during the dodge ball challenge and try as you might, despite everyone thinking you were 
responsible for the idol scandal, you've been a LOT more helpful this season in general." 

Bronzong huffed. "Everything I've done was completely strategic." 

"Tauros shit." 

"Shut up. It was. If helping others helps me, I can afford to do that." 

"...that's better than your hurting others to help you policy you had last season," said Banette, smiling. 

"Well blame dancer diva for that one," growled Bronzong. "Let's say I'm warming up to you all a little bit. Are you 
satisfied now?" 

"Yeah, I guess." 

"And you? You never answered," said Bronzong. "What's HOLDING you back from Weavile? Feelings for 
Mismagius? Jealousy of Trevenant?" 

"No...l mean...kind of, but only the first one," admitted Banette. "I'll always like Mismagius, but I don't know...I feel like 
Trevenant's bad news for her." 

"I can understand where you'd get that feeling. But that doesn't relate to Weavile. What are you so worried about?" 
"Weavile isn't a ghost," said Banette shortly. 

"And? So? How does that relate to anything?" 



"My grudge-" 

"Not this again." 

"LET ME FINISH!" snapped Banette. "My grudge...!...you saw what I did...and what I couldn't do. At least Mismagius 
was safe because she was a ghost like me, which is why I was more relaxed about it. The lifespan issue doesn't 
bother me, we can get to that when we get to it, but Weavile's alive and...I don't know...if anything bad happened I 
could wind up..." 

"Burning her alive in a building?" snapped Bronzong. "That's if your grudge is alive still, which I don't believe." 

"It's there," confirmed Banette. 

"How can you be so sure?" 

"Because we're made of our grudges. We keep them inside. Even after the revenge is complete, they don't go 
away...not completely. You always remember, you always feel that fear, that anger, that hatred...not on a day to day 
basis, but in your darkest moments, on your worst days, when your back is to the wall...it comes out." 

"...which is why you wanted rear guard- because of this challenge," said Bronzong. "You've never been this 
concerned before. What about Season One?" 

"Season One was...different." 

"How so?" 

"I didn't have something back then that I have now," said Banette dully, giving Bronzong a meaningful look. 
"Something you don't have to worry about." 

Bronzong looked puzzled, thinking for a moment. Something he had now that he hadn't had back then? Bronzong 
mulled it over, before he stared. 

"Wait...you mean-" 

Banette nodded. 

"Well, you don't have to-" 

But Bronzong stopped speaking. He heard it. The sound of pounding. The sound of feet running across the floor. Out 
of the darkness appeared Weavile, waving her arms frantically. 

"RUN! IT'S THE BEAST!" 

And then Banette and Bronzong heard it. The thumping. The cracking of boards. The furious howls and groans of a 
mad monster possessed with bloodlust. As Weavile arrived, the monster itself emerged from the shadows, roaring a 
challenge. 

"Run!" yelled Banette, but that wasn't saying much- he and Bronzong weren't anywhere near as fast as Weavile. To 
make matters worse, they could hear the thunderous rampage approaching fast behind them- it hadn't given up. The 
Beast was giving chase. 

"Any bright ideas?" asked Weavile, glancing at Banette. 

"Maybe split up?" asked Banette, shrugging. 

"No, we've only gotten so far because we stayed together- we could ALL get picked off if we break apart now," 
growled Bronzong, floating hastily behind them. Another terrifying groan shook the walls behind them. 

"Well we need to do something-1 might be fast enough to break this monster's tail, but I won't leave you two!" 
snapped Weavile. 

Banette groaned, looking at Bronzong. "So, what do we do?" 

Bronzong gave him a monotonous glance. "Well, you heard her. She won't leave both of us behind." 



Bronzong stopped and whirled around, putting up a powerful barrier. The furious beast slammed against it, before 
roaring in fury and slamming itself against the wall again and again- but the powerful Reflect was still holding it back. 

"Nice trick, Bronzong!" commended Weavile, panting. "Now what?" 

"You guys leave, that's what," said Bronzong quietly. 

"What do you mean WE leave?" snapped Banette. "What about you? Are you staying here to keep this up? " 

"You really are naive," murmured Bronzong. "That wall isn't going to hold him forever. It'll break soon enough. But if I 
stay behind, I can try and put more power into it. You guys keep going." 

"...I just said I wouldn't leave you guys behind!" hissed Weavile. 

"You're not leaving US behind, just me!" growled Bronzong. "One of us going down is better than all of us! I want to 
win this challenge, and if putting my faith in you two is the thing to do, then I'll do it. Now stop wasting my time and go 
on! GO! GET OUT OF HERE!" 

SLAM! The monster was starting to crack the Reflect wall, the glowing eyes and slavering jaws getting closer and 
closer to destroying them all. 

"I said-," began Weavile. 

"Okay," said Banette, sighing in defeat. Weavile stared at him in shock. 

"We won't get another chance to escape like this," said Banette. "So let's make it everything we've got. Good luck, 
Bronzong." 

Bronzong gave him a wry smirk. "You too-1 still say you should do it. Don't let your afterlife slip by into regrets." 

"Do what?" asked Weavile, but Banette just rolled his eyes. 

"Come on, let’s go- quick, before the barrier vanishes," said Banette, taking off in the opposite direction. Weavile cast 
one worried glance back at Bronzong, before nodding to him, gulping. 

"Thank you." 

Bronzong gave a firm nod as Weavile took off, he turned to face the rampaging beast, who had almost completely 
broken through the wall. 

"Alright, then...let's see how long I can hold you back," said Bronzong, his red eyes glowing with power. 
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Kabutops laughed as he dodged around a corner, hurling one last taunt at the wisps of smoke that followed him. 
"Sheesh, compared to the beast, you don't have a THING on me! This is gonna be a piece of cake!" 

At the other end of the hall, Krookodile snickered as he watched Kabutops vanish from his sight, the pale smoke 
cloud following him- Krookodile was always a planner, and so he had been switching people to stalk all night. So far, 
it had proven a great strategy. He had stalked after the trio of Gardevoirs when they were exploring, carefully avoiding 
Banette's rear guard, and he had dogged Mamoswine and Luxray for a short time. Eventually, he worked up the 
courage to move after the Beast itself, and watched it bear down on Gliscor and Noivern (an inconvenience, really, 
but hey, wasn't his problem). For now, he was stalking the Spirit, which as far as he could tell, was DEFINITELY the 
least threatening of the three. Krookodile snorted with laughter, though he covered his mouth quick out of fear of 
alerting the ghost. 

But it did nothing. In fact it simply floated, before moving into a nearby room. Krookodile rolled his eyes before he 
froze. What was that? Did he hear...sniffling? 

"...darn it...l can't do ANYTHING right." 

Krookodile's brow furrowed. Hang on. Hold the fuck up. That voice was FAR too familiar for it to be a coincidence. 
There was no WAY he was hearing this right now. Krookodile tiptoed to the room, staring down the door before he 
pushed it open. 



The smoky spirit was floating above the bed, almost as if it was sitting down. "Why...why did I think it would be a good 
idea to do this? I wish I was back at home." 

Krookodile's jaw dropped. He was right! He'd recognize that voice anywhere." 

"Mannnn...," groaned the voice. "I really could use a smoke right now." 

Krookodile couldn't help it. "Roserade?" 

The spirit shifted, almost as if it was turning to face him. "AH! KROOKODILE!" 
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"So it is all fake," groaned Gliscor. 

Gardevoir laughed. "I wouldn't say fake, but I did take some interesting precautions to ensure you wouldn't find out. 
Some of you required far more work than others to ensure that you would stay quiet about the whole thing." 

Alakazam folded his arms. "You mean the static effect in my head." 

"Among other things, but you were DEFINITELY one of the harder contestants to cripple," said Gardevoir, smiling 
deviously. 

The contestants who had been attacked were all gathered outside. Toxicroak and Gengar were watching the mansion 
nervously, while Noivern and Gliscor were speaking with Gardevoir along with Alakazam. Mismagius was nearby, a 
very strange expression on her face- a mix of fear and discomfort. She was hovering over another contestant, 
although it was not Trevenant, who was nowhere to be found. She perked up after a moment. 

"Hey, guys! He’s up!" 

Bronzong groaned and floated into the air. "Great. So it WAS just a challenge. Sheesh." 

"Yep!" said Gardevoir cheerfully. "But I don't know if I can tell you more than that. But I saw what you did, Bronzong- it 
was very nice." 

"Shut up right now," growled Bronzong, but Gardevoir simply touched him on the shoulder and took him aside. 

"Are you okay?" she asked. 

"I'M fine- it's Banette I'm worried about." 

"He told you?" Gardevoir's expression was guarded. 

"He basically admitted it, but I had a bit of an inkling." 

"Good. Keep an eye on him for me. Please?" asked Gardevoir, smiling. 

"Tch. Maybe," groaned Bronzong. Gardevoir nodded and went back to the others. 

"Okay, I'll bite- who are the ones running around in costumes?" asked Noivern. "Because like- it couldn't be you or the 
hosts, I saw Mew floating around the hotel." 

"No it definitely isn't us," agreed Gardevoir. "See if you can figure it out! As long as the people still INSIDE the 
challenge don't get it, we don't have a problem. I'll be right back, I need to check if there are any more developments." 

Gardevoir turned to go and see if Mew or Mewtwo had discovered anything, but before she got further, she felt a tap 
on her shoulder. Gardevoir turned and was shocked to see Mismagius there. 

"I...I wanted to talk to you and say l...l'm sorry." 

Gardevoir's face was one of surprise, before her eyes grew sad. "I...what do you mean? I...it was my fault." 

"I overreacted over nothing," mumbled Mismagius. "I thought there was something between you and Banette, without 
realizing Banette would never do anything like that to me, you, or Cacturne." 



"No, it's my fault," grumbled Gardevoir. "I'll admit it-1 had a small crush on him during World Tour, but unlike 
Ninetales, I knew my emotions there weren't real. And what I SHOULD'VE noticed were yours. He was your 
boyfriend." 

"He was your best friend," countered Mismagius. 

The two of them were silent for the longest time. 

"What are we doing?" asked Gardevoir with a sigh. "Look, the thing is...I've missed you...l want to...I want to be 
friends again so...friends?" 

Mismagius was silent, before flying forward and embracing her friend tightly, holding onto her and unwilling to let go. 
Gardevoir’s eyes widened, before she returned the gesture. 

"I'm so sorry." 

"Me too. Never again, okay?" 

"Never again." 

Mismagius smiled and drew back. "And don't worry- I'll definitely be at the wedding." 

Gardevoir smiled, nodding. Then her smile faded, as she looked over her friend curiously. "Mismagius...uh...did you 
bump into something? Your face...l think I see a mark?" 

Mismagius gave a weak laugh. "Yeah, just...bumped into something." 

Mismagius knew what had happened. She had known exactly what had happened. It was wrong. It had hurt, both her 
body and her heart. And she knew that she had to talk to Trevenant about that. She was his girlfriend, not another 
one of his convict enemies! He shouldn't hit her! 

A part of her wanted to tell Gardevoir what had happened and let out all of her disturbed notions of the matter, but 
another part of her was equally reluctant...this wasn't that big of a deal, right? Not yet, anyway. 

"Are you sure?" asked Gardevoir. 

"I'm sure," said Mismagius, putting on a brave, fake smile. "I'll be more careful next time." 

They both knew she was lying, but Gardevoir decided not to press the issue. 

Which was good, because Mismagius had no idea what she was going to do. 
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Krookodile folded his arms as he shut the door and sat down. "Okay, Roserade, I know it's you. Mind telling me what 
the hell YOU'RE doing running around as the Spirit?" 

"Look, please go! You're not supposed to know about this!" protested Roserade desperately. It was so unnerving 
hearing the Stoner's voice (albeit, without its usual relaxed air) coming from a creepy fog. 

"Okay, come on, you sounded like you were crying," snapped Krookodile, growing impatient. This was his ticket to 
winning the challenge, damn it! And well...hey, couldn't hurt him to see why she was so troubled. "Spit it out." 

"Okay well uh...the challenge...we all came back to catch you guys, and we're getting paid by Mew, but I.,.I'm really 
slow, and I'm not that strong and...l haven't caught anyone," moaned Roserade quietly. "Everyone's gonna think I'm 
so dumb. And I couldn't smoke because the smell would give it away, and I need that stuff to stay mellow!" 

Krookodile sighed and leaned on his arms, biting his lip. 

"When did you care what others think? You always seemed to-" 

"I know, I seem like I don't, but I do-1 just hide it well when I’m high," explained Roserade. "Man, it bites...and there's 
this Pokemon I like and..." 

"Who?" asked Krookodile, smirking. 



"No way, I'm in enough deep trouble as it is," groaned Roserade. "They're gonna figure it out...they have cameras, 
they'll have seen you gone in the room to follow me." 

"Then I'll destroy it on the way out," grumbled Krookodile. "Or you can. Whatever, who's gonna care? Back to the 
challenge. Who came back?" 

"I can't spoil that!" hissed Roserade. "You know this one's me. Figure it out!" 

"...I'm betting that Beast is either Garchomp or Swampert based on the size," mused Krookodile. "Other two, I got no 
idea. But I don't get why you're so upset." 

"I did this challenge for a little bit of extra money...but...now that I'm here, I haven't caught ANYONE! At all! It's going 
to be so embarrassing, and I bet Mew won't even pay me! And I need that money!" moaned Roserade. 

"Need?" asked Krookodile, cocking a brow. 

"Y'know, for like...bills and stuff," said Roserade, not sounding happy about the subject. "I have enough to keep my 
place, but the extra...would've sure been nice." 

Krookodile tapped his jaw. "I'm sure you can catch one of them. In fact, tell you what- I'll make you a deal." 

"A deal?" asked Roserade, sounding confused. 

"I'll help you catch a member of the Victorious Vileplumes AND I’ll let you knock me out of the challenge as well. That 
way, you get two players under your belt. At the very least." 

"But...but you...that would ruin your chances of winning," said Roserade, confused. "Why would you do that?" 

Krookodile smirked and pointed to his head. "Strategy, Roserade. It's called showing that you're not invincible. I 
haven't won a single challenge, but I've never been the first one to drop the ball, either. It's called being a good 
player, but not being a threat. I don't WANT to win a challenge-1 want to be as far out of the spotlight as possible. 

You feel me?" 

"So...you want to get out so they won't think you're a threat," mumbled Roserade. 

"And it helps you," said Krookodile, his tone surprisingly kind. "You get two Pokemon under your belt, and maybe you 
can get more. Just don't reveal that we had this conversation and we both walk away pleasant." 

"...o...okay...deal," said Roserade, the smoking shifting slightly. 

"Alright- I'll head out and I'll go find someone- you follow behind me like you're stalking me. I'll signal you when I find 
someone, and then you can creep up on them. You don't have to be fast, just sneaky. Got it?" 

The smoky shroud floated in the air, but gave no reply. But then. 

"Sure but...can I ask one more question?" 

"What?" responded Krookodile, wondering what else she needed. 

"Why are you being so nice to me? You were...you were never this friendly to me when I was still on the island." 
Krookodile bit his lip, thinking the answer over. 

"Because you're not my competition anymore." 

"But...you can still be nice to your competition," protested Roserade. 

Krookodile let out a bitter laugh. "Sorry, Rosie, but if they think you care, they walk all over you. Better not to care at 
all. Now keep an eye on me so I can deliver you a camper." 

With a lash of his tail he swaggered out. 
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Crobat fluttered through three different corridors until he was sure the chills that had been running up his spine had 



disappeared. He knew he was on the fifth floor, but he still had no knowledge of anyone's whereabouts- he had just 
lost the Revenge, but he had nothing to work with- he couldn't even hear the faint thumping of the foul Beast. He 
gritted his teeth before berating himself. 

It wasn't easy. Honchkrow wanted to be weak sometimes, and he wanted to be strong. But it was hard. It wasn't easy 
for him to be strong without her. But on the other hand... 

"She'll kill me if I don't try," murmured Crobat, nodding to himself as he flew into another room. Crobat looked around 
at a dusty ballroom, complete with a stage with ragged curtains. There were some tables on the side, but they weren't 
in good condition. Cobwebs and the occasional bloodstain littered the floors and walls, making Crobat pull a face. On 
second thought, maybe it was better that Honchkrow was gone. She'd hate this place- it smelled pretty musty. 

He suddenly heard a click, and his eyes darted to the other side of the ballroom, noticing a door. Crobat swore, 
before he paused- he hadn't seen any of the monsters OPEN a door- although he did glimpse the Beast punching 
one down. 

But it wasn't any of the four monsters that had appeared. It was Gothitelle. 

Crobat's expression was guarded. Gothitelle stared back, and a look of mutual understanding passed between them- 
Alakazam and Honchkrow were enemies, and by default, that made Gothitelle and Crobat enemies as well. 

That WAS an interesting though, to both Gothitelle and Crobat. Gothitelle knew what many of them had thought upon 
seeing her. She was a trophy, an object, merely the lover of the genius with an amazing intellect. She was gorgeous 
and beautiful, but lacked any skill of her own. That is what they thought. World famous model, yes, but in a game like 
this, Alakazam was the star. And while Crobat was clever, he was barely noticed next to Honchkrow- sure, he got the 
ideas and made the plays, but Honchkrow was the one who approved them and called the shots. 

They were both lesser than their romantic partners, and the question burned- how could two Pokemon in the same 
position prove they were more than what others thought. 

And they both had the same answer- be better than the other. For themselves, and for Alakazam and Honchkrow. 

Those two could handle each other, which meant that Gothitelle and Crobat had to handle each other as well. 

And as they stared into each other's eyes and smirked, the two understood that they BOTH felt that way. 

"So...you are still one of ze ones in zis challenge," began Gothitelle. "Has your team lost many members?" 

"I have no clue," admitted Crobat. "But it’s a bit early to say-1 heard Toxicroak scream earlier, but that's all." 

"Zat eez all?" asked Gothitelle, eyes wide. "Wow. What about Honchkrow? Did you two get separated?" 

Crobat scowled. "We got in a bad situation- it was a coin toss- they chose her instead of me." 

"How unfortunate," commented Gothitelle, but she didn't seem too perturbed. Crobat took the bait. 

"So, how is Alakazam handling it? He has a reputation for acting a bit...on edge during these challenges," said 
Crobat, his tone light, but full of meaning. 

Gothitelle narrowed her eyes. "I assure you, he went down like a man, and not like a coward. And are you really one 
to throw around such accusations? I did watch the first two seasons, you know." 

Crobat's eyes narrowed. "I'll give you that. I definitely used to be a coward, but I think you'll find that's changed- you 
might want to think before picking a fight with me, because that's what you're doing here." 

"You know zat we do not have to do zis," said Gothitelle, pursing her lips. "I know you understand zat Honchkrow and 
Alakazam will certainly fight, but since you have a disadvantage against me, I understand if you do not wish to get 
involved." 

Crobat let out a laugh. "Oh really? Because I'm a Poison-type and you're a Psychic-type? Let me tell you something- 
I'm more than willing to get involved- you're gonna have to catch me before you beat me." 

"Primeape had no trouble wiz zat, and I had no trouble with her," taunted Gothitelle, eyes gleaming. 



Crobat let out a low growl of annoyance, but quickly regained composure. "Just like we'll have no trouble with you and 
Alakazam. After all, the score is 2 to 0 right now, isn't it?" 

Gothitelle let out a frustrated cry and charged up her powers, while Crobat grinned and fluttered into the air. It was on. 
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Medicham walked alongside Bisharp quietly. So far, they had managed to slip by most threats- Bisharp's tactics were 
working, but unfortunately, he didn't see it that way. They were currently on the seventh floor, and he had been rather 
quiet. It made Medicham a bit sad- they had quietly spoken to each other to make sure they were still together and 
performing adequately, but it appeared he had turned his thoughts inward. 

"Are you thinking?" asked Medicham quietly. 

"Yes." 

"Of what?" 

Bisharp sighed. "I'm not sure if this challenge is simply an endurance run or not, but I don't like it...perhaps...perhaps 
there's a way we could deal with these fiends...or at least make the challenge easier. Maybe trap them in a room or 
something." 

"Most could float through," pointed out Medicham. 

"I'm aware- that's the flaw in the plan," said Bisharp bitterly. "I hate it when things aren't perfect." 

Medicham was silent in thought- Bisharp's quip about perfection reminded her of something...something that made 
her angry deep down, but on the other hand, she was also curious. 

"Bisharp...I have a question." 

"I may have an answer." 

"...during the secret challenge...everyone was asked two questions on our team...we had ten players, and twenty 
questions were asked," said Medicham quietly. 

Bisharp felt his stomach lurch. "Yes?" 

"...you only answered once." 

Bisharp frowned. "Are you asking me to reveal which one was mine?" 

"No," said Medicham. "I assume I have the right one. Why strive for something you hate? What is your end goal?" 
Bisharp frowned to himself, before looking back at her. "My end goal is..." 

"Winning?" suggested Medicham bluntly. 

"I couldn't care less about winning, it's the money I desire," said Bisharp, a bit impatient. "If I won the lottery, I'd be 
fine dropping out. I simply wish to accomplish my goals- to be put simply, attain everything I desire that has a 
monetary value." 

"Any examples?" asked Medicham. 

"I'd like to publish a book eventually." 

Medicham smiled. "That is...nice actually. Do you have a specific genre you write or do you write more of guides for 
other Pokemon?" 

"I...simply write what comes to mind," said Bisharp, shrugging. 

"I would enjoy reading some of your works sometime." 

Bisharp smiled a bit, but Medicham noticed it didn’t reach his eyes. "I appreciate the compliment, but it isn't ready yet. 
Perhaps...in time." 



But his eyes flicked back to her. "However, I have a question as well. Was I correct in assuming you denied your 
secret?" 


"You mean that I mugged someone for money?" asked Medicham. "You were...not wrong but...the circumstances...I 
do not...wish to talk about it." 

Bisharp didn't press her, before he heard a soft noise. He turned. "What's that?" 

Medicham looked away. "Nothing." 

Bisharp turned to look at her, taking her face in his hands. He felt something wet, before looking at his hands in 
shock. "You're...crying. Why?" 

"It is a sad memory," said Medicham. "And I can only remember my mistakes...my regrets...and my sorrow...have you 
never cried Bisharp?" 

"...not for a very long time," admitted Bisharp. 

"I suppose you do not expect me to be so emotional," said Medicham, giving a flustered laugh. Despite the situation, 
and despite their issues in the past, Bisharp was an attractive individual. It was hard not to notice the way he held her 
face and looked down on her with a foreign softness in his eyes. It was strange...why wasn't he always this way? 
When did the Pokemon who comforted her after her talk with Swampert turn into the monster that used sneaky tactics 
and would hurt his allies to win? 

"Pardon?" 

"I am a warrior and a fighter. I am tough. It must be strange to know that Pokemon like me can cry. You probably 
think of it as a weakness." 

Bisharp shook his head, taking a hesitant step closer. "Emotions are not weakness." 

He knew he was far close to her now, and everything inside of his head was screaming at him to move away, to step 
back and let her cry quietly. He had no idea why he hadn't. Logic couldn't explain this- this desire to comfort and care 
for a woman who had caused him nothing but headaches and irritation for the first several challenges. She wasn't 
special, at least on the outside- average in looks, a difficult personality, and yet- he didn't step away. It bothered him. 
And frightened him. This was not a part of the plan. 

"If emotions are not weakness," whispered Medicham, their faces inches away,"then why do you refuse to show 
them?" 


Bisharp's response was short and sweet. "Because I-" 

BOOM! 

Bisharp leaped backwards, while Medicham jumped into a fighting stance. They heard another powerful boom. 
"What’s that?" 

Bisharp listened. "Downstairs...a floor below. I don't like this." 

"What should we do?" 

"I don't know or care, but I don't want to be anywhere near that! Come on!" 

000 

Luxray hopped out of the room, smiling at Mamoswine. "Look, you guard the supplies and I'll be back before you 
know it! All I need is one rusty sprocket and the devices will be complete." 

Mamoswine frowned. "I don't want you out there alone." 

"I AM A STRONG INDEPENDENT ELECTRIC LION!" screeched Luxray. "I WILL HANDLE ANYTHING THAT 
COMES MY WAY." 

"Even the clown?" asked Mamoswine. 



Luxray's eyes narrowed. "I'll go for the jugular." 

"Easy, Luxray." 

"Fine, kidneys." 

"Not...really what I meant," muttered Mamoswine. "Okay...fine...but you have to promise to come back safe, alright?" 

"SCOUT'S HONOR, MISTER PIG!" squealed Luxray, before she bounded away, her eyes scanning around for 
threats. 

Krookodile grinned as he watched the exchange from the end of the hallway. He glanced behind him, knowing 
Roserade was probably heading his way, and so he decided NOW was the time to make his move. He tiptoed down 
the hallway to the room where Mamoswine had closed the door. He peered around, left and right, in case a camera 
was watching him, and opened the door. 

Mamoswine turned around, smiling. "Hey, you find it that quickly- KROOKODILE?" 

"Mamoswine, I didn't- OH LORD, DON'T SHOOT!" gasped Krookodile, noticing several cannons pointed at the door. 

"Oh...uh...no worries, I uh...they won't hurt you, just blind you and...possibly make you internally...okay, they can 
totally hurt you," mumbled Mamoswine. 

Krookodile stared. "Did Luxray make ALL of these? OUT OF WHAT?" 

"I can't remember everything...uh...how many of us are left?" asked Mamoswine. 

"WHY'D SHE MAKE THESE?" 

"Quiet down! She doesn't like the Mask, it reminds her of clowns and..." 

"Yeah, yeah, hate clowns, I got it," muttered Krookodile. "Listen, I-" 

But Mamoswine wasn't listening. His eyes widened as he stared at the door, letting out a snort of terror. 

"S-S-SMOKE!" he squealed, as the smoke rushed in behind Krookodile. Krookodile turned and faced the smoke with 
a hidden smirk. All he heard was a whispered 'Thank You’, and everything went dark. 
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Crobat fluttered through the air with a sly grin as he suddenly veered around and switched directions, narrowly 
avoiding a beam of energy. He zoomed towards Gothitelle before switching directions again, while Gothitelle tried to 
blast the location he had just been in. 

"Hold still, you pest!" snapped Gothitelle. "Is your only tactic to fly around and annoy me?" 

"Well if it is, it's sure working!" laughed Crobat. He zoomed and suddenly appeared behind her, flapping hard to gust 
her off balance. "Bonjour!" 

"Why you little-" 

THUMP. 

THUMP. 

THUMP. 

The sound caused Gothitelle and Crobat to both freeze and turn- and realize just how loud their fight had been. And 
when the Beast bursted through the door, roaring and sending debris flying everywhere, they both knew that perhaps, 
at that moment, they could've planned better. 
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Luxray looked around the room where Mamoswine had been waiting- the cannons hadn't been touched, and the only 
new object was a small knife on the ground. And yet Mamoswine was gone. That was impossible! Her defenses had 



been near foolproof and unless he was caught off guard, he would've been able to activate them. 

Luxray scowled. What kind of monster could catch Mamoswine off guard? He was a majestic, powerful beast! 

The word rang in her mind, causing Luxray to shudder. 

Clowns. 

The nefarious bastard must've targeted Mamoswine's weak point like the COWARDLY SHITLORD IT WAS! 

Luxray was trembling. Fear was nothing- it wasn't even the mind killer anymore. Luxray felt no fear, no hesitation, and 
no sorrow. The only thing left in her mind was blinding rage. 

Rage that would only be quelled by avenging Mamoswine and putting that damn Mask to death. 

Luxray let out a battle cry before bounding out of the room. 
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Weavile glanced at Banette. "You heard that thumping upstairs, right? That had to be the Beast...which means 
Bronzong..." 

"Sacrificed himself for us to keep going," finished Banette bluntly. 

"...did you two at least finish your heart to heart?" 

Banette froze, and gave her a look, knowing he had gotten caught. "What gave it away?" 

"If Bronzong trusts anyone in this game at all, it's you. What were you two talking about?" 

"Feelings and emotions- ones we should and and shouldn't have," said Banette, knowing that while honesty was the 
best policy, this conversation would not go very well. 

Weavile frowned, glancing at him with a look. "Let me guess- me?" 

"Not exactly," grumbled Banette. "Let's just...ugh...okay...how do I put this? Mismagius is with someone else, and I'm 
respecting that, but a part of me will always like her. And there are problems between us that we'd have to solve and- 


"Like what?" asked Weavile, her gaze calm. 

"You said you had issues trusting guys after Hypno," explained Banette. "And well...there's the issue of me being a 
Ghost, and you not, and it's not fair to you if I still like someone and-" 

"What if I don't care?" asked Weavile suddenly. 

"...eh?" 

"Banette, a part of you is always going to like her. A part of me is always going to like Alakazam. And no matter how 
much it makes me retch inside, a small part of me will always like Hypno in that same way. Maybe the feelings never 
completely go away, but they're in the past where they belong," said Weavile. "And as for you being a Ghost and me 
not, if that's how you really feel, then it's decided." 

"I...no...I...that's not it the thing is I...Weavile, how the hell do you know for sure that you like me?" asked Banette, 
throwing his hands out for emphasis. "I mean, sure, we had the fling but-" 

"This ISN'T just a fling between you and me!" snapped Weavile, sounding angry at him for the first time, giving 
Banette flashbacks to the old days. "There's something more between us, and you know it! I've stopped thinking 
about that night a while ago, because as I said, the past is in the past!" 

"And for me, the past is everything!" hissed Banette. "How the hell can you trust me and still like me after knowing 
everything I’ve done, everything I am, and everything I'm MADE of!" 


"...because I do trust you," said Weavile coolly. "And I do like you. And I've figured that out not because we had a 
fling, but because of the time we've spent here. And you're just doing what you always do- letting your past haunt 



you. When are you going to understand that even if you did start the fire, you did all you good to help everyone 
survive it? When are you going to figure out that what Mismagius said wasn't true? You're not a cheater, you're not a 
liar, and you're not the monster you think you are!" 

"It's always there." 

"You- I JUST SAID IT'S ALWAYS GONNA BE THERE! I KNOW IT'S ALWAYS GOING TO BE THERE!" snarled 
Weavile. "WHEN ARE YOU GOING TO-" 

Thump. 

Weavile grabbed Banette and pulled him into a nearby closet and closed the door quickly, but quietly. There was a 
low groan at the end of the hallway, but the Beast didn't seem to get any closer. With a ragged moan, it stomped 
away, the sound of its footsteps fading in the distance. Weavile sighed in relief. 

"Too close. We were getting too loud." 

Banette didn't respond. He just stayed in the closet. 

"You're not a monster, Banette- you looked past my past on this show," whispered Weavile quietly. "And I'm willing to 
look past yours." 

"How do you know?" croaked Banette. "How do you know?" 

"I don't know," admitted Weavile. "But I don't care. And no one else does, either. You're the first to beat yourself 
down, and no one else on this island has a bad thing to say about you. You have to stop seeing yourself that 
way...and see yourself the way others do...like I do." 

There was a brush against his cheek and Banette felt the spot where Weavile's lips had touched his body, before the 
door opened and Weavile stepped out. 

"Come on," she said, her tone brisk. "We have to keep going." 

Banette followed her out and shrugged. "Which way?" 

"I don't know...which way did we come again?" 

But Banette wasn't listening. He pointed. 

"Look." He said simply. 

At the end of the hallway was the foggy smoke, silently drifting towards them. The Spirit appeared to have trapped 
them. Banette growled, while Weavile turned. 

"This way," she said, but she stopped and swore as a large, shambling mass emerged from the other dark end of the 
hallway. The eyes of the Beast glowed as the two monsters stood at opposite ends of the hall. Soon, they both began 
to move, closing in. 

"Now what?" asked Weavile. 

"Slash through the floor, this place is going down anyway!" growled Banette. 

Weavile grinned as she began to hack away at the floor, wood pieces flying everywhere, while Banette charged up 
his claws to help. The Spirit and Beast were getting closer and closer, but Weavile soon completed the task. 

"Hop down through!" shouted Weavile. Banette and Weavile jumped down, grinning, before Banette froze. Weavile 
saw what was happening and grabbed his tail, but Banette was caught- the tail on his head was in the arms of the 
Beast. Banette let out a cry of pain at the tugging, with Weavile on one end and the creature on the other. Weavile 
growled, before she scrabbled up Banette's body. 

"LEAVE HIM ALONE!" she snarled, slashing at the Beast's mighty arm. It howled in pain and released them, sending 
the two plummeting down to the floor below, where they collapsed. Weavile shook her head and got up, grabbing 
Banette by the arm and hoisting him over her shoulder. 

"You okay?" 



"Woozy," groaned Banette, head throbbing. "Wait...where's the other one?" 

"Other what?" asked Weavile, before she noticed that the foggy spirit from before was right in front of them. 

"Great," quipped Banette sarcastically, before they heard another rumble. The two looked up and the last thing they 
saw was the Beast diving upon them. 

000 

"Where the hell do I have left to go?" grumbled Kabutops, looking through an enormous kitchen had grown moldy and 
disgusting since the hotel had fallen into disuse. The smell of rotted waste still lingered in the air, and Kabutops pulled 
a face. Hopefully, no spirit or monster or whatever they were would come into this place. 

Kabutops looked around, humming quietly. 

"This is ridiculous- I've been running around this mansion for hours, and I still haven't seen all of the monsters," 
growled Kabutops. "Just three. Still, hope I don't encounter that Mask character. But what are the odds in here?" 

Kabutops looked at his reflection in a hanging, dirty pan. He looked tired and worn out- which was pretty accurate. He 
preferred fighting to running- as long as you beat your enemy down, you didn't have to keep exercising your body. If 
you were running, you'd have to run until you were sure your enemy would catch up. 

And with four enemies, that was a lot of running. 

Kabutops groaned, before he stiffened, noticing a flash in the pan behind him. He turned immediately and saw a red, 
smoky figure approaching quickly, a white mask staring straight at him. Kabutops had no time to think and flung a pan 
at it. The Mask grabbed the pan with a disturbing black arm and tossed it aside. Kabutops frowned. 

"You guys...can physically touch us," he murmured aloud, before a broad smile spread on his face as he stuck up his 
scythes. The monster seemed to hesitate. 

"All right, you big bastard, I dunno how many of us you took out but let's see how you do when someone fights back, 
eh?" 


Kabutops swung a scythe forward, while the Mask drifted back, eyes glinting, before a machete appeared in the 
smoke. Kabutops sneered before swinging a scythe to collide with it. Kabutops followed that up with a roundhouse 
kick, knocking the Mask back. Kabutops stared in astonishment. 

They had PHYSICAL FORMS? What the HELL? 

No time to figure it out, though. Kabutops ran forward and swung his leg, but he was shocked when the Mask 
grabbed his ankle. As he felt his mind start to go numb, Kabutops tore himself free, glaring in annoyance. 

"So, if you get one hit on me, I'm done- no problem, I work best with a handicap!" 

Kabutops dove forward, swinging his scythes like a maniac, but he was blocked at every turn. The monster aimed a 
blow towards his head, but Kabutops blocked it with his arms. Not to be outdone, the monster lunged for his open 
stomach. Kabutops stared in horror. 

But rather than blacking out, Kabutops was punched back. He stared in confusion- it hadn't knocked him out? What 
the hell? The eyes behind the mask gleamed dangerously, but there was something else...a challenge? A sense of 
fun? 

"You're enjoying this!" snapped Kabutops, grabbing a heavy pot and flinging it at the thing, hitting it off balance. 
Kabutops grinned, sharpening his scythes as he advanced. One more move and... 

His blood ran cold. Kabutops froze up and turned to see the Revenge floating behind him, a hand firmly placed on the 
back of his head. Kabutops felt his body grow numb as he fell to the floor, knocked out. The Mask stood up, looking 
over the body, before glaring at the Revenge accusingly. 


"What the hell, Froslass?" snapped the Mask. "I was having fun with that! You can't just get in the middle of us, that's 
our THING!" 



"Look, Seizor," sighed the Revenge, shaking her head. "Whether you like it or not, you have to knock them out- we 
can't just play with them. Only three left- after that, you can spar like the weird couple you are." 

"We're not weird!" protested the Mask. "It was just...well...I...oh forget it, where are the last ones?" 
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Bisharp and Medicham ran down a staircase- or tried to. But Bisharp had twisted his ankle, replacing his normal 
stride with an awkward gait that was aggravating him. Nevertheless, he refused Medicham's assistance, saying that 
pain "built character". They headed down a few flights of stairs, with Medicham in the lead. But they were caught off 
guard when the stairs broke under them. 

Medicham let out a cry of shock as she fell through. "Oh no!" 

Bisharp lunged forward and grabbed her wrist quickly. With a grunt of effort, he helped her back up. "Are you all 
right?" 

"Yes...but...are you?" asked Medicham. 

Bisharp grit his teeth, knowing he had further aggravated his ankle. "I'm good." 

Medicham folded her arms before wrapping one around Bisharp to steady him. "Walk with me. It will be faster if you 
let me help you." 

Bisharp seemed annoyed, but eventually relaxed and limped alongside her, huffing quietly. "Thank you." 

"So...how many do you think remain?" asked Medicham. 

"Who knows...and who cares?" growled Bisharp. "What matters is the victory. We must secure it to remain safe." 

As the stairs disappeared and the burnt old carpet appeared under their feet, Medicham's eyes widened. She pointed 
out forward. "Bisharp, look!" 

There, in front of them, was the hotel lobby. The door was in sight! They could escape! 

"Bisharp...I know you do not wish to throw the challenge, but perhaps you should exit...your foot could use medical 
attention." 

"Nonsense," growled Bisharp. "I don't think we'd have been able to exit anyway. That doesn't seem right. It has to be 
a trap." 

"A trap?" asked Medicham, helping Bisharp hobble along towards the door. "Are you sure?" 

"It must be," insisted Bisharp. "Don't turn the knob." 

"Then what CAN we do?" asked Medicham. 

"Well, that's easy, we simply-" 

CRACK. 

There was a cracking noise and then a loud snap as suddenly, from the ceiling, a roar was heard. As the ceiling 
shuddered and fell apart, debris fell down, hitting Bisharp in the back. He let out a pained groan as he hit the ground. 

"I...can't move...ugh." 

Medicham, however, was more frightened by the ceiling. There was a roar, a thump, and then a loud crashing sound 
as the Beast fell through the ceiling, slamming onto the foyer floor a few meters away. It turned to look at them, a foul 
gleam in its eye. 

There was a chill in the air, and Medicham whirled around to see the Revenge and the Mask, slowly appearing to the 
left near the broken elevators. The eyes behind the Mask gleamed, while the Revenge simply pointed, its white form 
glowing with power. 


Lastly, the Smoky Spirit drifted from the staircase they had just came from. It floated ominously, slowly getting closer. 



Medicham stared in horror. This was it, wasn't it? 

Bisharp looked up at her. "Medicham...run. You can't save me, so run." 

"I will not leave you!" said Medicham, striking a fighting stance. "Suppose they kill you. How could I live with myself?" 
"Don't...Medicham...just go, it has to be a challenge!" 

"You don't know that!" protested Medicham. "You are my teammate, and I will protect you." 

The Beast roared and charged, slavering jaws ready, but Medicham was ready- she swung a powerful leg, causing 
the Beast to stop and rear back, before swinging a mighty arm at her. Medicham leaped over it, before kicking the 
Beast between the eyes, sending him flopping over onto his side. 

"They...they have physical forms!" said Bisharp in astonishment. 

"Then I can fight them!" said Medicham, smiling dangerously. The Smoky Spirit floated closer, but noticeably stayed 
out of range of Medicham's fists. The Mask and the Revenge were dodging around, although the Revenge seemed to 
not care about Medicham's attacks- Medicham had to keep moving away from it. The moment the Mask got close to 
Bisharp, Medicham hit it far backwards. But every time she warded one off, another would take its place. 

It didn't take long for Medicham to get tired from the endless onslaught. Soon, she was panting hard as she struggled 
to stand guard over Bisharp. 

"You're at your limit- run before they get us both!" shouted Bisharp. 

"I said no!" 

"Medicham..." 


"AHEM!" 


As all of the monsters were about to lunge for Medicham, they heard a voice. Everyone slowly turned to see Luxray 
on the staircase, looking down at them all with nothing except contempt. The normal joyful glint in her eyes was gone, 
but she still had a forced grin on her face- although, with the current situation, it looked more like a grimace. 

"So! This is what I find! The Clown and its foolish cohorts, attempting to take the lives of the enemy team. And while 
normally I may not stop you, there's just a little problem." 

The Mask gave the Beast a strange look, but the Beast just shrugged. 

"The issue of you monsters TAKING AWAY MAMOSWINE FROM ME!" screeched Luxray. "AND FOR THAT, 
YOU'RE ALL GONNA PAY WITH YOUR ENTIRE BEING!" 

All of the monsters exchanged a glance, while Bisharp just scoffed. 

"Ridiculous." 

Luxray then pulled out a buton. 

The Mask and the Revenge both stared in horror before tried to flee, but Luxray was too quick. She slammed a paw 
down on the button. 

Nothing happened. 

"...that's it?" asked the Beast, seeming a bit perplexed. 

Bisharp recognized the voice. "Wait a minute..." 

Medicham stared in shock. "Swampert?" 

"Uh...l mean...that is." 


"Wait...why's the floor rumbling?" asked Bisharp. The floor was quivering and shaking, sending everyone rolling and 
staggering around the room. There was a brilliant flash...and then... 



000 


"What...the hell happened?" groaned Bisharp, sitting up. 

Medicham helped him up. "The challenge is over." 

Bisharp's eyes widened as he looked around, before he noticed that they were outside. Everyone was standing 
around, as if they were waiting for the challenge to be over- Crobat was busy being lectured by Honchkrow, while 
Banette, Bronzong, and Gardevoir were all in deep conversation. Gardevoir noticed Bisharp was awake, and walked 
over. 

"Interesting...you were out for a little while...maybe because you were on the floor," mused Gardevoir aloud. 

"The challenge is over?" demanded Bisharp. "But...wait a minute...l have questions." 

"Everyone does," said Gardevoir, folding her arms. "Alright, everyone, game's over. Any questions?" 

"So there were never any monsters?" asked Crobat. "It was just those four, over there?" 

He was referring to Seizor, Froslass, Roserade, and Swampert, who were all standing next to Mew as they were 
being paid for their services. Seizor smirked at the question, holding up a small mask in her hands. 

Gardevoir nodded. "Yup. Them all along- Mew and Mewtwo used their abilities to make them appear as horrifying 
monsters to chase you down, while I provided the waves of fear and dread you all felt. While Mew and Mewtwo used 
the monsters to prey on your eyes, I preyed on your minds. This game was a test of willpower, essentially." 

"...so it was partially illusion, but to make it feel more real, you used physical bodies inside of each illusion," 
commented Alakazam. "A clever trick. And the static effect to throw us Psychics off guard was rather well done too." 

"Thanks," said Gardevoir, chuckling. 

"I got a question," said Mismagius. "What would've happened if we tried to leave? There was a door, and you said we 
could leave, but-" 

"That was a trap- if you touched the doorknob, it wouldn't work, and the four monsters would know where you were," 
responded Gardevoir. "But only one person fell for it- although they didn't try to leave anyway." 

Trevenant scowled, but was grateful she hadn't mentioned him by name. 

"Then who won?" asked Bisharp, thrusting himself through the crowd. 

"Well, since Luxray set off this massive flash grenade that blinded all of the monsters, we had to sort of end it there," 
commented Gardevoir. "So that would give the game to her, since she rendered the monsters useless. As such, Mew 
and Mewtwo and I have decided that the Graceful Gardevoirs win!" 

Luxray let out a maniacal laugh as she gave Noivern a high five. "LUXRAY SHALL FEAR CLOWNS NO MORE! 
PATHETIC WORMS SUCH AS THOSE PAINTED CRETINS SHALL BEG FOR MERCY AT MY FEET!" 

Bisharp clenched his fists. All of that time, all of that strategy, and all of that skill he had used...and they had lost. 
Again. Bisharp was very annoyed. 

He felt a hand touch his shoulder, tensing up, before noticing it was Medicham. He looked at her, and she gave him a 
sympathetic look. 

"It is okay- we did our best, and we survived- that is all our team can ask for," she said, smiling. 

Bisharp gave her a nod. "Yes...yes...that's good." 

This was not a part of the plan. 

"Well, campers, thanks for the show!" said Mew with a chortle. "I'll send you off to decide who's going home and 
who's going to the Nightmare Isle! Have fun!" 

Mew and Mewtwo led Gardevoir away, talking animatedly about the challenge, while Trevenant walked up to Bisharp. 



"So...what's the plan?" 

"HI get back to you later on that," said Bisharp quietly. "But I need to do some things first. I have to set the wheels in 
motion." 
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"Let me get this straight- you want to make a deal with me," drawled Bronzong. 

"Only if you're interested- it benefits us both," said Bisharp firmly. "You see, there's someone on your team that we 
both don't like, and we both know is a threat." 

Bronzong closed his eyes. "Alakazam, eh? What exactly do you want from me?" 

"In all honesty? Nothing that you don't want. How would you like to go back to the Nightmare Isle again tonight?" 
"Tonight?" asked Bronzong. "Why should I?" 

"Don't play dumb with me, Bronzong," stated Bisharp dryly. "I'm giving you the chance to find the one file everyone 
wants- Alakazam's." 

"How do you know I don't already have it?" asked Bronzong, rolling his eyes. 

"Because you continued the conversation after I mentioned Alakazam." 

"You got me. Fine, I'll take that offer, but that's not all you want." 

"I just want to know what's in it," said Bisharp simply. "You can keep it, but I would prefer if you showed me the 
contents. After all, if you want to beat him so badly, you might need it." 

Bronzong let out a short laugh. "Interesting. You don't know me too well, Bisharp. I don't WANT to beat Alakazam, but 
it might be fun to see how much I can make him squirm. So, sure, you've caught my interest. Why do you want to see 
his file, though?" 

"It's nearly merge time," said Bisharp coolly. "If he makes it, then he becomes my problem. Most of your team does 
not frighten me, but you and Alakazam are among the exceptions." 

"So why didn't you go to him for info on me?" asked Bronzong, intrigued. 

"Because I'd rather have you as an ally," said Bisharp honestly. It was true- Bronzong as an ally was much more to 
his tastes than Alakazam. 

"This isn't an alliance- just a mutually shared goal," warned Bronzong. "I'll do it though." 

"Good," said Bisharp, turning to walk away. "Then we have nothing more to discuss. See you later." 

"Where are YOU going?" 

"I have to talk to some more Pokemon about tonight." 
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"Let's make dis short and sweet," growled Honchkrow. "You only come to me when you want someone eliminated, so 
spit it out." 

Bisharp folded his arms. "Honchkrow, I have worked with your tactics so far and I am trying to do what is best for this 
team. You know that. There is no reason to be hostile." 

Honchkrow chuckled. "Well, you're a smooth talker, dat's for sure. Okay, tell me- who goes tonight?" 

Bisharp looked around, glancing at Crobat, before looking at Honchkrow. 

"Medicham." 

"Medicham?" asked Crobat. "Is that what's best for the team or what's best for you? She doesn't like you, you know." 



"We could just as easily vote you off to appease her," said Honchkrow. 

Bisharp smiled. "If that's what you think, then you're sadly mistaken." 

"And why's dat?" 

"Medicham does not understand our tactics, Honchkrow- we have to always send her away whenever we wish to do 
something sneaky. During the clue challenge, she had to be sent away- during the cliff jump, she refused to attack 
Diglett to mess up their team, and for the boat challenge, we had to send her to get the chest instead of help. For all 
of her fighting skill, she only wants to use it honorably, which is getting in the way of OUR goals." 

"I understand that," said Crobat. "But it seems personal." 

"I assure you, it isn't." 

"Proof?" 

"Cool it, Crobat," warned Honchkrow. She tapped her beak thoughtfully. "Well, we could always just chat wi her and 
see if she'll lighten up." 

"Doubtful," argued Bisharp. "And besides, if you eliminate me, she'll just go after you next. Once I'm gone, Medicham 
will move onto the next Pokemon who disagrees with her honor code." 

Honchkrow was silent for a time, before nodding to Bisharp. "I'll tink about it. See ya at da ceremony." 

"Will you tell me your decision?" asked Bisharp. 

"No," barked Honchkrow. "You'll know when Mew hands out da blocks. Now shove off!" 

Bisharp raised his hands in surrender and left. Crobat eyed him warily. 

"He's slick-1 don't think we should trust him," said Crobat. 

"But he's a good teammate," argued Honchkrow. "And Medicham might be a stronger force post merge. He's talking 
sense. But I don't trust him." 

"So what do we do?" 

"Bisharp won't be too hard to vote off, I tink," said Honchkrow. "But Medicham is da same. We're in a pickle, Crobat. I 
gotta tink about dis." 

000 

"Man, good to be back in the confessional again!" crowed Kabutops, stretching. "There were none inside of 
the hotel- made the whole thing a bit creepier. Anyway, no idea who to vote. This is gonna be crazy." 

000 

"It's my plan that matters- unfortunately, this one requires luck," said Bisharp, looking uncomfortable. 

000 

"As long as Missy keeps her trap shut, we're fine and SHE'S fine," growled Trevenant. 

000 

"Well, after that fantastic challenge, I wonder which of their teammates the Victorious Vileplumes are gonna drop!" 
shouted Mew, leering down at all of the campers before him. 

The Victorious Vileplumes seemed more exhausted and tired than worried, although Crobat seemed nervous, while 
Toxicroak was glancing back and forth, wondering if they were thinking of taking him out next. 

"Interesting votes this time around!" said Mew, tapping his fingers. "But, let's cut to the chase- Mamoswine and 
Mismagius, get on up here." 



Mamoswine tottered forward to gobble up his block, while Mismagius hesitated, before taking her block with a worried 
glance back at Trevenant. 

"Honchkrow...Crobat... Bisharp." 

Honchkrow smirked as she flew up, with a careful Bisharp and Crobat following after her. 

"...Gengar's safe, along with Kabutops." 

Gengar grinned and high fived Kabutops (being cautious of the scythe), before he stepped up and took his block. 
Kabutops grinned over at Banette, who smiled in response. 

"And so we're left with some of the usual suspects...Trevenant, Toxicroak, and Medicham, eh?" asked Mew, smiling 
at them. Medicham looked warily from side to side, curious if Toxicroak or Trevenant was going home. Trevenant just 
snarled in defiance. Toxicroak just bit his lip. 

"Trevenant's safe, however," said Mew, smiling. "So it comes down to the two Fighting-types here." 

Trevenant let out a nasty laugh as he headed up, throwing Medicham and Toxicroak a mean look. 

"Toxicroak, your screams were heard throughout the hotel, and pretty early during the challenge too," said Mew. "As 
for Medicham, you were present until the near end of the challenge, but then Luxray slipped in to steal the victory. 
Does your team blame you? I wonder." 

Medicham folded her arms, finding that accusation to be foolish. She glanced at Bisharp to try and see- he must be 
worried about Toxicroak. 

But she was confused. Bisharp wasn't looking at either of them. On the contrary, he was looking up into the night sky, 
as if he was thinking about something. But what? 

"The final Poke Block goes to...Toxicroak!" 

Medicham's eyes widened. "What?" 

"OH YEAH!" shouted Toxicroak. "I'M STILL SAFE!" 

"I...it is me? I am the one eliminated?" asked Medicham. 

Bisharp stepped closer, frowning quietly. "Apologies. These things happen sometimes. I don't understand how but...l 
suppose some of our teammates thought..." 

"It is fine," said Medicham quietly. "I will respect their choice, even if I do not agree with it. Farewell, Bisharp." 
"Farewell, Medicham." 

Trevenant watched, a curious gleam in his eye. So that's what was going to happen, eh? Not bad at all. 
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"Smooth, Bisharp," growled Trevenant. "Very smooth." 
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"I do not care to choose a winner, but I hope that my team continues to win without my help," said Medicham 
quietly. "And at least, at the very end, Bisharp and I saw eye to eye...if only briefly." 
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"Bisharp comforting Medicham before she leaves?" asked Crobat. "It was HIS idea. That's coldblooded, 
dude." 

000 

Honchkrow blew a smoke ring thoughtfully. "It's kinda funny. I thought dose two had a ting for eachudda...or 
at least, maybe Medicham did. Dat's really interesting, Bisharp- Bronzong may be emotionless, but you might 



be da first Pokemon I've ever met dat I thought didn't have a heart." 
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Medicham closed her eyes as she was tied to a log. "Is this necessary, Mew? I can break out of these ropes easily." 

"Then satisfy my urge for humiliating sendoffs and break out once you're off of the camera," grumbled Mew as he 
pushed the log into the water. Medicham floated away, with her teammates waving to her. 

"Farewell everyone! And Bisharp, I'm glad that you and I managed to resolve our differences!" 

"Is that what you think?" asked Trevenant, causing Bisharp to throw him a look of horror. "Ha! Good luck, Medicham!" 

"What does he mean?" called Medicham, but Bisharp turned and strode away. 

"Hey, knight boy! Just because Medicham's gone doesn't mean we're done!" shouted Mew. "We still have the 
Nightmare Isle to decide." 

"Then decide it," said Bisharp quietly. "I'm tired." 

Mew rolled his eyes. "Killjoys, all of you. Okay...for the Victorious Vileplumes, we have...Toxicroak going!" 

"Aw MAN!" moaned Toxicroak. "I've already gone once, leave me alone!" 

"And for the Graceful Gardevoirs...Bronzong!" 

Bronzong smirked in Bisharp's direction and gave him a nod. "Fine by me. I could use another sweep of that place." 

"Well, now that THAT'S over with, go poop on someone else's party!" snapped Mew, teleporting away. Mewtwo 
shook his head in annoyance before doing the same, muttering on about drama queens. 
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"I gotta admit, I was wrong about you," said Trevenant, chuckling. "I thought for the longest time you had a crush on 
that stupid warrior girl, but you played her so hard, it put me to shame. Well done." 

"I'm not looking for congratulations," said Bisharp quietly. 

"What?" asked Trevenant, looking a bit stung. "I gave you a compliment- you should be-" 

"What you GAVE was Medicham suspicion," drawled Bisharp. "There IS a merge coming up! What if someone tells 
her what I did? Someone who watches the show? And what if she COMES BACK?" 

"Relax, Bisharp...there's a chance that won't happen," said Trevenant. "And we're on a smooth ride to the top now- 
we've got both Bronzong and Toxicroak hunting down Alakazam, and you nailed Medicham to the elimination ride 
home! I thought you'd at least be happy." 

"...yes, we're in a good spot, now that I've cut Medicham loose," agreed Bisharp, though his tone was a bit wistful. "At 
any rate, I hope you're ready to do the same to Mismagius." 

"Mismagius won't see it coming," insisted Trevenant, cracking his knuckles. 

"Good," said Bisharp, closing his eyes. "Then it's time for me to start taking down the other chess pieces on the 
enemy's team." 
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If I ever do a chapter this long again, please stop me. 

SO GARDEVOIR CAME BACK! Horror challenge, because Gardevoir seems to like the random challenges such as 
the shooting ones and the horror ones. So I sort of took inspiration from some horror video games with this one and 
made it a survival through a hotel- the catch being that rather than being chased by one baddie, four could close in on 
you. 

There's a lot of subtle characterization in these chapters, with backstories behind Banette (which helps establish this 



universe I've made), Bronzong, and Honchkrow coming into the light. In addition, I wanted to give a few characters 
strong characterization, such as Trevenant, Weavile, and Krookodile (being strangely nice? Interesting). 

But a primary focus of this chapter was Bisharp and Medicham- first at each other's throats, then slowly building up a 
friendship of trust and kindness...and possibly something more. It could've been happy, but Bisharp, obsessed with 
his plans and scared of these conflicting feelings, has severed the bond with Medicham and sent her home. 

Fun Fact: Medicham's shininess is a big contrast to Froslass- Froslass didn't care about her shininess, but was 
scared to mention it, while Medicham's shininess is rarely mentioned because it's not important to her at all. 

Ah well. On the bright side, Gliscor and Noivern are official! On the downside, I'd consider this chapter Bisharp's rise 
as a true antagonist. 

There's a lot of stuff that can be talked about in this chapter, but I'll respond to the reviews and such! For now, I'll take 
a break and soon start working on the next chapter! 

Next Episode: Great! More quizzes! Mew sets up a quiz, but it's not just simply answering questions anymore! The 
teams face off as one player tries to needle the another's weakness. Another player's starts to get more brutal with 
their handling of certain situations. And when two different ideals collide, a powerful player but bad teammate is sent 
home. 

Medicham: I would be honored if you were to review on my behalf. Thank you. 



*Chapter 16*: Mew and Bellsprout's Double Trouble! 

Okay, it's time for another chapter! 

Sorry it took so long, with finals and all, haha. 

Warning, there is a scene between Mismagius and Trevenant in this chapter that can be considered abusive (mainly 
verbal threats). If it makes you anxious, you can skip that part. 
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"Hey everyone, it's time for another episode Nightmare Isle Nightly!" shouted Celebi, confetti falling down on top of 
them. "This time, I have a newcomer watching the show with me! Give it up for everyone's favorite strongman, 

Swam pert!" 

Swampert waved to the crowd and grinned, before he flexed some of his muscles, showing off a bit for the crowd. 
Soon the cheering made him a bit embarrassed and he sat down, a light blush on his face. 

"Was that too much?" 

Celebi's face was rather red herself. "Not at ALL." 

"Sorry about that...uh...so...you can get back to your show!" said Swampert, chuckling sheepishly. 

"So...Swampert, you were one of the newcomers on the show," said Celebi, smiling politely. "And you were so widely 
accepted, too! Was the show everything you'd hope it was?" 

"Uh, no. It was SO much better! I met so many awesome Pokemon- Medicham was great, lovely girl, total sweetheart 
and awesome workout partner...although I don't think she'll be too happy..." 

"Yes...we all saw the latest episode," commented Celebi. "Has Medicham?" 

"As of right now, no...she's watching the whole Season-1 don't think she's seen what Bisharp did yet," said Swampert 
quietly. "I didn't think he'd stab her in the back THAT hard." 

"So, any highlights? Any favorite moments?" 

"I loved winning Primeape's physical fitness challenge, and uh...my food was really well received by the judges in that 
cooking challenge!" said Swampert happily. 

"What about your Mega Evolution?" 

Swampert's face turned a shade that resembled his species' shiny coloration. "I, uh, don't wanna mention that. I said 
some embarrassing stuff I think. I get a bit rowdy when I'm in that state of mind." 

"Okay, well, now that we've discussed you, let's talk about something more related to the game- as you know, this 
show is about the Nightmare Isle- you have the distinction of being one of the first two Pokemon sent there! Would 
you like to talk about that?" 

Swampert chuckled. "Gosh, it was so long ago...I barely remember it, I was so scared at the time...! don't do well with 
psychological stuff, but I found a couple protein bars on the island in a tree- that kept me going for the days I was 
there." 

"How would you like to see Toxicroak and Bronzong going through those trials?" 

"Well, I think Bronzong will be fine...he's probably just happy he gets another crack at the island," said Swampert, 
stroking his chin. "As for Toxicroak, uh...something tells me he's not happy. Let's check it out!" 

"You heard the man!" announced Celebi. "Let's take a look!" 
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"Why did he have to blow me off?" muttered Toxicroak. When the two had shown up on the island, Toxicroak had 



immediately suggested they work together to find the files, but Bronzong had immediately vetoed that idea. The bell 
wanted to work alone, which wasn't a BAD thing- Toxicroak understood that some Pokemon were solitary. 

CRACK! 

Toxicroak whirled around, his eyes guarded. He, on the other hand, didn't like feeling this vulnerable. 

"Man...I guess I'm on edge...there's a lot of tension lately," murmured Toxicroak, eyes closed. "Trevenant and Bisharp 
have been at each other's throats...but...is Bisharp really gonna knock him out over a few fights?" 

Toxicroak glanced around. "Ugh...man. So much for friendship." 

Contrary to what everyone believed, Toxicroak wasn't an idiot. Was he the smartest contestant? No. Was he the 
dumbest contestant? Definitely no. He figured that there was some way for Mew and Mewtwo to track him, or for 
someone to listen in on him- he didn't want to mention the alliance. His alliance with Bisharp was the only thing 
keeping him in the game. 

And if Bronzong found out, he'd have all of the right cards to play against Bisharp during their deal. 

CRACK! 

Toxicroak jumped, looking around before he saw a powerful looking creature standing over him. He gulped and 
scrambled back, before he squinted. It was a statue of a large dragon. 

"Huh...a Dragonite...reminds me of that Diglett statue I saw not too long ago," said Toxicroak. He scratched the back 
of his head, before he continued walking. 

He was being way too nervous for this. He hated this island. 

The cameras switched and swapped a few times, before finally one caught a teal shape shifting through some trees. 
Bronzong emerged, a few more files in his hand, a clever smirk on his face. 

"Heheheh...thanks for the punishment, Vileplumes. I got exactly what I'm looking for." 

With a low chuckle he soon vanished from view, moving through the shadows and disappearing into the darkness. 
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"That's it?" grumbled Celebi. "I finally get Bronzong on camera again, but only for a few moments! Ugh!" 

"But you got SOMETHING- and Bronzong definitely seems happy...I wonder what he found," mused Swampert. 
"Knowing Bronzong? Something to trip up SOMEONE he doesn't like," said Celebi. 

"Hmm...well, I guess Alakazam had better be on his toes," said Swampert, smiling with faint interest. "I never found 
anything on that island. Wonder how he'll use the info." 

"We'll be sure to find out soon!" said Celebi. "I guess that concludes...Nightmare Isle...Nightly...and..." 

Celebi slammed her head on her desk. "OH GOD, IT'S GETTING SHORTER AND SHORTER! I'm running out of 
drama! My show's going to get cancelled, I know it is!" 

Swampert scooted his seat closer and patted her consolingly on the shoulder, before sternly motioning the cameras 
away. The audience made long noises of sympathy. 

Celebi, as it seemed, was not having a great time. 
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"You're chipper today," said Crobat, looking at Honchkrow. 

"Yeah?" grunted Honchkrow, taking a sip of her coffee. "What makes ya say dat?" 

"Your attitude has just improved. You know me. I can just tell with you." 



"Got a problem wit it?" 

Crobat let out a lighthearted laugh. "Nope. It’s good to see you've lightened up considerably since last time." 

"Yeah, well, I have- dat fear junk is over, I can relax and move on- you and I got anudder couple to take down. You 
tink we got what it takes?" 

"Of course we do- but what’s your plan for Alakazam and Gothitelle?" asked Crobat, his eyes narrowed. 

Honchkrow noticed and laughed. "You seem more eager dan I am." 

"Let's just say she and I have traded some barbs, and it's personal between us as well." 

"Don't you play dumb wit me," said Honchkrow, her gaze warm and teasing. "You fired a few personal shots at her, 
Crobat, you little sneak." 

Crobat smirked. "Yeah well, I can't let any other ladies disrespect my own, right?" 

"Spoken like a true right hand man." 

"And boyfriend." 

Honchkrow groaned in embarrassment, before clearing her throat and continuing. "We're gonna find a weakness. 
Dat's what we're gonna do. Da thing is, we have to get Alakazam. We have to beat him at his own game, but his 
game is to make sure we don't beat him." 

"So the plan?" 

Honchkrow grinned. "We make him fluctuate between threat level and weak level." 

Crobat closed his eyes. "Alakazam thinks he's a threat." 

"Ego does shit to people, Crobat- we need to make him look weak, because dat ego of his is gonna make him 
become more pompous, more arrogant-" 

"And more likely to prove himself a threat, which isn't such a good idea with the merge coming up," concluded Crobat. 
"If we keep hitting Alakazam again and again and again, he'll keep rising again and again and again- everyone sees 
the threat, everyone votes it off. Done. Nice, clean, and simple-1 like it." 

"And after dat, we deal with Gothitelle." 

"Any idea for that you want to run by me?" 

Honchkrow winked at him. "Oh, c’mon, Crobat. Do I gotta do all da work? I'm leaving her for you. Figure someting 
out." 

"Much obliged," responded Crobat, his fangs glittering in his smile. "But I have one more question for you." 

"Shoot- DON'T SHOOT-1 mean, oh forget it, just ask," grumbled Honchkrow, shaking her head at her own 
overreactions. 

"What about Bisharp? He's campaigned against several campers in the past, and he mostly gets his way. He uses 
our votes to get what he wants, and you know that." 

"Well, if dat's da case...," said Honchkrow, lighting a cigar. "You should know why it doesn't bother me." 

Crobat shook his head, a smile on his face. "You're devious, you know that?" 

"What makes ya say dat?" 

"The only reason you're not targeting Bisharp is because if he's going to you for votes, he's not aiming for you to get 
eliminated." 

"Bingo. And if he tries to backstab me, I’ll catch wind of it before he gets da chance," agreed Honchkrow. "Bisharp 
can do as he likes until it's post merge. After dat, he and Alakazam are both gonna fold- because I've got enough 



tricks and bluffs to flush 'em down da drain." 
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"Hey...I...can we talk?" asked Mismagius, hesitant. 

Trevenant let out a low rumble as he opened his eye in annoyance. He had been enjoying a nice nap on the beach- 
Bisharp hadn't given any flack recently- the knight had been busy brooding, but whatever it was about, it wasn't 
Trevenant's business. Trevenant huffed and sat up, dusting some sand off of his wooden frame before glancing at 
Mismagius. 

"Well, I don't have anything to say, but if you do, fine- talk." 

Mismagius stood her distance, closing her eyes in irritation. This felt wrong. She was used to being hotheaded, 
forward, and not taking any shit if she could help it. And while she DID like Trevenant, it didn't give him the right to 
treat her the way he did. It was wrong, and she had to show she wasn't going to stand for it. Mismagius looked up 
and stared at Trevenant, determined. 

"...you went too far in the last challenge," said Mismagius, narrowing her eyes. "I'm not just a girl you can beat up, 
and I'm not going to stand for that kind of treatment." 

Trevenant folded his arms. "Then stay out of my way and don't make me angry. It's simple." 

"I shouldn't have to appeal to your wishes for you not to hurt me," snapped Mismagius. "You shouldn't hit me because 
it’s WRONG, not because I behave!" 

Trevenant's eyes glinted dangerously, and Mismagius floated back. Trevenant chuckled. 

"What? Scared? I thought you just grew a backbone," growled Trevenant. "Guess I was wrong, eh?" 

Mismagius swallowed, but didn't pack away. "I am NOT scared." 

"Good." 

Trevenant charged forward with a quick burst of speed, and grabbed Mismagius by the shoulder, gripping her tight. 
She let out a gasp of pain, but Trevenant didn't release his grip. 

"The only ones who get to make the rules are the ones STRONG enough to make sure they stay in place," snarled 
Trevenant, his voice a harsh whisper. "So, here's what's going to happen. You're not going to make anymore talks 
like this. You're gonna shut up and do what I say. I don't care if you're not scared right now-1 will GIVE you something 
to be afraid of. Don't think voting me off is going to stop me- that's just gonna make it hurt worse. For you and 
everyone you care about. Got it?" 

"You...you're threatening me?" gasped Mismagius, wincing as his grip tightened. 

"Yes. So shut up, and if I catch ONE WORD of you turning on me, you're DONE. Keep up the act. Got it?" 

Mismagius gave him a murderous look, but she couldn't refuse. It wasn't worth it. It wasn't worth everyone else 
knowing what Trevenant was up to. It wasn't worth the suffering that she and everyone else would endure if she 
turned on him. She had just gotten her best friend back and had just started putting the drama last season behind 
her. Mismagius held back angry tears and nodded- he may be in control right now, but he wasn't going to get the 
satisfaction of seeing how upset she truly was. 

"Glad we got that talk out of the way," rumbled Trevenant as he scuttled away. 
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"She's becoming a problem," grumbled Trevenant. "But I think THAT'LL keep her quiet for a few episodes." 
000 

"Ugh...I can't stand for this but...I can't risk everyone else!" snarled Mismagius, tears of fury in her eyes. 
"You're not going to get away with this! I...I thought we were...TREVENANT, YOU BASTARD!" 
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"Hon, I think this was a great idea, but uh...maybe next time I should pick out the date," said Gliscor, smiling 
sheepishly. 

Noivern glanced at him, looking a bit upset. "But...but...aw man, I knew it. This was crappy. Sorry, man, it's like, I'm 
always used to going to shows and stuff for dates, you know? Rocking out with my mad guitar skills and playing some 
sick jams and-" 

"No, no, Noivern, it's not that us eating here...in the only cafeteria on the island is BAD," protested Gliscor, laughing 
as he prodded his food carefully. "It's just uh..." 

"Just what? Do I smell bad?" 

"No, you- well, to be perfectly honest I haven't smelled you, but I don't think you SMELL bad-" 

"Then what? Did I say too much? Am I too loud?" muttered Noivern to herself. 

Gliscor pulled her in close, before whispering. 

"It's the company. It's the double date aspect that bothers me." 

Gliscor and Noivern had both been a bit cautious of dipping back into the dating pool, with Noivern not really being 
the most experienced, and Gliscor having a rough relationship to come out of. They had decided to try and take 
things slow, but they still wanted to do some things. Gliscor had been very nervous about dates, and so Noivern had 
decided to take it upon herself to find a solution- inviting another couple for a double date, to help her and Gliscor 


But maybe Mamoswine and Luxray hadn't been the best couple for that. 

"PASS ME THE FOUR PRONGED DESTROYER!" screeched Luxray, before Mamoswine nudged a fork to her. 
Luxray grabbed it with her tail and proceeded to stab her meal with vigor, before slicing it apart with the skill of a sushi 
chef. Mamoswine, on the other hand, was simply sucking food into his mouth, before going to get another serving. 
Noivern gave Luxray an appreciative grin, while Gliscor just stared, dumbfounded. 

"I mean, we could've chosen better," muttered Gliscor. 

"I know, I know, but I'm good friends with Luxray, and Mamoswine's a nice guy!" hissed Noivern. "I thought they'd 
make us feel the least nervous! Who did you want me to ask, the Mafia?" 

Gliscor paused. To be honest, a date with Crobat and Honchkrow sounded pretty good, since he was rather close 
with them, but he could understand Noivern's nervousness- while Crobat was a bit more relaxed and easygoing, 
Honchkrow was not the easiest Pokemon to talk to. 

"Fair point- there aren't many other options either," confirmed Gliscor, thinking of Trevenant and Mismagius with a 
shudder. 

"So, can we just grin and bear it for a little while longer?" asked Noivern, smiling. "Because I'm totally having a great 
time, you know?" 

Gliscor blushed. "Ahaha...okay...sure...sounds good." 

"MAMOSWINE! I DEMAND ANOTHER HELPING!" roared Luxray, leaping on his back. 

Mamoswine finished another plate, before putting on a brave face. "We must traverse the kitchens, Luxray. Can you 
watch my back?" 

"I BAWK AT THE SCENT OF DANGER, BUT I HUNGER AT THE SCENT OF CONSUMABLE GOODNESS! LET US 
GO!" 

Gliscor and Noivern watch them lumber away, before Gliscor gave her a blank look. 

"Only a little while longer, right?" 

Noivern nodded. "Yeah. Only a LITTLE while." 
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Gengar furrowed his brow, before glancing to Kabutops. "You think that an alliance is a good idea?" 

Kabutops, who was carving some marks into a hunk of wood, glanced at Gengar quizzically. "Eh? What do you 
mean?" 

"I mean, Banette's a cool dude, I ain't saying he's not- we're good pals, but like...l dunno.,.1 feel alliances don't 
really...work out for most." 

Kabutops frowned. "How do you figure?" 

"Well, how many times have you seen more than one alliance member make it to the finals? Or even the final four?" 

Kabutops tapped his chin. "WelL.Cacturne got himself and Banette and Houndoom pretty far back in Season One. 
And Clefable got Vileplume and Mamoswine far too. But I can see your point. It doesn't always work." 

"I mean...I'm not saying I wanna fly solo but...it might not be a bad idea," mumbled Gengar. 

Kabutops shrugged. "Your choice- Banette won't get mad." 

"So, you're definitely doing it?" 

"Yeah- look, in my mind, as long as your alliance isn't well known, it’s no threat- doesn't hurt to have allies. I hate to 
say it, but skill alone doesn't win- you need social skills. Which is why no matter how crafty they are, I don't think 
Bronzong has a chance. Now that he's in the radar? Ha! He's toast." 

"...you make a fair point." 

Kabutops chuckled. "Not as stupid as I look." He slammed his scythe down into the slab of wood, carving a bit more 
into it. 

Gengar peered over. "What're you even working on, anyway?" 

"I'm trying to figure out who the hell screwed over Seizor," muttered Kabutops. 

"Oh, shit! Really? What've you got so far?" 

"Uh...well," muttered Kabutops. "I mean...nothing concrete...but I'm on the right track and well...urn..." 

Gengar gave him a knowing look. "You actually have no idea, do you?" 

"DAMN IT OF COURSE I DON'T!" snarled Kabutops, chucking the wood aside. "And it's PISSING ME OFF!" 

"Dude, calm down, calm down! You'll nail it eventually, I know you will!" urged Gengar. "Is it really THAT important?" 
"YES." 

BRIMMING! 

"Attention campers! Baseball diamond, pronto! Veterans lead newbies along so they don't get lost or anything! I've 
got a special surprise for you this time, because it's time to bring back an old favorite!" 

"Oh great," mumbled Gengar. 

"OH GREAT!" shouted Kabutops, grinning happily. "FINALLY! Something rough and tough for me to mess with! Do 
your worst, Mew, I could use something to get my mind of this mystery!" 

000 

"Oh come on, Mew is bad enough, but why the hell is HE back?" groaned Weavile. 

000 

"Not this nonsense again...why do we have to have one of these every season?" asked Gengar. 



000 


"Kabutops looked really disappointed for some reason," mused Crobat thoughtfully. 

000 

"Aw, fuck no," groaned Kabutops. 

Alakazam's eyes gleamed. "Oh yes. Very much yes." 

Mew grinned. "Oh yes indeed, Alakazam. You know exactly what challenge you're looking at!" 

Mew had set up a massive stage on the diamond, that was covered in gaudy, flashing lights. It looked like a theater 
that had been his with bright paint and neon. A large sign flashed at the top, reading "Double Trouble Quiz Time". 
Mew was sitting beside Mewtwo, although there was a third empty seat beside the taller Psychic. They were in a 
small section that was floating above the stage below. The stage itself was interesting- there were two sets of 
bleachers, one on each side of the stage. There was a pool in the middle, filled with water, with a small platform in the 
center. The platform had two podiums on it, complete with large buttons. Everyone eyed the stage with curiosity- it 
was obvious that it was a quiz challenge, but they all highly doubted that Mew was going to make the game that easy 
for them. 

"Welcome to my Double Trouble Quiz Time!" said Mew. "As you all have probably guessed, we're bringing back the 
game show challenges from Season One and Season Two. Only this time, we have some more great twists!" 

"NOT TWISTS!" snapped Mismagius. 

"It's no automatic elimination," muttered Mew, a bit put out by the lack of enthusiasm from most of the campers. Still, 
some looked intrigued by the propsect- Bisharp was nodding in approval, while Alakazam and Gothitelle shared a 
quick smile. Mew smirked. They had no idea what they were all in for. It was time to bring on the pain! 

Bronzong and Toxicroak were already waiting for everyone at the bleachers. Toxicroak waved tiredly to his 
teammates, while Bronzong gave them all a nod. His eyes rested on Bisharp for a moment, gleaming, before he 
switched his guarded expression to everyone else. 

"Are you all ready to know what's going on?" asked Mew. 

"As ready as I'll ever be," grumbled Honchkrow, lighting up a cigar. 

"But, I'm not going to explain the rules alone- this time, it's going to be me, Mewtwo, and ANOTHER host we all know 
and love!" 

"Another host? What the hell does THAT mean?" asked Banette to Gliscor. "Not Giratina AGAIN." 

But it wasn't a Legendary voice they heard- it was the voice of someone else- someone they all KNEW. 

"Since my section of the show never made it, I guess I just have to bring my own brand of chaos to this episode!" 

All of the veterans exchanged a slightly uneasy look. 

"Oh great...which one of him are we going to get?" muttered Weavile to Gengar. 

"Hopefully the kind that's easy to deal with," grumbled Gengar. 

There was a puff of smoke next to Mewtwo, and sitting there was a thin Grass Pokemon. His body was brown, his 
leafy arms were green, and his head was bright yellow with beady black eyes. He leaned back in his chair with a 
confident gleam in his eyes. Bellsprout was back, and while there was no Aftermath, he knew they'd be feeling a 
SERIOUS aftermath after this! 

"So, there are some new rules that we're gonna have to go over, in regards to this little Quiz Game that Mew and I 
have come up with," said Bellsprout, exchanging a fist bump with Mew. "See, the thing about these games is that it's 
a bit unfair- try as we might, some contestants are more intelligent than others- Alakazam is always going to beat 
Gengar in this." 

"Hey!" protested Gengar. "I'm not dumb, I'm just not a GENIUS like him." 



"But we decided that there's not enough action in this whole little game of ours," continued Bellsprout, clapping his 
leaves together. "So, what have we done? Well, for starters, it's not going to be who can answer the question the 
fastest! Instead, both teams have a chance! You'll be able to answer no matter what- we have 50 questions prepared 
for each team. I'll be giving the questions to my main dude Vileplume's team-" 

"-while I'll be the one giving the Gardevoirs questions!" said Mew, grinning. 

"So, it's no longer based on reaction time," said Crobat. "That's all well and good, but how does that change the game 
up? And also, it's possible for the teams to tie. What happens then?" 

"Oh no, it's not possible for them to tie," insisted Bellsprout. 

"I don't follow," said Bisharp impatiently. 

"See that spot in the middle?" asked Mew, grinning. "In the event of a tie- that is, where both Pokemon get their 
question right, they’ll have to FIGHT for their question!" 

"Fight for it?" asked Kabutops, looking interested. "Go on." 

Bellsprout pressed a button. On the small island in the pool, the two podiums disappeared, and the bridges that 
connected to it vanished, leaving an island in the middle of the pool. Mew grinned. 

"Pretty neat, huh? When two contestants get a question right, they have to fight for their spot on the stand! First one 
to get knocked in the pool loses, and the other player will keep their point for their team! And in the event where there 
isn't a tie, the players who got their questions wrong don't get a swim back- and trust me, that water is COLD." 

"Let me get this straight," growled Trevenant. "We're randomly selected to answer a question. Each team gets a 
different question. If there's no tie, whoever is right gets points. But if we both get it right, we have to fight it out to 
determine which team gets the point. That’s it?" 

"Yes!" said Bellsprout, chuckling. 

"Sounds good! But what are the rules regarding fighting?" asked Trevenant, eye glittering with interest. 

"Ah, that- no special abilities this time- Pokemon are not allowed to use moves of any kind," said Bellsprout sternly. 
"It's only physical brawn. And Psychics, don't try and fake us with your powers- we'll know. In addition, Flying 
Pokemon must be grounded, and that INCLUDES Bronzong, who floats! And the one who will be watching these 
fights and judging them to make sure they're fair is-" 

"Me!" snarled Mewtwo, nodding to everyone. "That's right- those two handle the quiz portion, but when it comes to 
your hand to hand scuffles, I'll be the one breathing down your necks down here. And if you break the rules, you 
automatically lose a point. Just use your brute force- any flashy shit and you'll be taking the wet way back to the 
bleachers!" 

Bisharp sighed in his head. Medicham would've been PERFECT for this. But they still had himself and Trevenant. 

"Hang on- are the random contestants always random, or is there set matches?" asked Gliscor, frowning. "For 
example, if I was against Kabutops, would I be against him every time? Or would I be against, I don't know, Toxicroak 
the time after?" 

"The latter," said Mew. "Random each time- makes it more interesting. Anything else?" 

"Do, uh, newbies get a handicap or something?" asked Noivern, grinning sheepishly. "Like, we haven't been on as 
long, our knowledge is probably limited." 

"Handicaps? Totally!" said Mew, chuckling. 

"We also threw in some massage chairs for you in the bleachers!" agreed Bellsprout. 

"And you get a manicure after this!" 

"Really?" asked Noivern. "I could totally go for a massage-" 

"Noivern, honey," said Honchkrow sheepishly. "Dey uh...dey're pullin' your wing. Dey ain't gonna give newbies a 



handicap because dat wouldn't be fair." 

"Damn," muttered Noivern, crestfallen. 

"If that's all, then hit those bleachers!" yelled Bellsprout. "It's time to get the DOUBLE TROUBLE QUIZ TIME 
ROLLING!" 

000 

"Mew is bad enough, Bellsprout is bad enough, and together? Oh please," scoffed Banette. 

000 

"Not bad, not bad- so I can't use any moves, but can I be a tricky little shit?" asked Krookodile. He winked. 
"You betcha." 

000 

"And that INCLUDES Bronzong," mimicked Bronzong in a nasty voice. "Stupid little flower- I'd love to see 
him step in the ring with anyone here, the spineless coward..." 

000 

"I kind of wish we still had Medicham," said Toxicroak, frowning. "She would've rocked at this- but hey, she's 
a threat so..." 

000 

Once everyone had been seated in the bleachers, Mew pulled out a button. Bellsprout did the same- the desk they 
were sitting at shifted, revealing two screens. Mewtwo's seat in the middle had a large "VS." indicator on it. Bellsprout 
and Mew pressed both of their buttons, causing the screens to start flashing with different images. Each was a picture 
of a different camper- it was almost like a roulette wheel. This was clearly what they were using to determine who 
would face off each round. 

"And the first two contestants will be...," said Bellsprout dramatically. 

DING! One face stopped on Gengar, who grinned. "Aw hell yeah! First up to bat and I'm ready to-" 

DING! The other roulette stopped on Alakazam. The Psychic stood up, a smile playing on his face as he moved 
towards the duel arena in the center of the stage. Gengar visibly deflated as he saw his opponent. 

000 

"Lose," finished Gengar bitterly. "I'm ready to lose." 

000 

"To be fair, I can't rely on my brains alone this time- if they also get the question correct, that means I have to 
fight them for my points," murmured Alakazam. 

000 

"I'm a fan of alphabetical order, so Alakazam, your question is first," said Mew, smiling down at the two. Alakazam 
had a confident smile, while Gengar just looked tired. "Alakazam, how many Pokemon were on each team in Season 
One?" 


Gengar was busy counting on his fingers, wondering what the answer was, but Alakazam just shrugged and 
answered. "Seventeen on each team." 

"CORRECT!" shouted Mew. Everyone on the Gardevoir side cheered, with Alakazam flashing them a wink. 

"So the Graceful Gardevoirs have earned their point, but let's see if Gengar can take the game to a tie breaker!" 
shouted Bellsprout. "Gengar, what were the three regions of Pokemon Leagues in the Finals of last season?" 


Gengar blanched. He had only been in one of the brackets, he hadn't watched the whole competition. "Uh...Kanto...? 



I think...?" 


"...yeah, I'm gonna take that as a no," said Bellsprout, rolling his eyes. "That means Alakazam takes it. Alakazam, do 
the honors." 

"I get to push him in?" asked Alakazam, looking a bit interested. 

"Why not? You don't get the bridge if you don't get the question," said Mew, chuckling. 

"Hey, I can float!" protested Gengar. 

"NO FLOATING, REMEMBER?" 

Alakazam rolled his eyes and just pushed Gengar into the water. Gengar emerged with a splash, shivering as he 
made his way back to his teammates, while Alakazam strolled across the bridge back to his own team. Weavile and 
Gothitelle both patted him on the back, while Trevenant glared at Gengar nastily. 

"S-s-sorry guys," mumbled Gengar. 

"It's fine, we have time to make up for it," said Bisharp quietly. 

"Yeah, but the water is cold, so trust me-1 am REALLY sorry." 

"That's the general idea of the game!" yelled Bellsprout. "Now, let's move on to the next round. The second pair to 
face off will be..." 

The wheels stopped on Gliscor and Mismagius for each team. Gliscor gave the podium a wary look, but Mismagius 
just nodded, determined. Banette looked over, a bit perplexed, before nudging Bronzong beside him. 

"Hey...she looks like she's in a bad mood...you think I did something to piss her off?" he muttered. 

Bronzong rolled his eyes. "Around me, she's always in a bad mood. I couldn't tell you anything." 

Gliscor and Mismagius both floated over to the podiums, where they immediately settled themselves into their 
respective seats. Mew nodded to Gliscor as he picked out a card. 

"Okay! Gliscor, here's your question! What has been the maximum sized official alliance out of every season? The 
answer should be given in number form." 

Gliscor, who had never been in a true alliance, frowned as he tapped his skull. "Uh...urn...four?" 

"INCORRECT!" shouted Mew into his mic. "Let's see if Mismagius has any better luck than you!" 

Bellsprout smiled down at Mismagius. "Alright, Missy-" 

"Don't you dare call me that," snarled Mismagius. 

"...Mismagius then," said Bellsprout in a quavering tone. Mismagius smirked- he had grown confident behind his 
guards and show insurance, but Bellsprout was still a bit jittery at heart. Good. 

Then she realized what she had done- it's exactly what Trevenant would've done. It was what he just DID to her. 
Intimidation and unneeded nastiness, with an underlying threat to keep others in line. Mismagius frowned and looked 
up at the scared plant. What was she doing? She hadn't been like him, had she? 

Maybe Bellsprout hadn't become a jerk on his own- maybe it was because he was scared. He was a jerk because he 
was scared of what would happen if he wasn't. Mismagius closed her eyes and looked up at him. 

"It's okay," Mismagius said. "Sorry I snapped at you. Can you please give me my question?" 

Mew and Mewtwo's jaws dropped, while Bellsprout seemed startled. Bronzong stared in astonishment, before 
glancing at Banette. 

000 

"I have NEVER seen Mismagius completely back down like that, or be nice to someone who acts like 



BELLSPROUT," commented Crobat. "Is there something wrong with her? She seems kind of off today..." 

000 

"Banette, you might be more observant than me sometimes," said Bronzong, still stunned. 

000 

"Uh, okay.,.uh...Mismagius...your question is...who were the first two contestants that were eliminated in a double 
elimination?" asked Bellsprout. 

Mismagius thought for a moment. "Eliminated at the same time, or just on the same night?" 

Mew smirked. "It can be any two on the same night- it doesn't have to be the same time. As long as they both leave in 
the same episode, its a double elimination." 

"That would be...Bronzong and Kabutops, right? After the baseball challenge, it was Bronzong first, and then 
Kabutops after." 

"That's right!" cheered Bellsprout. "Now go ahead, push Gliscor in, and head back to your seat." 

"I'm good," said Mismagius, turning and floating away, leaving a shocked Gliscor behind. 

"GET IN THERE!" snarled Mew. Gliscor jumped, before grunting as waded back through the water. He got out and 
shook out his wings, annoyed. 

"Our next two contestants will be...Gothitelle for the Gardevoirs, and Crobat from the Vileplumes!" said Bellsprout. 

"Perfect," said Gothitelle, eyes gleaming. Crobat grinned and flew over, waiting at his podium. He winked back at 
Honchkrow, who grinned back at him. Crobat had the advantage- he had two seasons on this gothic bimbo. 

"Gothitelle, you're first- which location was the first challenge located in Total Pokemon World Tour." 

Gothitelle smiled. "Zat would be Pallet Town, oui?" 

"CORRECT!" 

"Eh?" yelped Honchkrow. "How da hell did she-?" 

Crobat groaned. "You watched the first two seasons, didn't you?" 

Gothitelle chuckled. "You catch on quick, chauve-souris." 

Noivern and Weavile both glanced at Alakazam, who sighed. "It means bat." 

Crobat seemed to have caught that much, and was preparing a barbed reply, when Bellsprout called down to him. 
"Crobat! What Pokemon helped provide the music in Season One's singing challenge?" 

"A Kricketune," said Crobat quietly. 

"Right! That was back when you still sounded like a girl!" said Bellsprout, giggling. 

Crobat looked up at Bellsprout. "And that's back when you didn't act like an asshole." 

THAT shut Bellsprout up, but he was saved by Mewtwo floating his seat down beside the island the two were situated 
on. He had a grim smile on his face, but there was a fire glowing in his eyes. 

"You both answered correctly- and you know what that means. You now have to BATTLE to get the point!" 

The podiums sank into the ground, leaving Gothitelle and Crobat on a platform in the center. Gothitelle smirked and 
adopted a battle pose, while Crobat hovered a foot above the ground, grinning. 

"HEY!" snapped Mewtwo. "Get on the ground, bat boy!" 



"Wh-what?" protested Crobat. "But I'm not gonna fly! Just hover a little bit. You said no moves, but surely I can fly just 
a little-" 

"NO!" snarled Mewtwo. "If Gothitelle isn't gonna blast your ass sky high with those Psychic moves, you're not gonna 
flap around like a little shit. Plant that purple posterior of yours on the ground this instant, or you're disqualified." 

Crobat grumbled and did as he was told. There went his advantage out the window. He had nowhere near enough 
speed to stay ahead of her on the ground. But hopefully Gothitelle was slow as well. Though the confident smile on 
her face was rather unnerving in itself. 

"This should be fun to watch," purred Alakazam, leaning back and fixing his eyes on Honchkrow. 

Honchkrow groaned. 

"You think he has a chance?" asked Gengar, grinning nervously. 

"Mewtwo clipped his wings- poor guy is screwed," said Honchkrow, groaning as she puffed on a cigar. 

"ON YOUR MARK...GET SET...FIGHT!" roared Mewtwo, raising his hands. 

Gothitelle moved forward at a fairly slow pace, aiming a palm at Crobat's body, but the bat flapped his wings to scuttle 
across the battlefield to avoid her. Wincing, he tumbled forward and attempted to whack her with his wings, but 
Gothitelle nimbly avoided the attack. Gothitelle lunged for Crobat again, this time skimming him, sending the bat 
skidding across the battlefield. Gothitelle grinned. 

"Go Gothitelle!" cheered Weavile. 

"C'mon, Crobat, put up a fight!" yelled Kabutops. 

Crobat let out a snort of aggravation, before pushing himself off the ground to headbutt Gothitelle in the stomach. She 
was caught off guard and staggered backwards, before she regained control. Crobat rolled across the ground once 
more and leaped at her, but she was ready. Gothitelle grabbed his wings and held the bat before her. Crobat wriggled 
and tried to break free, but it was no use- he was held fast. 

Gothitelle chuckled as she walked over to the side of the pool and tossed Crobat in the water. Mewtwo clapped his 
hands. 

"Gothitelle wins! Point goes to the Gardevoirs." 

"Au revoir," said Gothitelle, winking at the soaked Poison type. Crobat crawled out on the other side and made his 
way back to the other Vileplumes, muttering crossly under his breath. 

000 

"Man, us Flying-types got totally screwed-1 mean, granted, I'm better off than some of the others, but 
sheesh!" muttered Noivern. 

000 

"Round Four! Banette, Kabutops, make your way to the center!" shouted Mew, snapping his fingers. 

Banette and Kabutops both hesitantly made their way to the stands on the island. They both shared an uneasy 
glance that had the same message: I don't want to fight YOU! 

"Banete, your question will be first!" said Mew. "Which location in Total Pokemon World Tour featured a gambling 
challenge?" 

Banette rolled his eyes. "Veilstone City." 

"THAT'S RIGHT!" shouted Mew. "TAKE IT AWAY BELLSPROUT!" 

"Alright, Kabutops- let's see if you can prove that veterans still have it together!" said Bellsprout, grinning. "Who was 
the first contestant eliminated from Total Pokemon World Tour?" 

Banette winced, knowing that this was a fairly easy question to answer, but Kabutops tapped his chin, seeming 



confused. He grit his teeth as he attempted to remember, but he had been in juvie at the time and... 

"I think it was like...Lopunny?" he muttered, a bit uncertain. 

"No! It was Hitmonlee!" said Bellsprout, tutting in disappointment. "Which means you're wrong! Banette wins the 
point, Kabutops goes for a swim." 

"Oh no, the Water Pokemon needs to swim," drawled Kabutops sarcastically, hopping into the water and wading back 
to his team. "Veteran, he says. Give me a question on World Tour, yeah, that's supposed to prove a veteran knows 
his shit..." 

Mew spun the roulettes one more and the faces to appear were Krookodile and Mamoswine. Mamoswine let out a 
small gulp, while Krookodile clenched a fist in determination. This was a challenge he had to try on- there was no way 
he could sabotage anyone or anything this time without getting discovered. Krookodile shuffled his way to the center, 
while Mamoswine stared at him. Krookodile tried to see the look in Mamoswine's eyes, but it was hard to read- the 
Pokemon almost looked tired in a way. 

Mamoswine glanced up at the hosts. "Can we get this over with?" 

"Fine, fine...Krookodile! Your question is...how many new contestants did we bring in this season?" read Mew. 

"Uh...counting Hypno or Probopass?" asked Krookodile, tapping his snout in thought. 

"Hypno is a veteran, so Probopass does not count." 

"Twelve, then." 

"CORRECT! Now it goes over to the Victorious Vileplumes!" said Mew. "What does my new dude Bellsprout have for 
them?" 

"Okay, Mamoswine! Your question is...how many keys were present in the Treasure Hunt challenge back in Total 
Pokemon ISLAND?" asked Bellsprout. 

Krookodile smirked, while Mamoswine muttered under his breath, closing his eyes. "Seventeen post 
merge...plus...Bronzong... 18 keys?" 

"THAT'S RIGHT!" shouted Bellsprout, while Krookodile cursed under his breath. "And you know what that means?" 
"Ah...uh...do we have to?" mumbled Mamoswine, sounding a bit uncomfortable. 

"What? Scared?" taunted Krookodile, grinning. 

"Not really..." 

"YES YOU HAVE TO FIGHT!" snarled Mewtwo. "Look, I understand not wanting to beat up your friends with attacks, 
but c'mon, this is just WRESTLING, DAMNIT. Now come on, you two need to duke it out for the question so GET 
READY!" 

The stands slid into the platform, leaving Krookodile and Mamoswine alone on the island. Krookodile snapped his 
jaws threateningly at Mamoswine. 

"Ready for a swim, tubby?" 

Mamoswine's gaze darkened as he gave a challenging snort. Krookodile grinned before he lunged forward, claws 
outstretched. He swiped at Mamoswine at the side quickly, causing the pig to stagger. Krookodile smirked. One quick 
shot after the other would knock that pig off the platform. 

But Krookodile underestimated Mamoswine's weight. The next time he struck Mamoswine, he didn't move, instead 
turning his body and hooking his tusks under Krookodile's arms. Krookodile let out a gasp of surprise as he felt 
himself lifted higher and higher before he was thrown over the edge...and the pool...until he landed in front of his 
team's bleachers with a painful thump. 

"Urgh...stupid...heavyweight," grunted Krookodile, twitching feebly on the ground. 

Mewtwo stared in shock, before shrugging. "I'll allow it- Mamoswine takes the point!" 



Everyone on the Victorious Vileplumes applauded Mamoswine, while Luxray happily cheered from the Graceful 
Gardevoir side. Mamoswine let out a sigh as he looked at the crumpled body of Krookodile, before looking up at 
Bellsprout. 

"Nice work, Mamoswine, you still managed to prove that even someone as big and slow as you can-!" began 
Bellsprout. 

"Big and slow as me?" interrupted Mamoswine, eyes narrowed. "Really, Bellsprout? What happened to you? We 
were friends once. Now that you're powerful, are you happy?" 

There was a tense pause, as Bellsprout huffed and jerked his head to the bleachers. "Just go sit down." 

"...I don't know how Lileep puts up with you," murmured Mamoswine, walking away. 

Bellsprout turned to Mamoswine in shock. "SHUT UP!" 

000 

Gengar's mouth was wide open. "Dude...Mamoswine WRECKED him." 

000 

"Something tells me Lileep and Bellsprout aren't doing so well," said Luxray unhappily. "Maybe Bellsprout 
poisoned her parents or something..." 

000 

"Someone touched a nerve," said Weavile, wincing. 

000 

"Weavile vs. Toxicroak!" read off Mew. "Get your butts over here!" 

Weavile shrugged and walked over to sit at her podium, while a tired Toxicroak slouched over, leaning heavily 
towards his microphone and letting out a low ribbit. 

"Weavile...who has a fear of being in the sewers?" asked Mew. 

"Uh...Venonat? Venomoth? Whatever you want to call it," muttered Weavile, shrugging quietly. 

"THAT'S CORRECT! Gardevoirs are still in the game!" confirmed Bellsprout cheerfully, but everyone could see how 
tense he was in his chair- Mamoswine's words had hit hard. "Now Toxicroak, tell me...in Season One, who won the 
eating challenge?" 

Toxicroak looked confused, before looking up at Bellsprout. "Wait...there was another season?" 

Mew stared in utter horror, before his face went red with rage. "YOU...YOU DIDN'T WATCH THE OTHER 
SEASONS?" 

"Uh.,.1 totally did!" protested Toxicroak. "There was...there was one with singing, right? Yeah, I'm just tired. Uh the 
one who won the eating contest was...Mamoswine?" 

Everyone was silent. Bellsprout shrugged. "Good guess, but it was Dragonite. Weavile, the honors?" 

Weavile hesitated, but Toxicroak just motioned her forward. "I have Dry Skin, we're cool." 

"Oh, in that case." Weavile grinned and rammed Toxicroak off the edge as she took the bridge back to her friends. 
Toxicroak sighed quietly as he made his way back to his friends. 

"Definitely not the sharpest claw on the hand," mumbled Weavile to Banette, who snickered. 

"Noivern, Bisharp- battle of the newbies, step forward!" shouted Mew. 

Noivern nervously trotted over to the platform, while Bisharp strolled over almost lazily, his eyes impatiently scanning 



over Bellsprout. 

"Noivern, first automatic elimination in the series?" 

"Uh...l...well...," muttered Noivern, scratching her head. 

"WRONG!" screamed Bellsprout, laughing hysterically. "Bisharp, maybe you'll do a bit better! Do you know the three 
finalists from Total Pokemon World Tour?" 

"Gardevoir, Wooper, and Hypno," said Bisharp, rolling his eyes. "Give me my point and get this foolishness over 
with." 

"That's...right...wow, way to be a downer," groaned Bellsprout. 

"Great...so he watched the show too," said Bronzong flatly. "What a guy. He really needs to get a hobby." 

"Still...it shows that while some newbies have a disadvantage, others are flying under the radar," argued Weavile. 
"Think about it- how much do they really know...about US?" 

"In that sense, you and Banette are screwed," said Bronzong with a small laugh. "They all saw you in the first two 
seasons and they think you're a psychopath...or at least untrustworthy. And unfortunately, Banette's a threat and 
Trevenant hates him, so that goes hand in hand and makes Banette on the radar." 

"And what about you?" asked Weavile, cocking a brow. "We all saw you on Season Two, and you're on the direct 
radar after your trial-" 

"If you think I don't have a plan up my sleeve after all of that, then you know me even less than all of them," said 
Bronzong, eyes gleaming. "You, Banette, and I may get along better than most, Weavile, but you'd be a fool to trust 
me." 

Weavile scowled, but Banette touched her arm, causing her to calm down. Weavile sighed and moved over to 
Alakazam. 

"How do you feel about the challenge?" 

"It should be a fun affair, but I don't envy the opponents of some over there," commented Alakazam. "Mamoswine is 
difficult to knock off, and Trevenant is quite the nasty brute. As for Bisharp, he seems to have a no mercy attitude." 

"Not worried about Honchkrow?" asked Gothitelle. 

"Her wings are her greatest ally- but fortunately for me, she can only swipe at me with them," said Alakazam. 
"Thankfully...most birds are rather clumsy when they're on the ground." 

"Okay, it's time for the next pair of challengers!" yelled Mew. "And we have...Gliscor from the Graceful Gardevoirs, 
and Trevenant from the Victorious Vileplumes." 

Gliscor, who had been grinning confidently at Noivern, froze up as he heard his opponent's name. Trevenant stood 
up with a nasty smile on his face, and Gliscor felt a shiver run up his spine- Trevenant didn't want to win the point- he 
wanted to win the FIGHT. 

"Be careful, man," said Noivern, her eyes wide with shock. "I know you're a big strong guy, but like...Trevenant's 
gonna go AFTER you." 

"You don't think I can take him?" asked Gliscor, a bit put out. 

"I don't think you have the heart to beat the crap out of someone," said Noivern, trying not to sound offensive. "You're 
too nice to hurt him that much, even though you could." 

"...thanks Noivern, that actually makes me feel safer...win or lose," said Gliscor, smiling a bit as he crawled over to 
the platform. 

"Round two for you then," said Trevenant, eye glinting. "I hope you get the question right this time." 

Gliscor smiled weakly. "We'll see." 



"Okay, Gliscor- let's see if you can get a second question right!" said Mew, pulling out a card. "Who was the 
contestant that got to host a challenge in Total Pokemon WORLD TOUR? I know that we've had them host this 
season all the time, but this is LAST season." 

"...Bronzong, right? Since he one a song challenge with a song about hating you?" asked Gliscor, frowning quietly. "I 
don't remember too well since I was sick at the time but..." 

"Yeah, yeah, Bronzong hosted it, you're right okay? Let's not dwell on the past," said Mew. 

"You sure?" asked Bronzong from the crowd, a bit lazily. "I can always do an encore- you can even call Pidgeot back 
to judge it." 

Gliscor threw him a horrendous look. "HOW ABOUT NO?" 

Mew scowled. "How about NO?" 

"So, what exactly are you gonna ask me?" snarled Trevenant impatiently, curling his fingers around his stand. "Get 
this over with, I'm getting restless." 

Mew gave Bellsprout a thrilled look. "How about that? A real go getter right here." 

Bellsprout smiled, before he saw the disappointed looks Mamoswine and Mismagius were giving him. He noticed 
Banette and Noivern exchanging a worried glance. Bellsprout sighed quietly. "Okay Trevenant- your question is have 
there been any automatic eliminations this season?" 

Trevenant scoffed. "That's pathetically easy. Unless you count Garchomp getting screwed over by Bronzong as an 
automatic elimination, the answer is false." 

"Garchomp was technically eliminated by Bronzong's and Banette's votes for her, so it wasn't automatic," said 
Bellsprout. "So you're correct, Trevenant!" 

Alakazam threw Banette a disapproving look. "You didn't vote for Bronzong after the trial?" 

"He didn't give us enough evidence," said Banette, shrugging. "Garchomp was more unstable." 

Honchkrow saw her chance. "What he means is dat unlike you, he wasn't fooled by da culprit into voting Bronzong." 
Alakazam threw her a withering look. "You were quick to accuse him as well." 

"Not because I believed him...let's face it- it would be convenient for us both if Bronzong left," commented 
Honchkrow. "He's a bigger threat dan you, to be honest." 

Alakazam looked incredulous, but before he could respond, Mewtwo stepped forward. 

"CAN IT ALL OF YOU- GLISCOR, TREVENANT, IT'S TIME FOR YOU TO FIGHT- AND REMEMBER, NO FLYING 
AND NO CRAZY MOVES!" bellowed Mewtwo. 

Gliscor frowned, while Trevenant grinned, as the stands disappeared into the floor beneath them. 

000 

"Alakazam's taking our bait," said Crobat. "This is going well." 

000 

"I know what they're doing. ..Hypno's done it more but...," murmured Alakazam. "He always had away of 
doing it in plain sight...veiling his threats and insults to just me alone to avoid suspicion, but this...this 
blatant, obnoxious needling...damn my pride." 
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"Alakazam is NOT happy," said Bisharp. "This is going smoothly." 


000 



Gliscor balanced carefully on his tail, while throwing a few warmup jabs with his claws. Trevenant just cracked his 
shoulders before leaning forward, a predatory grin making its way to his face. 

"Been waiting for this." 

Gliscor glanced at Mewtwo worriedly. 

"BEGIN!" shouted Mewtwo, swinging his arm down. 

Gliscor balanced carefully on his tail, both his claws and his legs raised, ready to defend himself. Trevenant narrowed 
his eyes before feinting forward. Gliscor immediately lashed out with a claw, but Trevenant saw it coming and drew 
back, leering at Gliscor almost hungrily. The flying scorpion was trying to play it safe, but safety wouldn't win the 
match for him. 

Trevenant slowly relaxed and started stalking around the platform, while Gliscor watched him nervously, claws ready. 
Trevenant took a threatening step forward, before Gliscor leaned back on his tail, increasing the distance between 
them. Trevenant chuckled. 

"Are you scared?" 

"No...just careful," argued Gliscor. 

"Good." 

Trevenant lunged forward while Gliscor responded with a quick punch, but Trevenant ducked under it and swiped at 
Gliscor's tail. Gliscor let out a yelp as it was swept out from under him, and unfortunately, he flapped his wings out of 
reflex, hovering in the air. 

"He took to the air, he's out!" yelled Kabutops. 

Gliscor cursed quietly, but Trevenant hadn't stopped his assault. The tree leapt forward and punched Gliscor in the 
stomach, sending him crumpling to the ground, before kicking him off the side. 

"Trevenant, enough, the match is over!" called Bisharp quietly. 

Trevenant scowled, but gave a nod and walked to the bridge that had emerged. "Tch. Boring." 

Gliscor just grumbled to himself as he staggered towards the Graceful Gardevoirs, a grimace on his face. "That guys 
has some SERIOUS issues. Sheesh." 

"Another point for the Victorious Vileplumes!" shouted Bellsprout. "Next up..." 

The roulettes started up again. There was an audible groan from Bronzong when his face appeared, while 
Honchkrow was the choice for the Vileplumes. Honchkrow calmly handed Crobat her cigar as she trotted over to the 
center. Bronzong made his way over more leisurely, before giving Mew an insolent stare. 

"My question, pink boy." 

"Can it, steel stooge," responded Mew coldly. "Anyways, your question- what were the original names for the teams in 
Total Pokemon Island?" 

"That's WAY too easy," protested Gengar, but Bronzong threw him an annoyed look. 

"They were originally called Team One and Team Two before Banette got Mewtwo to change them." 

"...wait, really?" asked Gengar to Kabutops, who shrugged. 

"That is...correct," mumbled Mew in annoyance. "Damn...I thought that trick question-" 

"Would trick me? Not a chance, bub," said Bronzong. "Maybe someone like YOU, but-" 

"MOVE ON," snarled Mew to Bellsprout, who jumped. Bellsprout looked down, seeming a bit more thoughtful. 
Mamoswine watched him curiously- had the plant taken his words to heart? Then he sighed when Bellsprout smirked 
and straightened up, leering down at Honchkrow. 



"Okay, gang leader-" 

"Dat's a foul lie and I can understand why everyone hates you now," said Honchkrow, nose in the air. 

Silence. 

"Wow...harsh much?" muttered Bellsprout, clearly bothered. "Okay, your question- which contestant was a host in the 
singing competition in Season ONE- Total Pokemon Island?" 

Honchkrow stared blankly. "Uh...urn...well...Gardevoir?" 

"WRONG! It was Lapras, as she had lost her voice for the competition," said Mew, smirking. Then his smile vanished. 
"Wait...that means." 

"Point for me," drawled Bronzong, nodding to the two as he floated back towards his seat. "Thanks for the easy win." 
"I loathe him," spat Mew, clenching a tiny pink fist. 

"You loathe a lot of things," said Mewtwo bluntly. 

"You're one to talk." 

"I never said I wasn't the same," said Mewtwo with a low chuckle. 

"Anyways, it's time for our next bout...which will be...Gothitelle for the Graceful Gardevoirs, and Gengar from the 
Victorious Vileplumes!" 

"Again?" moaned Gengar, hopping out of his seat and moving towards the platform. Gothitelle smiled confidently at 
him. 

"Good luck." 

"Okay, Gothitelle, let's see if you still know what's up- in a long string of automatic eliminations at the end of Total 
Pokemon World Tour, who was the first to get automatically eliminated?" asked Mew, grinning. 

Gothitelle opened her mouth, before frowning. She cast a glance at Alakazam nervously, before looking at Bellsprout. 
"Er...Fros...lass?" 

"WRONG. Bronzong was automatically eliminated, then Froslass, and so on!" said Bellsprout. "Looks like Gengar 
may have a chance! What do you think of that Gengar?" 

"A chance?" he asked. Then he perked up. "A CHANCE. OH SWEET, I GOT A CHANCE. HIT ME WITH IT, 
BELLSPROUT!" 

"...uh...in Snowpoint City, what was the Legendary that you built a statue of?" asked Bellsprout, a bit confused by 
Gengar's sudden rush of energy. 

"Oh uh...hang on...I so got this uh...um...REGIGIGAS! IT WAS TOTALLY A REGIGIGAS!" 

Everyone glanced to Bellsprout, who shrugged. "He's right." 

"WOO HOO! WHO'S AWESOME NOW!" yelled Gengar, sticking out his tongue wildly. "THAT'S HOW WE DO IT!" 
"The hell is he getting so worked up over?" muttered Bronzong. 

"Let him have his moment!" hissed Noivern. Bronzong rolled his eyes. 

"Okay...so to give you an idea of the current standings after these ten rounds...it's actually tied! The score is 5-5 for 
each side!" said Bellsprout, grinning. "So! Do try to make this interesting so we can-" 

"Can it and get on with this shit," snapped Trevenant. 

"W-well then," stuttered Bellsprout. "Uh...Krookodile, you're up...against Kabutops." 

"AGAIN ALREADY?" snapped Krookodile, lashing his tail as he stomped over to the starting point. Kabutops nodded 



to everyone and carefully walked over, leaning on his scythes to glare down Krookodile. 

"Alright, crocodoofus...who made the Nightmare Isle? Either name works," purred Mew, reading over his card. 
"D...Darkrai, right? I heard that somewhere...l forget when...," grumbled Krookodile. 

"Yeah, that's correct." 

"Kabutops, name the other creator and you also get a point...or at least the chance to fight for one." 

"Cacturne," growled Kabutops, glaring at Krookodile. "So we gotta fight for it, huh?" 

"THAT'S RIGHT!" roared Mewtwo as the podiums sank into the ground. Krookodile grinned. 

"Should've just answered wrong- now I get to kick your ass AND you lose." 

"For someone who got stomped by Mamoswine, you sure talk a lot," retorted Kabutops, chuckling. 

Krookodile snapped his jaws in annoyance before Mewtwo gave the signal. Narrowing his eyes, he lunged forward, 
swinging his hard claws at Kabutops. Kabutops flinched before bringing up his arms to protect himself. Krookodile 
grinned before he raised a knee to slam Kabutops in the gut. Kabutops gasped and stepped back, taking deep 
breaths. Krookodile was hot on his heels, however, and swung his arm again. Kabutops dodged it, but Krookodile 
snapped at him with his teeth, causing Kabutops to retreat further. Kabutops flashed out a scythe, but Krookodile 
grabbed his arm, before throwing a punch for Kabutops's skull. 

Kabutops blocked the hit, smirking triumphantly, but Krookodile raised his knee to knock Kabutops in the gut once 
more. 


"GAH!" 

"Hey! He's fighting dirty!" hissed Weavile. 

Toxicroak glanced at Bisharp to see how he would react, but Bisharp shrugged. "No rule against it." 

Krookodile kept pushing Kabutops back, who hadn't been expecting the cheap tricks. He looked up at Krookodile with 
an angry look. 

"You fight dirty." 

"Weren't YOU in juvie?" countered Krookodile. "Shouldn't YOU know how to fight dirty?" 

Kabutops hesitated. Yeah, he DID know how to fight like a scumbag. But when he and Seizor fought, they knew that 
while some moves were acceptable, going below the belt didn't give that same sense of satisfaction. 

"He's going to easy on him," said Banette, sighing. "Kabutops should know better than that." 

"Seizor's clearly affected him," agreed Luxray. "Maybe she has a chip in his brain, like I do." 

"You have a chip...in your brain?" asked Gothitelle, confused. 

"Several, as a matter of fact! Salt and vinegar flavored!" 

"Ignore her," muttered Alakazam to his girlfriend. 

Krookodile was done waiting for Kabutops to respond. He swung his tail to sweep Kabutops's legs, causing the 
shellfish to fall into the water with a splash. Krookodile let out a nasty laugh as he made his way back to the stands. 

"KROOKODILE TAKES THE POINT! THE GARDEVOIRS ARE IN THE LEAD!" 
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"I don't play for honor-1 play to win. If you play for less, you're gonna get bent," said Krookodile, tapping his 
nose thoughtfully. 


000 



"Seizor, I hate to say it, but next time I face that cocky croc, I'm playing hardball," grumbled Kabutops, eye 
twitching. 
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"Hmmm...that reptile has some moves...I hope I get a crack at him during this-1 still owe him for that ambush 
from last time," said Trevenant wickedly. 
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"This is going great!" said Mew, grinning. "Let's hope you guys get more fights for us!" 

"Agreed!" shouted Bellsprout. "So, let's see who's going next!" 

The wheels started to spin once more. Alakazam's eyes lit up as his face appeared on the Gardevoir side again, and 
he stood up with a confident look at Gothitelle. 

"Excellent. I was about ready to earn us another point." 

Gothitelle grinned. "Zat eez what I like to hear from you." 

Alakazam chuckled as he turned to see his opponent, before his smile disappeared. Trevenant was his opponent. 

The tree stood up, a sickening smile on his face. Alakazam clenched a fist and sighed quietly. 

"Will you be...okay?" asked Weavile, nervous. "After Gliscor-" 

"Yeah, watch out for him," confirmed Gliscor. "He's a brute, but he's a smart brute." 

"Reassuring," stated Alakazam dryly, as he strode over to the quiz area. Trevenant was already standing at his own 
booth, grinning with malice. 

"Don't disappoint me by answering that question wrong." 

Alakazam rolled his eyes before nodding to Mew. 

"Okay, Alakazam, true or false? Cacturne was the first contestant to vote himself off." 

"False, as I'm sure Gengar voted himself off before his elimination," said Alakazam smoothly. 

"THAT'S RIGHT!" shouted Mew, as Gothitelle and Weavile clapped. "Bellsprout, take it away!" 

"A-alright Trevenant! Tell me which riddle was the last one to be figured out during Ninetales's challenge?" asked the 
plant, smiling nervously. 

Trevenant grumbled under his breath and folded his arms defiantly. "The one with the lava." 

"It's magma!" snapped Bronzong. Trevenant scowled. 

"I need a number or the riddle itself," insisted Bellsprout. "Be more specific." 

Trevenant snarled in annoyance, which made Bellsprout flinch. Then Trevenant muttered to himself, closing his eye 
and thinking, before looking up at Bellsprout once more. "Five. It was Riddle Five, right?" 

"Th-that's right!" stammered Bellsprout. "Since you're both right-" 

"Spare me the details and get on with it!" roared Trevenant, as Mewtwo caused the booths to sink into the platform. 
Alakazam struck a balanced fighting pose. Trevenant let out a derisive snort. 

"Aren't your kind not suited for this?" 

"That doesn't really change the fact that I have to do this, like it or not," drawled Alakazam. "Are you going to keep me 
waiting?" 

Trevenant let out a laugh before charging forward, swinging a powerful hook to Alakazam's face. Alakazam pushed 
the fist aside and stepped around Trevenant, punching him in the side. Trevenant grunted in annoyance, before he 



turned and aimed one of his root legs at Alakazam. 

But once again, Alakazam dodged around the kick and hit Trevenant in the side. Trevenant swatted him away angrily, 
before fixing Alakazam with a cold look. 

"I know what you're trying to do," snarled Trevenant. "Aiming for organs doesn't work on a ghost, jackass." 

"Old habits die hard," said Alakazam, shrugging nonchalantly. "I'm surprised someone like you would recognize that 
strategy of fighting." 

Trevenant laughed. "Of course I do- that's what I am for, too." 

Alakazam cringed, before he let out a gasp as Trevenant lunged again, swinging his fist for Alakazam's face. 
"ALAKAZAM!" shouted Gothitelle. 

Fortunately, Alakazam brought his arm up just in time to block the hit to his head, but the attack still sent him skidding 
backwards. He fell onto his side, grunting in pain. 

Trevenant advanced on him slowly. "So- you beat Hypno, then Seizor and Kabutops.Js that all you have for me? Am 
I going to be the one who proves you're not invincible?" 

"I never claimed I was invincible," spat Alakazam in disgust. 

Trevenant scoffed. "Pathetic." 

He crawled forward and kicked Alakazam in the stomach, sending the Psychic rolling over the edge of the platform 
into the water. Alakazam lifted himself out of the water, telekinetically drying himself off, and going back to the others. 

"Are you okay?" asked Weavile. 

"He clearly means business, and I had quite a disadvantage," growled Alakazam, his ego a bit stung. 

Trevenant walked back across the platforms, point secured. He noticed Mismagius looking at him and gave her a 
cruel smile. 

Power was power. There was no argument against it. 

"That was a great fight!" shouted Bellsprout. "And now...let's see..." 

The wheel spun, landing on Luxray and Toxicroak. Toxicroak winced a little, remembering his last round. Luxray on 
the other hand... 

Luxray set her glasses aside. "A quiz show? Interesting...well in that case." 

Luxray zapped herself, her fur fluffing out and her teeth setting themselves in a crazed grin. 

"BRING IT ON! I'LL BASH YOU'RE HEAD IN, I SWEAR ON ME MUM!" 

"...just...go to the center," requested Bellsprout weakly. 

"AYE!" 

Luxray trotted happily to the center platform, while Toxicroak nervously made his way to his stand, keeping as far 
away as possible from Luxray. 

"Now...Luxray...can you tell me-," began Mew. 

"FOUR!" 

"...I didn't even finish the question," said Mew. 

"THE ANSWER IS FOUR!" 

"...l...but...you...l didn't even finish it," said Mew weakly. 



"Well, she's wrong, right?" snapped Trevenant. 

"No she's...correct," muttered Mew. 

"WHAT!?" 

"YEAH BABY! YOU CANT KEEP ME DOWN, I’M RISING UP, BACK ON THE STREET-" 

"Luxray, calm down!" protested Bellsprout. 

"IT'S THE EYE OF THE LUXRAY, IT’S THE KILL IN THE NIGHT-" 

"Can you please give me my question?" asked Toxicroak. 

"How many times was Crobat, as a Zubat, injured in Total Pokemon Island?" asked Bellsprout. 

Toxicroak gaped. "You have a NUMBER?" 

"Hey, Cacturne got it right in the Board Game," said Bellsprout, shrugging. 

"I...don't know," said Toxicroak feebly. 

"WELL LUXRAY TAKES IT THEN!" 

Luxray appeared behind Toxicroak, nodding her head quietly. "It's okay, lad, ya gave it yer all and that's all that 
matters in the end. You got plenty o' respect from me." 

"Oh...well thanks," said Toxicroak weakly. 

"NOW TAKE A SWIM!" shrieked Luxray, pushing in Toxicroak while laughing maniacally. 

000 

"She has to be cheating- insanity can't ACTUALLY work," growled Bisharp. Then he paused. "Can it?" 
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"That's my girl!" boasted Mamoswine with pride. 
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"Gliscor vs. Crobat, let's see how you do!" 

Gliscor let out a low groan as he flew towards the platform. Crobat shared a similar look of discontent- once again, 
two friends were on the platform, and they weren't looking forward to a fight if it came to that. 

"Okay, Gliscor!" said Mew. "Glad to see you again, hopefully we get to see you in another fight after that beating from 
Trevenant!" 

"Beating from- HEY!" snapped Gliscor. "Just give me the question, you big pink-" 

"Watch it, buster!" said Mew, chuckling. "Can you tell me the two Shiny Pokemon who competed this season?" 

Gliscor frowned. "Uh...Medicham was one, right? Uh...hang on...there's...there's another?" 

"Think carefully," purred Mew. 

"...I have no idea." 

"GLISCOR STRIKES OUT AGAIN!" 

"Froslass- the bow is pink, not red," said Crobat helpfully. "I can understand you missing it." 

"I thought that was a fashion statement!" protested Gliscor. 

"I KNOW, RIGHT?" shouted Gengar, remembering how he hadn't caught onto it until halfway through the last season. 



"Crobat, your turn- in Season One, which two contestants won the talent show challenge?" asked Bellsprout. 

Crobat paused, glancing at Gliscor. "Hey, that's the challenge you were eliminated in-" 

"Can we drop this!" groaned Gliscor, huffing. 

"Lopunny and Alakazam, with their magic show," said Crobat, nodding to Alakazam. "Or Kadabra. Whatever you want 
to call him." 

"THAT IS RIGHT!" shouted Mew. "Crobat gets the point." 

"Pity, I wanted another fight," said Bellsprout. 

Gliscor paused, before looking up at Bellsprout disapprovingly. "Seriously dude? What's your deal? What kind of jerk 
wants to see Pokemon who were once his friends beat each other up?" 

"ONCE my friends?" asked Bellsprout. 

Crobat snorted. "Yeah dude, at the rate you're going, don't be surprised when everyone abandons you." 

Bellsprout gaped, and Honchkrow let out a whistle. 

"Burn," whispered Gengar. 

Crobat and Gliscor both flew away while a flustered, blushing Bellsprout fumbled with starting the roulette wheel. 
Krookodile gaped when both his name AND Kabutops's name popped up again. 

"Wait...him?" asked Krookodile. 

"Him AGAIN?" asked Kabutops. 

"Wow," commented Mewtwo, chuckling. "What are the odds?" 

"Nice! I couldn't have asked for something better!" yelled Mew. "A rematch between the clever croc and the 
prehistoric pounder! Krookodile and Kabutops, make your way to the center!" 
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"He wasn't getting me twice," growled Kabutops. 
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Krookodile leaned on the podium as he glared at Mew, eager to get this over with. 

"Krookodile, can you tell me the four parts of Trapinch's date challenge?" 

Krookodile counted. "Let's see...sidewalk, ballroom dancing, fancy dinner and...uh...the double wrestling match thing, 
right?" 

"Indeed it is!" said Bellsprout. "Uh...Kabutops...your question is uh...um...w-which Pokemon was at the top of the "Hot 
Guys" list that the girls made back in Season One." 

Kabutops rolled his eyes. "Gengar- he still talks about it." 

"I DO NOT!" yelped Gengar. 
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"That often," muttered Gengar, put out. 
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The stands disappeared once again into the platform as Mewtwo floated overhead, fixing the two with a stern glare. 
Krookodile bared his jaws and lashed his tail aggressively, while Kabutops put up his normal fighting stance. 



"Oh come on- you gonna try that shit again?" jeered Krookodile, cracking his knuckles. "You know you're gonna lose, 
just like last time." 

Kabutops frowned. Fine. Was that how he wanted it to be? "Okay, scum breath. You want a real fight?" 

Kabutops relaxed his body, letting his scythes swing freely, and his feet shifted from time to time. Krookodile watched 
him carefully- it was a different stance than normal for the fighter- every other time when he had fought, such as 
against Seizor, he used a normal pose, but this one was...more loose. What was he up to? 

Krookodile grinned and took a step forward, but rather than flinching, Kabutops leapt forward, swinging his scythe 
wickedly through the air. Krookodile leaned back to avoid it, his nose getting skimmed in the process. The croc 
lunged with his gaping maw, ready to bite down on Kabutops's arm, but Kabutops slammed his foot down on 
Krookodile's foot. 

Krookodile howled in pain, leaping back. "OW! THE HELL?" 

But Kabutops wasn't done. He stabbed his blades in the ground before thrusting his legs forward, kicking the croc in 
the stomach, before elbowing the Krookodile in the jaw. Krookodile staggered towards the edge, but swung his tail 
defiantly. Kabutops chuckled and pinned it down with his blade- not hard enough to slice through, but hard enough to 
leave an impression. Krookodile swiped at Kabutops futilely, but Kabutops just dodged it before he headbutt 
Krookodile right in the nose. 

Krookodile winced, clutching his nose, but Kabutops kept smacking and hitting his nose, causing everyone in the 
audience to wince. 
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"His normal style is almost like kickboxing- that's how he fights Seizor, from what I've witnessed," explained 
Alakazam. "But this...this was different...it was a mix of his normal techniques, but with some trick shots and 
foul moves thrown in. It's no wonder he survived so long in juvie." 
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"Using a dirty move, then pummeling the same spot again and again...I like this guy's style- pity he's on my 
team, because I'd like a crack at him," said Trevenant, grinning. 
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"Kabutops was going NUTS on Krookodile!" yelled Noivern. "He was like SMASH! And then BAM! And then 
like POW!" 

She paused. "I could write a song like that..." 
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Krookodile groaned and tottered backwards, slipping off the edge and landing in the water. Kabutops smirked and 
proudly marched back to his teammates. 

"Point goes to Kabutops and the Victorious Vileplumes!" declared Mewtwo. He nodded to Mew. "Get the next 
challengers!" 

The roulettes spun once more until they landed on the next two faces: Weavile and Bisharp. 

Weavile cocked a brow, tapping a claw to her chin in hesitation. "Huh. Interesting opponent. Any advice?" 

"Be on your guard," stated Alakazam. "Bisharp is certainly a clever one-1 have a feeling he may have some tricks up 
his sleeve to keep you on your toes." 

"That's IF you get to the fight," said Gliscor. 

"Oh, they will- Weavile will probably answer right, and if Bisharp has any kind of reputation he wants to keep, he'll get 
it right too," said Bronzong. 


Weavile and Bisharp both made their way to the ring. Bisharp gave Weavile a nod of acknowledgement, while 



Weavile gave Mew an uneasy look- she didn't doubt that she could get the question- that wasn't the problem. The 
problem was that Bisharp was clever, and while she had heard of his skirmish with Medicham, she had no idea if she 
could take him in a fight. 

"Weavile, name every course for BOTH teams from the cooking challenge- should be easy, right?" asked Mew, 
smiling. 

Weavile tapped her claws. "Victorious Vileplumes had a salad with a bunch of different dressings, some meat dish as 
a main course, and a pretty rad build-a-cupcake idea." 

"Rad?" repeated Toxicroak, blushing a little. "Aw, thanks." 

"Hey, I won't deny good ideas...well, not anymore anyway," said Weavile, thinking back to Season One with a 
shudder. 

"And for the other team?" asked Mew, tapping his chin. 

"For the Graceful Gardevoirs, we had Swampert's healthy soup, a meat and vegetable entree, and my souffles that 
got burnt to a crisp," said Weavile. 

"By someone who WASN'T me," added Bronzong. Alakazam threw him a look. 


"Really?" 


"Hey, don't get mad at me- get mad at yourself for being wrong," said Bronzong, smirking. 

Alakazam shut his eyes in vexation. Honchkrow watched carefully from afar. 
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"Bronzong seems to be on Alakazam’s case as well," commented Honchkrow. "But what's he up to? Dere's 
always more to dat bell then meets the eye." 
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"Weavile has managed to secure her team a point, but can Bisharp do the same?" asked Bellsprout. "Bisharp, tell me 
how many Pokemon on our show can Mega Evolve." 

"Does this include past hosts, such as Pidgeot?" asked Bisharp. 

"Only competitors who COMPETED on the show, so eliminated competitors count- the regulars, until they're 
eliminated," clarified Mew. 

"Mewtwo is a regular- does he count?" asked Bisharp, smirking. 

Mew smiled in response. "Yep. Good eye. Mewtwo DOES count." 

"Well...as of right now...the ones who can Mega Evolve are Banette, Alakazam, Gengar, Charizard, Garchomp, 
Seizor, Swampert, Mewtwo, and...Medicham," finished Bisharp. "So that's...nine." 

"That's all of them!" confirmed Bellsprout. "So, that means you two have to duke it out for the point." 

Weavile and Bisharp stepped away from each other as Mewtwo prepared the platform. He floated down and looked 
between the two, his eyes switching between the two with interest. So the former Queen of Mean and the Tyrant 
himself were fighting. It would be interesting to say the least. 

"Are you nervous?" asked Bisharp, his eyes never leaving Weavile. 

Weavile paused, wondering how to phrase it. "Not nervous, no. More like curious...I'm just wondering what exactly 
you can do. I'm not those Beedrill you were beating around before." 

Bisharp gave her a grim smile. "I'll be more than happy to show you." 

He slowly sank into a fighting stance, his bladed arms raised. Bisharp chuckled, beckoning Weavile to make her 
move. Scoffing, Weavile burst from the edge and charged Bisharp, swinging her arm quickly, but her eyes widened 



when Bisharp blocked her claws with his blades. The sound almost resembled two swords clashing against each 
other. Bisharp's eyes gleamed as he pushed her back. 


"En garde!" said the knight, before swinging his blade to stab at Weavile. Weavile stepped back, but Bisharp 
sidestepped forward before slapping her face with the flat end of his hand. Weavile winced before blocking his next 
attack, her claws striking against his blades again. Bisharp moved gracefully to avoid it and lunged again, but Weavile 
slipped to the side to dodge. 

From afar, it almost looked as if they were sword fighting. Weavile swung her claws, but Bisharp backed away, before 
he leaned forward, jabbing at her legs. Weavile hopped back, but Bisharp continued forward, sweeping at her legs 
again and again. 

"Dance for me," said Bisharp. Weavile glared, before leaping over his blades and aiming a kick to his legs. Bisharp's 
eyes widened as he blocked the attack with his hand. 

"You wish," said Weavile, determined not to be beaten by his fancy attacks. She flashed her claws forward again, as 
Bisharp left himself wide open. 

"Weavile, no, he's luring you in!" shouted Alakazam, catching on. 

Weavile hesitated for a moment, and that was all Bisharp needed. He flashed his arm out, deflecting her attack. 
"Parry!" 

Her eyes widened as he lunged forward. "Riposte!" 

Weavile was pushed back and felt the floor disappear under her feet. She let out a cry of shock as she landed in the 
cold water. She emerged and noticed Bisharp looking down at her. 

"Well fought," he commented, turning away and walking back to his team. Weavile growled. 

Bisharp ignored Mew announcing he had secured a point, just heading away- that had been a well fought battle. A 
good, clean, and fair match up. Medicham would've been proud. 

Bisharp stopped dead. No. That had to stop. He couldn't think about her- she was gone, and that was that. 

Weavile dragged her soaked body over to sit beside Banette once more. He gave her an apologetic look. 

"He's good, I'll give that," admitted Weavile grudgingly. 

"I'm sure he worked hard to be," said Banette, chuckling. "They've got a fierce team." 

"I think we can get it- we may have gotten wrecked in most fights, but we've got a solid lead on points alone, I think." 
"NEXT CHALLENGERS!" shouted Mew. "I need Gothitelle and Mamoswine!" 

Gothitelle got up, smirking cleverly, while Mamoswine moved more hesitantly, his eyes troubled. Banette nudged 
Weavile. 

"I feel bad for Mamoswine- he clearly doesn't want to do this," said Banette. 

"Yeah...big bad pig he might be, but he's a lover, not a fighter," agreed Weavile. 

Gothitelle and Mamoswine appeared in the center. Alakazam and Luxray were both watching them carefully. Luxray 
frowned as she looked at her boyfriend. Something was off. His aura, which normally the delicious color of oranges 
about to be consumed by the starving, was a dull, dejected grey. Mamoswine was really tired, which was shocking 
since sleeping was one of his finer talents! What was going on? 

"Mamoswine...are you okay?" whispered Luxray. "I know I checked your bed for invisible Joltiks, even though the 
electricity doesn't bother you...so what's gotten into you..." 

"Gothitelle, true or false?" began Mew. "Mew and I were the only Legendaries who appeared on Season One?" 

"Does ze Darkrai costume count?" queried Gothitelle. 

"It was a costume, so it does not." 



"Zen zat eez ze case- true." 

"That's right," said Bellsprout. "Now uh...Mamoswine...let's see...who was the first contestant voted off on Total 
Pokemon World Tour?" 

Mamoswine frowned and glanced left and right, before answering. "Hitmonlee." 

"Nope! Hitmonlee was automatically eliminated, and Houndoom quit! I was the first one eliminated by vote!" said 
Bellsprout. "Guess you're not as wise as you think you are!" 

"Guess not," muttered Mamoswine, turning and walking away quickly. 

Bisharp narrowed his eyes, while Banette nudged Weavile. Even Gothitelle was a bit surprised at how easily he had 
gotten the question wrong. Weavile glanced at Banette, who looked thoughtful. 

"He threw that." 

"He WHAT?" gasped Weavile. "No...he wouldn't-" 

"He definitely did," said Bronzong. "Mamoswine's not an idiot- it's easy to remember that Hitmonlee was eliminated 
automatically." 

"But...why?" asked Luxray to no one in particular. 

"Hey, hang on!" yelled Mew, looking at Mamoswine. "You didn't just get that wrong to take the easy way out, did 
you!?" 

Mamoswine froze, before turning to scowl at Mew. "You haven't accused anyone else of doing that! Why are you 
asking me?" 

"You've been reluctant this whole time," insisted Mew. "So, tell me- did you throw that?" 

Mamoswine rolled his eyes. "No-1 was caught by a trick question. Congratulations, you fooled me." 

Mew didn't look convinced, but just nodded to Bellsprout. "Roll the next contestants." 

"Y-yeah...but don't worry! I have a plan just to make sure no one throws the challenge!" said Bellsprout, grinning. 

"Do tell." 

Bellsprout pulled Mew closer. "Ask easy questions that ANYONE could answer- that way they'll ALWAYS get it right, 
and WE'LL always get a fight!" 

Mew grinned. "Not bad- sadistic and cruel, the way I like it." 

"Haha...yeah," said Bellsprout, faltering slightly. Sadistic and cruel, huh? Was that...really something to be proud of? 

"Next contestants are...," muttered Mew, watching the wheels spin. Banette groaned when he saw his head pop up, 
but his eyes widened when the next contestant was revealed. 

Trevenant. 

Trevenant stared at the screen, before his eye rolled onto Banette, a hungry glow entering his stare. Banette felt as if 
it had pierced through him and he gripped his hand into a tense fist. 

"Banette and Trevenant!" announced Mew. "Come on down!" 

"No...no, not him!" hissed Weavile. She turned her head to Banette. "You can't-" 

"I have to," said Banette. He shrugged. "At least he can't use any moves on me this time." 

Weavile's gaze hardened. "At least go against him full force. You can't let him stomp all over you- not again. I won't sit 
back and watch you get your shit stomped in." 


"...I'll do what I can," promised Banette, but Weavile angrily looked away, knowing he was avoiding a direct answer. 



He got up and walked away. 

"No use arguing with that one," commented Bronzong. "But I find Trevenant irksome. Hope Banette wins." 

"Gee, thanks," grumbled Weavile. 

Trevenant threw a look back at his team, nodded, and continued walking. Mismagius gulped, floating down towards 
Gengar. 

"I'm...worried about Banette," she whispered. 

"You and me both," admitted Gengar. "You might be cool with him, but Trevenant's not. I wonder why...maybe 
because he's your ex?" 

Thinking back to earlier in the day, Mismagius remembered how much Trevenant didn't care about her own needs 
and desires. "No, I don't think it has to do with me. Trevenant's not like that." 

"Well, at least you're defending him," said Kabutops evenly. Mismagius thought it sounded like a jab at her. She 
looked to the ring, where Banette was waiting. 

"Banette...answer me this...where was the finale of last Season?" asked Mew. 

Banette looked shocked, and threw Mew a deadpan look. "Indigo Plateau- but come on, that's way too easy, what's 
the deal?" 

"No deal!" chirped Mew. "You just got lucky-1 guess all the easy cards were at the bottom of the deck. Anyways, you 
also got the question right! Bellsprout?" 

"Trevenant, what Season is this?" 

"WAIT, WHAT?" snarled Krookodile. "THAT'S A LOAD OF SHIT!" 

"Zis eez most unbalanced," complained Gothitelle. "Zat question eez so simple zat-" 

"Rules are rules," said Honchkrow, smile playing on her beak. 

Trevenant didn't comment at all, but the look of glee on his face was unmistakable. "Three. This is Season Three." 
"CORRECT!" said Bellsprout enthusiastically. "You know what that means!" 

Trevenant grinned at Banette. "Oh yeah. I know what that means." 

Banette glanced at Mewtwo in dismay, but Mewtwo couldn't do anything. He just sighed and prepared the battlefield 
for the two ghosts, with Banette giving Trevenant a calm look. 

"I've been hoping for another crack at you-1 didn't get enough the first time," growled Trevenant. "You're DONE." 
Banette's eyes narrowed. "I won't let you win so easily this time." 

"WE'LL SEE ABOUT THAT!" snarled Trevenant, scuttling forward to punch at Banette, who ducked and rolled 
around. Trevenant turned to see Banette throwing a punch at him. The jab was light, causing Trevenant to swat him 
away before Trevenant swung a leg at Banette. 

This time he didn't dodged and tumbled backwards. Trevenant swung at him again, but Banette leapt back into action 
and slapped Trevenant across the face before punching him in the gut. 

"Yes!" hissed Weavile. "Keep it up Banette!" 

"Trevenant, you can do better than that!" laughed Toxicroak. 

Trevenant cracked his wooden body before firing a hook at Banette, who managed to duck under it. Banette lunged 
forward again, but Trevenant countered with a jab to the puppet's stomach. Banette gasped, but had no time to react 
when Trevenant hooked him again, sending Banette rolling towards the edge. Banette winced, before he felt 
Trevenant grab him by the throat. He couldn't breathe, but it still hurt. Trevenant grinned before socking him in the 
stomach a few times. 



Banette groaned, staring at Trevenant, his eyes fluttering. "Just...throw me over." 

Trevenant's eye burned with fury. "Just throw you over?" 

He cocked his arm before twisting around and hurling Banette onto the ground- still on the platform. Banette skidded 
painfully along the platform, but Trevenant grabbed his head tail, flinging him back against the ground painfully. 

"Throw you over?" repeated Trevenant. "No. I'M NOT DONE WITH YOU YET." 

Trevenant reared back and began punching Banette again and again. Everyone was stunned. Weavile's jaw dropped, 
while Bronzong gaped. Alakazam's eyes flashed, while Krookodile grinned. Gengar held back an enraged Kabutops, 
while Toxicroak nervously glanced at a furious Bisharp. Mismagius was horrified. Even Mew and Bellsprout 
exchanged a shocked glance- the rules were there and they wanted SOME violence, but Trevenant was just 
being...brutal. 

"Stop the fight!" shouted Kabutops angrily. 

"We can't...really," said Mew, sounding awkward. 

"BELLSPROUT!" growled Mamoswine. "Stop. The. Fight." 

But Bellsprout did nothing. He just sat there, watching Banette take the beating, quivering quietly. 

Trevenant grinned as he reared back, Banette staring at him weakly. His fist clenched. "When you're knocked out 
cold, THEN you get dumped into the water. Here it comes!" 

Bronzong's eyes widened. "Wait. What's that?" 

Trevenant's fist flew forward and then suddenly...it stopped. 

Alakazam squinted, while Gothitelle pressed against him. "Alakazam...tell me...what eez zat...?" 

Banette had grabbed Trevenant's arm and was gripping it, holding it tight. Trevenant stared in annoyance, before 
snorting. 

"Still got some fight in you, huh?" 

Banette looked up into Trevenant's eye, causing Trevenant's smirk to fade. There was something different. 

Something in those eyes- they were still the same pale red as before but something...something was off. There was 
no light in those eyes, there was no faint grin on Banette's face, he was simply gripping Trevenant's arm with his gaze 
locked on Trevenant...and that grip was getting tighter. 

Trevenant felt his body start to get colder, looking into those eyes. There was something there, some new emotion 
that Trevenant couldn't describe- all he knew is that he felt fear. Cold, raw fear...and that was something that scared 
him even more than those dark eyes pinning him down. 

The wooden arm began to crack. Trevenant gasped in pain. Banette's eyes never left him, his face twisting into a 
scowl... 

"What's he doing?" asked Weavile, confused. 

Kabutops seemed tense. "Dude...is that cracking noise Trevenant's arm?" 

"His mental state has shifted...! can't get a good read," murmured Alakazam. 

Everyone was muttering and murmuring about the change. Trevenant's arm was trembling in Banette's hand. Banette 
raised his other arm and then... 

Bronzong finally floated forward, off of the stands. He didn't float to the island in the pool, but he got close enough so 
that Banette could hear him. "BANETTE! STOP!" 

Banette froze, before his grip on Trevenant slackened. Trevenant grabbed his arm, holding it painfully, noticing that 
Banette seemed to look normal again. Fear was replaced with fury, and with his good arm, Trevenant gave him a 
vicious blow that sent Banette tumbling into the water. 



Banette surfaced, groaning as he slid onto the ground. Bronzong cleaned the water off him, and escorted him back to 
the bleachers. 

"I owe you," muttered the puppet. 

"Murderous...you looked like you were going to KILL him," growled Bronzong. "Don't let that happen again." 

"I know, I know...if I had been able to use moves-" 

"I get the situation. I do. But that was close. You were seconds away from ripping off his arm." 

Trevenant turned back to his team, walking away. 

"TREVENANT UH...TREVENANT GETS THE POINT!" announced Mew. He glanced at Mewtwo. "So what the hell 
was that?" 

"Banette got pushed a bit too far- and you should've stopped the fight," growled Mewtwo. 

"He's your RIVAL, I thought-," blustered Mew. 

"No," snapped Mewtwo. "That was too much for anybody. Now get on with the next fight." 

Trevenant threw Mismagius a look as his team gave him some limited praise. Mismagius got the message. 

Trevenant had no problem beating up anyone who came his way. 

But she was more curious about something else: what the HELL had happened to Banette in there? 

000 

"I do not know how to describe eet," said Gothitelle uneasily. "But I sensed a change in Banette- somezing 
dark. Somezing zat...scared me." 

000 

"One moment he was getting destroyed by Trevenant, and the next Banette is crushing him-1 don't know 
what was going on, but there was a chill in the air," said Kabutops worriedly. 

000 

"I've never seen Banette get like that," murmured Mismagius. Then her gaze hardened. "But still...I need to 
figure out a way to get away from Trevenant. I have to do something. My hands may be tied, but I HAVE to do 
something." 

000 

"Luxray and Gengar, take the stage!" said Mew, still sounding a bit uneasy. 

Luxray tentatively entered the platform, while Gengar scratched his head and floated at his podium. 

"Now, Luxray...tell me AFTER I FINISH THE QUESTION!" snapped Mew. "Who were the finalists of Season One!" 

"Oddish/Gloom/Vileplume and Swinub/Piloswine/Mamoswine!" screeched Luxray. "NEVER FORGET THE SEVERAL 
NAMES I HAVE UTTERED." 

"...well, she's right!" said Mew, grinning. "So! Now that you've gotten that, Bellsprout, give Gengar his question!" 
"Gengar, who were the captains in the Baseball Challenge of Season One?" asked Bellsprout, smiling. 

Gengar scratched his head, "...urn?" 

"YOU DON'T REMEMBER?" hissed Bellsprout. 


"It's kind of a blur..." 



"GENGAR, THAT ONE WAS EASY!" 

"Oh come on!" moaned Gengar. "My memory's not the best." 

"Ugh...whatever, Luxray gets the point," groaned Bellsprout. 

Gengar slumped over and floated back to Mamoswine, who gave him an awkward pat on the back. Luxray hopped 
along to her team, high fiving Noivern with her paw. Weavile was trying to add up the points with Alakazam- it was 
pretty close, but while the Victorious Vileplumes were winning the battles, the Graceful Gardevoirs were scoring more 
points in the quiz. 

"Our next two are...Alakazam and Honchkrow." 

"Perfect," said Alakazam, a smile slipping on his face. Honchkrow grinned. 

"Crobat, hold down da fort. I got a brainiac to defeat." 

Alakazam and Honchkrow both floated to the center of the pool, Alakazam giving her a confident smile. Honchkrow 
tapped her beak impatiently, waiting for Mew to get on with it- now that they were asking easy questions, the game 
came down to fights. And Alakazam, as Honchkrow knew, would not throw in the towel. So that meant that this was 
just a formality. 

"Alakazam, who was the contestant in Season Two that was eliminated due to sickness?" 

"Gliscor," said Alakazam smoothly, eyes fixed on Honchkrow. 

"Honchkrow, which contestant threw themselves out of the plane last season for the sake of someone else?" 

"Trapinch threw herself out for Diglett," answered the bird. 

"THAT MEANS WE GET A FIGHT!" shouted Bellsprout, but most of the campers just rolled their eyes and muttered 
to themselves in discontent. Bellsprout looked offended. 

"G-guys? C-come on, show some enthusiasm..." 

"For WHAT? Beating each other around for your entertainment?" growled Kabutops. 

"Yeah, dude, the King of the Hill was fun- it was COOL staying on top, even if Lopunny hosted it," said Gliscor. "This 
is a quiz- it's supposed to be based on getting answers right, not who can beat up who." 

"You just threw in the fighting for your own wants," agreed Noivern. "And it's not fun." 

"Spare me the whining!" protested Bellsprout, nodding to Mewtwo, but even Mewtwo was looking a bit annoyed with 
Mew and Bellsprout. Mew sighed quietly, but Bellsprout refused to let himself get intimidated. 

"Alakazam, Honchkrow, get on with it!" 

Alakazam struck a familiar pose, but Honchkrow grinned and flapped her wings, though she didn't fly. 

"So...Gothitelle already defeated Crobat-1 wonder if you're any better on the ground than he is," taunted Alakazam. 
"Wanna find out, or are you gonna talk me to death?" asked Honchkrow daringly. 

Alakazam beckoned her closer, but Honchkrow didn't take the bait. She just yawned and waited. Alakazam scowled. 
"You're not going to bait me into attacking." 

"Same here, pal, I ain't stupid," commented Honchkrow, grooming herself. "But neither of us is gonna get anywhere if 
you don't do anything." 

"Likewise to you." 

"OH COME ON, GET FIGHTING ALREADY!" shrieked Bellsprout. 

Alakazam glared, but he wasn't going to give in. Honchkrow yawned, adjusting her hat feathers, turning around to 



face her team. Crobat noticed she had her wing tensed up. Alakazam snorted at the blatant disrespect, but watched 
Honchkrow carefully, though his eyes were annoyed. 

"Hey, Crobat, can you toss me my cigar?" asked Honchkrow, but as the first words came out of her mouth, she 
twisted and flung herself at Alakazam. The Psychic had expected something and stepped back, preparing a counter 
attack, but Honchkrow swiped his hand away and pecked him in the stomach. Alakazam glared, aiming another blow, 
but Honchkrow jumped and kicked him in the face. Alakazam staggered away, but Honchkrow kept on him, slapping 
him in the face with her wings again and again and again, before whacking him with her tail, knocking him into the 
water. 

"Element of surprise," she commented. She grinned as a sopping Alakazam emerged from the water. "Now we're 1 
for 1." 

"Try again when I can use my Psychic powers," invited Alakazam, stung. "We'll see how it goes." 

"I wouldn't dare- you're much too powerful for me," admitted Honchkrow, grinning. 

Alakazam scoffed and floated back to Gothitelle, but the gears in his mind were turning. Defeat him using a trick, 
making him look weak, but saying he's stronger? What was she playing at? 

"Honchkrow wins, and we're at the final few rounds!" said Mew. "The next few bouts will determine who wins and who 
loses!" 

"Okay, but what's the score?" asked Bisharp. 

"Not telling this time! That would kill the suspense! But it's close- it’s do or time, and any wrong answer could make or 
break your team!" said Bellsprout. 

000 

"I'm trying to figure out Honchkrow, and I'll admit, she doesn't play like Hypno or Weavile," said Alakazam. 
"She keeps changing her tactics every time I catch on. But what is her end goal with me? She tries to beat 
me, but says I'm stronger- granted, she uses underhanded methods to keep me on my toes, and 
yet...hrmmm. This is troublesome." 

But then a smile came to his face. "But...I still...this is fun. Honchkrow wants me gone, with Crobat on her 
side. Bronzong is not fond of me, and most teams find me a threat. This is good. Very good. I'm pleased with 
this outcome. This should be a fun season for me. After all, thus far, I've let them throw all of the punches. 
Now it's time to start hitting back." 

000 

"The next two are...Toxicroak and Bronzong!" 

"Can't you show me some respect by placing me against a decent opponent?" drawled Bronzong. "I appreciate not 
having to wrestle like a fool, but give them a chance." 

"Dude...come on...why do you have to be so mean?" whined Toxicroak as they sat in front of their podiums. 

"You call it mean, I call it honest- harsh truth is harsh." 

"Bronzong...L.uh...man, do I have to give him this one, it's pathetically easy," groaned Mew. 

"Like every other question that's been asked? Oh, how tragic." 

"Fine, bell head- what team was the champion of last Season on before the merge?" 

"Gardevoir was the CAPTAIN of the Cool Cresselias," answered Bronzong. "And I was stuck with her for way too 
long." 

"Yeah, you'll never forget her, will you, buddy?" asked Banette, chuckling. Bronzong threw him a look. 

Noivern looked a bit interested. "Wait, Bronzong, did you have a CRUSH on-?" 

"No," said Bronzong dryly. "Unlike you and the rest of you lovestruck buffoons, I don't DO relationships. But she was 



a good captain, and she has my respect." 

"So- Toxicroak...tell me which contestant has always voted himself off," ventured Bellsprout. 

Toxicroak gave him a blank look. 

"Damn it, Toxicroak." 

"I'M SORRY!" apologized Toxicroak, but Mew just grabbed him and tossed him back to the bleachers with his Psychic 
powers. Bronzong grinned as the point was his, before floating back to Banette and Weavile. 

"Seriously, it's getting BORING. How hard can it bed, these questions are EASY," groaned Mew. 

"Next two are..." 

The wheels spun, landing on Gliscor and Kabutops, who both groaned in annoyance. Gliscor flew over while 
Kabutops dove in the water and hopped out, shaking himself off as the two waited for their questions. 

"Gliscor, your question...which team had more members on it- the Cool Cresselias or the Deadly Darkrais?" asked 
Mew. 

"Uh...Deadly...Darkrais?" guessed Gliscor, shrugging. 

"That's...RIGHT!" said Mew. "Good guessing, I gotta admit." 

"Uh...so...Kabutops...your question...how many Pokemon jumped in the first season's first challenge?" asked 
Bellsprout. 

Kabutops gaped. "You expect me to remember THAT? Are you serious?" 

"It's isn't that hard," commented Alakazam. 

"Not for a guy who's brain is as big as his ego, but for me, no. I don't know," growled Kabutops. 

"Gliscor gets the point then...and we don't get a fight...again," droned Mew, slumping in his seat. 

"YES! I GOT A POINT!" shouted Gliscor, punching the air as he flew back over and hugged Noivern, who started 
giggling. Kabutops shrugged and walked back to the team. 

Bisharp grit his teeth- the scores had to be close, and his team had just lost twice. This wasn't going good for them. 
They had to win the next few points, or else they would surely lose the challenge. 

"Next challengers are...Luxray and...ooooh, Mamoswine! Interesting!" 

Luxray froze, while Mamoswine's eyes widened. 

"GET IN THE RING!" shouted Mew. 

Luxray hesitated before nodding and running forward onto the island. Mamoswine made his way more slowly, sharing 
an uneasy look with his girlfriend before standing in front of his platform. They were both thinking the same thing: they 
were hoping for difficult questions, or for some way to throw them without being caught by Mew. 

"So, Luxray, what-!" 

"GARDEVOIR'S BIKINI!" shrieked Luxray. 

Mew stared. "I told you to stop doing that! I mean, you got it right, that's what won the clothing contest in Season 
Two." 

"I was right?" asked Luxray- she hadn't been trying that time. 

"Yep!" said Mew, nodding enthusiastically. 

The next words let out by Luxray were hastily censored. Noivern gasped while Bisharp and Trevenant shared a stare 
of shock. 



"Okay then...Mamoswine...oh wow, you're lucky- you got an easy one," said Bellsprout, smiling. It wasn't friendly. It 
was a smile showing that Bellsprout was ready to make Mamoswine miserable for the earlier comment. 

"What was the final challenge of Total Pokemon Island?" 

Mamoswine cursed under his breath, though not nearly as badly as Luxray. He couldn't worm his way out of this one- 
he had been one of the finalists in Total Pokemon Island, and it was impossible for him to throw the question without 
his team getting penalized. He closed his eyes, vexed, before glancing at Bellsprout. 

"An old school Pokemon battle between the finalists." 

"That's right! And you know what happens when two contestants get it right!" said Bellsprout. He clapped his leaves 
while Mewtwo set up the battlefield. Luxray turned her troubled gaze to Mamoswine, who let out an unhappy snort. 
The platform was soon ready and Mewtwo floated over them, nodding to make sure that they were both ready. 
Unfortunately, neither of them were ready for this. 

Luxray stared at Mamoswine, and Mamoswine stared at Luxray, wondering how exactly they were supposed to do 
this. This was the LAST thing they had wanted. 

"Get on with it!" shouted Bellsprout. "If you don't fight, we're gonna have some problems!" 

"Come on, Luxray, take him down! It’s easy!" snapped Krookodile. 

"Mamoswine, finish it quickly," ordered Bisharp. 

Luxray trembled, staring at Mamoswine with wide eyes, before she ran forward and swung a clumsy paw at him. 
Mamoswine easily stepped back, avoiding the attack. Luxray pounced again, but the attack was so telegraphed that 
even the bulky pig had no trouble avoiding it. 

"You're faster than that, Luxray," drawled Bronzong. "You're not fooling anyone." 

Noivern gave him a glare. "Leave her alone, you can see she doesn't want to do this!" 

"Well if she's gonna fake a fight, she has to do a better job than that." 

"Sheesh, this is going nowhere," whined Mew. "You two don't want to fight THAT badly? Wrestling's fun." 

"Way to ruin the challenge- you're right, this IS going nowhere," said Bellsprout, folding his leaves. 

Mamoswine froze, before he stomped the ground. Luxray froze her assault, while Mamoswine stared at her. 

"That's enough, Luxray." 

"I...l...what? I don't...speak a language the great Luxray understands, fool!" blustered Luxray. 

Mamoswine fixed his gaze on Bellsprout, his eyes never leaving the plant's face. Mamoswine walked to the edge of 
the battlefield and jumped into the water. 

Weavile gaped. "What." 

"No way," whispered Kabutops. 

Bisharp's eyes glowed with fury. "Did he just do what I think he did?" 

"...Mamoswine, you can't throw the fight!" snapped Bellsprout. "Get back up there." 

"Oh, I'll get back up there," growled Mamoswine, getting on the platform. "But she gets the point. I'm not fighting. Not 
anymore." 

"It's just a challenge!" 

"IT'S NOT JUST A CHALLENGE!" snarled Mamoswine. "THE QUIZ WAS THE CHALLENGE! BUT THIS? BEATING 
EACH OTHER UP FOR POINTS IN A CHALLENGE? That's not what a quiz is- that's what your stupid, sadistic idea 
of entertainment is- you didn't make us wrestle because it was central to the challenge, you made us wrestle because 
you got to watch up there while you're riding this stupid power trip of yours. YOU'RE the one that's going nowhere!" 



Everyone's jaws dropped at that one. Mamoswine’s angry stare pinned Bellsprout to his seat, but he wasn't going to 
back down that easily. 

"It's MY challenge!" hissed Bellsprout. "I'm up here, and you're down there! I get to determine what entertainment is-" 

"Yeah?" growled Mamoswine. "Mocking Pokemon for being wrong is entertaining? Letting Trevenant beat up Banette 
is funny? Friends fighting friends for the sake of a stupid point is entertainment? I had no idea. Then why don't we do 
something for ratings? You come down here and fight me- let's see how much the audience gets a kick out of that!" 

Mamoswine stomped forward, but Luxray ran in front of him, frantically hissing to him under her breath, but 
Mamoswine was seeing red and not listening to any of it. 

"But we can't do that, because you're not my friend anymore," continued Mamoswine. "You used to be a good 
person- a nervous, timid, and scared Pokemon, but a good one. I never thought of you as a coward, but ever since 
you got that seat of yours, you've been hiding more and more and acting more like a jerk." 

"H-h-how...you have n-no right...," babbled Bellsprout. 

"WHEN ARE YOU GOING TO MAN UP AND REALIZE THAT BEING NEEDLESSLY MEAN DOESN'T MAKE YOU 
BRAVE?" roared Mamoswine. "I watched you turn on Oddish in Season One, quit in Season Two, make Lileep jump 
through HOOPS to apologize for you-" 

"Leave her out of this!" squeaked Bellsprout. 

"And you haven't done ANYTHING to redeem yourself!" continued Mamoswine. "You should be ASHAMED-" 

"Mamoswine!" shouted Luxray. Mamoswine looked down at her, while Luxray was looking at him sternly. 

"That's enough- you've made your point," insisted Luxray. "We're on television. We don't need you and Bellsprout to 
say some things that can never be taken back, even by Master Thief Luxray of the Fifth Night." 

Mamoswine paused, before sighing deeply. "You're right. I apologize." 

"It's okay," said Luxray. "But I wish you hadn't thrown the point!" 

"That makes two of us." 

Bisharp strode over and folded his arms. "I don't like that. I don't like that one bit, Mamoswine. Throwing a 
challenge?" 

Mamoswine stared, his eyes hardening. "Cool it, Bisharp." 

"No. A challenge might be stupid, but it's still a challenge, and you just threw all of that away-" 

"You're DEFENDING-?" 

"I'm defending nothing," snapped Bisharp. "Nothing except my ideals. Challenges, no matter how dull or stupid, are 
important. They determine how long we survive, who stays, the strength of a team, and you just shoved all of that 
away because you didn't want to fight." 

"I didn't want to fight my GIRLFRIEND," growled Mamoswine. "Sorry about that." 

"I don't care if it was your girlfriend or your own mother," hissed Bisharp. "I won't tolerate insubordination." 

Mamoswine snorted and stepped into the water, wading towards Bisharp and getting out in front of him. 

"Insubordination?" asked Mamoswine. "Challenges? Victory? Do you really think that stuff is important? I already 
almost won a season, and I did that all by playing the game how I played it." 

He raised his voice for everyone to hear. "Is this what we've brought ourselves to? Lying, scheming, and 
backstabbing each other all for the sake of winning this? Have we forgotten what this game used to be like? We were 
friends! Yes, we had enemies in the past seasons, but nearly all of those old grudges have died. Alakazam and 
Weavile are close friends- Mewtwo and Banette don't argue HALF as much as they used to! Is that so wrong?" 


Bisharp's gaze narrowed. 



"I love Luxray," said Mamoswine firmly. "And to me, that's far more important than any challenge. I'll choose my 
bonds with others over a stupid challenge like this any day. I won't hurt her for the sake of winning one point. I won't 
hurt her for ANY reason. Especially not to make you satisified. And I'm sure that if Alakazam and Gothitelle, or 
Honchkrow and Kabutops, and even...l think they wouldn't do it either. So sorry, but I will not apologize for what I've 
done, and I will NOT be ashamed of my choice." 

Bisharp scoffed. "Fine by me. Play the game your way, and leave the game my way. I hope that love of yours keeps 
you warm on your way home." 

Mamoswine was astonished by his response, before his eyes clouded. "So...that's how you are, then." 

"Does that bother you?" drawled Bisharp. 

"No. I just pity you." 

Mamoswine walked past him, while Luxray continued to watch Bisharp. When Bisharp glared at her, the cat just 
shook her head and walked back to her team. 

A tense silence filled the air. 

"...uh...Noivern, Crobat, you're next. Semifinal round, everyone," said Mew awkwardly. 
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"Owned," said Banette simply. 
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"Good for you, Mamoswine!" shouted Gengar. "You tell him. Froslass, babe, I know I kinda suck as speeches 
but uh...everything Mamoswine said applies for me and you too. I'd never hurt you! Promise!" 
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"This doesn't look good...for Mamoswine OR Bisharp," said Weavile hesitantly. 
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"Noivern, if half of the contestants this season will be eliminated before the merge, how many contestants will there 
be post merge if we bring BACK two players?" asked Mew. 

Noivern looked at him blankly. "Uh...math...urn...dude, what?" 

Mew sighed in annoyance, waving Bellsprout to step in. 

"Crobat, where was the Horror Challenge hosted last season?" 

"Old Chateau-1 was eliminated that challenge," answered Crobat, much to Bisharp's relief. 

"Good! Crobat gets the point for his team. And now...for our final bout!" said Mew, cranking up the roulette one last 
time. 

The wheels spun before they finally landed on Weavile and Mismagius. Weavile groaned, while Mismagius folded her 
arms in anticipation. 

"Weavile and Mismagius, come on down." 
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"Haha...wow Banette...awkward," said Crobat, chuckling nervously. 
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Weavile and Mismagius shared a cool look between them, while Banette looked on. Bronzong was laughing beside 
him. 



"Look at you- are you going to date the winner?" 

"Shut up," snapped Banette. "This is SO weird." 

"Weavile, your question...what Legendary STOLE the show from me and hosted in Total Pokemon World Tour?" 
asked Mew, throwing Bellsprout a glare from the question. Bellsprout whistled quietly, still a bit despondent after 
Mamoswine's outburst. 

"Giratina," said Weavile with a wry smirk. 

"She got it! Okay Mismagius, which location in Total Pokemon World Tour had a boat race?" 

"Dragon's Den," Mismagius answered calmly. 

"WHICH MEANS WE'VE GOT ONE LAST FIGHT!" shouted Mew. 

"Uh...do we uh...have to?" asked Bellsprout. 

"Uh...HELLO this is YOUR challenge, and you want to stop the fights? That's totally unfair to everyone else that did." 

"Yeah...but," mumbled Bellsprout, glancing at Mamoswine. Mamoswine saw the look in his eyes- it was shame. 
Complete and utter shame. Mamoswine frowned, noting that he had probably gone too far. 

"Just one last bout," grumbled Mewtwo. "Keep it clean, ladies. Don't let any personal shit get in the way like Banette 
and Trevenant." 

Weavile and Mismagius both glared at him- the message was clear to them: leave Banette out of this. 

Weavile flexed her claws, while Mismagius threw a few quick jabs. Mismagius was already a bit skeptical, since she 
wasn't allowed to float, and Weavile had the advantage. But she had to try. 

Weavile jumped and swung her hands in a powerful punch, with Mismagius avoiding it quickly. Mismagius punched 
Weavile back, but the Ice Type was barely stunned and twisted to kick at Mismagius. Mismagius easily flashed away 
from it, before rushing in and out to hit Weavile again. 

"I'm not going to lose that easily," vowed Mismagius. "Especially not to you." 

Weavile glared. "Look, other than what happened two seasons ago, I don't have anything against you. Don't drag 
Banette into this." 

"It isn't about him!" snapped Mismagius, whacking Weavile again. "I'm sick of getting beaten around by everyone!" 

"What the hell did I do to you?" snapped Weavile. "And maybe if you stopped turning on your friends because of how 
you feel, someone could help you!" 

Mismagius froze, but Weavile took her chance. She slammed a punch into Mismagius, knocking her backwards and 
sending her flying over the edge. Weavile froze, before running over and pulling Mismagius out of the water. 

Mismagius gasped and spit out some water from her mouth, while Weavile had an unreadable expression on her 
face. 

"You already WON- why'd you do that?" coughed Mismagius. 

Weavile frowned, before turning away and walking back to the others. 

"WEAVILE WINS THE POINT!" 
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"Those eyes...something's wrong with her...l can't place my finger on it," said Weavile. "But after I got...hurt 
by Hypno.,.1 looked like that. Angry, beaten, and miserable. What could have happened? She said it wasn't 
about Banette..." 


Her eyes lit up. "Trevenant. 



000 


"And the game is over!" yelled Mew. "Now let's tally up everything...let's see here...the winners...by a score of 13 to 
12 ..." 

Bisharp clenched a fist, while Gothitelle held her breath. 

"Are the Graceful Gardevoirs- Weavile scoring that last point sealed the deal!" 

The Graceful Gardevoirs suddenly jumped and let out short cheers, with Banette lifting Weavile onto his shoulders. 
Krookodile let out a triumphant laugh, while Alakazam hesitantly returned a fist bump to Gliscor. 

"Which means the Not Victorious Vileplumes...have to go to the elimination ceremony," said Mew, smirking. "Best of 
luck to all of you- might want to look at who slowed you down way too much to catch up." 

Bisharp got up stiffly and turned away, glancing at Honchkrow, nodding to her. Honchkrow chuckled, while Crobat 
looked interested. 

"He's coming to you again?" asked Crobat. "Interesting- who do you think he wants?" 

"I have some guesses- but we'll see what happens," said Honchkrow, smirking. 
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"Bisharp's PISSED," said Toxicroak, scratching his neck. "But I'm more worried about ME! I didn't score a 
single point! What the hell do I do? Am I gonna be the won that goes home? Bisharp, dude! Throw me a 
bone, man!" 
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"Go on, Bisharp- talk," said Honchkrow. "Who do you want dis time?" 

"...I actually have no idea," said Bisharp, taking a different tactic. "Which is why I didn't come here to ask for your 
vote-1 came to ask for your advice." 

"Advice?" asked Crobat, surprised. "Advice for what?" 

"I'm not sure what I should put my vote for at this point- as two competitors with good records, I thought it'd be best if I 
got your input." 

"Well...who are you considering?" asked Honchkrow, eyes narrowed. 

"My current thoughts are between Mismagius, Toxicroak, and Mamoswine," stated Bisharp. 

"I guessed two of those," admitted Crobat. "But not Mismagius. Why her?" 

"At the eleventh hour she failed us...she hasn't appeared to be stellar, and yet...she sides with Trevenant- she gives 
him power, and makes him a stronger player." 

"And why not Trevenant himself? Because he's your friend?" asked Honchkrow. 

"Hardly," said Bisharp scathingly. "He simply goes along with my plans, and his muscle is useful. Acting as if we're 
friends is to our benefit- look how he treats Banette, his enemy." 

"Clever- but Toxicroak was by far da worst today. By that logic, I feel he should go," said Honchkrow. 

"My problem with that is that while Toxicroak IS my friend, he is not a strong player," said Bisharp hesitantly. 

"And? What's that got to do with it?" 

"...the merge is almost upon us- surely Toxicroak won't be a threat at all once that hits. Should we really get rid of 
him?" 

"...you want to keep a weaker player dat's easier to take down later," said Honchkrow. 



"I wouldn't say want- but it makes sense. As for Mamoswine...he doesn't care about the wellbeing of our team, threw 
a challenge, and IS a threat- he is a former runner up," said Bisharp sighing. "This is why I need your advice- should I 
eliminate someone weak, or someone threatening?" 

"...Mamoswine don't like you either," said Honchkrow. "He seems like YOUR better choice. But not for me. Da ting is, 
Bisharp, is dat anyone wit a significant other wouldn't wanna fight dem. Mamoswine was in da right." 

"For himself, yes. For a team, I think not." 

"Merge is soon anyway, team doesn't matter," said Crobat. 

"And yet he still pulled a risky move that lost us the challenge- it's as if he feels that he is in no danger," said Bisharp. 
"I don't like that. That disturbs me." 

Crobat sighed quietly. "It is...troubling." 

"Yeah...l don't wanna vote Mamoswine because of him loving Luxray...but I do wanna vote him for threat level...," 
grumbled Honchkrow. 

"...you have more experience than me in this case," said Bisharp uncertainly. "I'll do as you wish." 

Honchkrow and Crobat exchanged an uneasy look. 
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Bisharp chuckled. "I know exactly who I want to vote, but dragging anyone's potential votes off Toxicroak 
and onto Mismagius and Mamoswine is exactly what I need for this night. Anyways, hopefully this ceremony 
goes my way- stroking Honchkrow and Crobat's egos didn't hurt." 
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Kabutops frowned. "Gengar and I are voting Trevenant because he was fucking psycho against Banette, let's 
be honest, but I dunno- everyone is getting hard to predict at this point." 

"I almost voted Bisharp, mind you, but if he catches wind of that, I'd have an enemy I don't need. I'll wait for 
the merge for that guy." 
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"Welcome one and all to the ceremony of elimination persuasion!" said Mew, tossing a Poke Block up and down with 
his psychic powers. "It was an interesting quiz show, I'll admit." 

"You mean cruel," said Gothitelle bluntly. 

Mew sighed. "Okay. Fine. Yes, it was wrong to make an intelligence testing challenge that was determined through 
brute strength, okay? It's not my fault that Bellsprout wanted to try something different, so whatever. You have my 
halfhearted apologies." 

"...it's better than nothing," admitted Mismagius, shrugging. 

"Now then, Victorious Vileplumes, when I call your name, grab your block...Crobat." 

Crobat flew up, smiling. 

"Honchkrow... Kabutops... Gengar." 

The next three players all sighed in relief as they caught their blocks. 

"Toxicroak, surprisingly...and...Mismagius." 

Bisharp frowned, turning to look at Trevenant and Mamoswine. Mamoswine scowled at Bisharp, while Trevenant 
looked tense. 

"...Bisharp only received one vote, so he escapes the chopping block...for now." 



"As I should," said Bisharp, striding forward to take his Pokeblock. 

"Interesting final two!" said Mew, smiling. "Trevenant, you did well today, but your strength is definitely threatening 
and you aren't the most popular guy- and let's face it, pounding Banette to a pulp in front of everyone wasn't really 
cool." 

Trevenant's eye glowed. "Shut up, jackass." 

"Touchy. Mamoswine, you made a different sort of move and through a match, and your team only lost by one point! 

If you hadn't thrown it, you might still be on the island after tonight." 

Mamoswine frowned. "The way you phrased it makes it sound like I'm the one to leave." 

Luxray held her breath, while Gengar crossed his fingers. 

"But unfortunately...you are the one to leave tonight," said Mew, a bit somber. "I'm sorry Mamoswine, it's time for you 
to go." 

Mamoswine sighed, before straightening up and facing the Graceful Gardevoirs in the bleachers. 

"Fleet Admiral Luxray!" 

Luxray looked up, startled. 

Mamoswine nodded. "One last order for you: win." 

Luxray gaped, before straightening up and saluting the large pig. "SIR YES SIR!" 

Bisharp smirked victoriously. 
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"I didn't wanna do it, but Mamoswine's a threat-1 don't wanna tink of dis as an elimination but a...respectful 
decision to get him off my team," said Honchkrow. "Dat's what I wanna say, but maybe I just don't wanna tink 
about what I woulda done in his situation..." 
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"Don't cross me," said Bisharp coolly. 
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"I had a feeling that standing up for my beliefs would get me voted off, but I really don't care- I'd rather have 
left on a better note, but...well, I can't really go back now," said Mamoswine thoughtfully. 

"Luxray, you're gonna be great, and you're gonna go far. I need you to stay strong and believe in yourself. I'll 
be supporting you ail the way." 

"Gotta go! Hope I get a snack on the way back..." 
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"WAAAAAAAAAH!" screeched Luxray unhappily. 

000 

Mamoswine stared at the giant ice flow waiting at the dock. "Urn...how is this any different from a RAFFFFFT!" 

He yelped as Mew telekinetically dropped him on the block of ice and pushed it. 

"Because unlike a raft, this will melt over time!" yelled Mew. "Hope you make it all the way there without it 
disappearing." 

Mamoswine gulped, before looking back at the others. 



"GOODBYE AND GOOD LUCK EVERYONE! REMEMBER WHAT I SAID!" 

"I'LL NEVER FORGET!" shouted Luxray. "EVEN IF THE DUSTOX TRY AND TAKE MY BRAINS, I STILL WONT 
FORGET! CROSS MY HEART, HOPE TO DIE, STICK A NEEDLE IN MY CORNEA!" 

"...BYE!" responded Mamoswine after a moment. 

Luxray curled up on the dock, muttering to herself unhappily while Noivern pat her on the back. 

Mew popped up between them. "But before you're allowed to be miserable, it's time for a Nightmare Isle 
drawing...NOT!" 

"Wait...no Nightmare Isle? Why not?" asked Bisharp, looking suspicious. 

"You see, we're preparing a challenge using resources from the Nightmare Isle, so we won't be able t put you on the 
island during that time. So instead, we have an alternative!" said Mew. "I'm sticking two of you on Rocky Island, from 
the Treasure Hunting Challenge!" 

"That barren piece of shit?" snapped Krookodile. "Joy. So, what is there for us to find there?" 

"Absolutely nothing! It's really the worst!" said Mew. "Enjoy your time there, Krookodile! I'm sure that you and 
Kabutops will bond great there, after today." 

"Wait, me?" asked Krookodile, gaping. 

Kabutops swore. "Oh come ON." 

"Enjoy that! Because this is going to be worse than the Nightmare Isle! At least the Nightmare Isle is interesting! You 
guys are gonna be bored as hell there!" 

"Great...just great," spat Kabutops. 

"Tune in next time, guys!" laughed Mew. 
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"Things went in our favor- see, you had no reason to worry," said Bisharp confidently. 

"You trying being calm when you did shit in the challenge and were totally a candidate for being eliminated!" 
protested Toxicroak. 

"You aren't a candidate- not with me around- and by wrapping the two gang members around my plans, we'll be 
unstoppable," drawled Bisharp. 

Trevenant, on the other hand, was silent. 

"I trust you're doing well, Trevenant?" asked Bisharp. 

"Unless you're having an issue with Mismagius- she didn't look too happy," said Toxicroak, snickering. 

"She's not the problem," said Trevenant. "It's that damn puppet." 

"He didn't hurt you THAT badly," said Bisharp, cocking a brow. 

"NOT THAT!" snarled Trevenant. "When he grabbed me...he...he looked different...and I felt strength in that 
arm...strength he hadn't used yet...like something pent up was about to snap...I was..." 

"Afraid?" supplied Toxicroak helpfully. 

"NOT AFRAID. Just...caught off guard...and I don't like it...that means he's been holding back, and I won't be 
disrespected like that," growled Trevenant. "Next time, I'll beat him to the point where he can't compete anymore. 
Mark my words." 


Trevenant stretched and waded into the forest, grumbling under his breath. Toxicroak glanced at Bisharp. 



"He's getting to be quite a problem," said Bisharp, sighing. "We'll have to act accordingly." 

"You're gonna ditch him?" 

"He's just a pawn- in the end, Toxicroak, everyone's a pawn in the game," said Bisharp sternly. 

"Okay...well, you've made the right calls so far...I've got your back," said Toxicroak. 

"Good. Then we should be fine." 
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Banette walked along the beach, drawing various squiggly lines in the sand. He couldn't shake Bronzong's reaction 
and Trevenant's attitude from earlier. 

What HAD happened there? One minute he had been fine, and the next. 

"You were just having a bad day," grumbled Banette. 

"Yeah, you can say that again." 

Banette glanced at Weavile, sighing- he knew he should've expected this but... 

"So. Are you going to try and stay quiet this time?" asked Weavile, gaze cool. "Or are you going to tell me how you 
were getting your ass kicked one moment, before you were staring him down the next?" 

"...something slipped...something inside of me," said Banette hesitantly. 

"You should've let it slip more," said Weavile. "Beat that tree's stupid ass." 

"No, that's not what I mean. I...I almost lost control. And not in a getting angry and kicking his ass way but..." 

Weavile frowned. "In the sort of Cacturne way?" 

Banette gave a quiet nod. 

"But not exactly the same way, right? You're not...you know..." 

"No, no, I don't have two personalities...well...not in a traditional sense," admitted Banette. "Imagine that...when you're 
having the worst day...when everything goes wrong...something comes out...something bad...when I get pushed too 
far, that comes out. And it's dangerous." 

"...why didn't you tell me?" asked Weavile. 

"I'm not proud of it-" 

"I've done plenty I'm not proud of...and...I don't want you to hide things from me," said Weavile awkwardly. 

"Because you want to know?" 

"Because you don't HAVE to." 

Banette paused, before nodding. "Okay...uh,..Bronzong knows too, so-" 

"How'd he worm it out of you?" 

"It's Bronzong, he has methods. Thankfully he was there today to snap me out of it." 

"Well, about your anger today, I don't think it’s going to get better," said Weavile, her face grim. "Something's wrong 
with Mismagius." 

"You noticed, too?" 

"Something very wrong...she had the same look in her eyes as I did when Hypno revealed himself to me," said 
Weavile, spitting on the ground at the mere memory. "That look of suffering...the look of someone hurting her." 



Banette looked scared. "You don't think when I fought Trevenant-" 

"I don't think it was you at all," said Weavile. "But I don't trust Trevenant." 

Banette paused. "If he hurt her..." 

"We don't have any proof," said Weavile bluntly. "But what I need to know is if she'll open up to anyone. Not me, I 
know that but...maybe you?" 

"If there's a problem, she won't tell anyone," said Banette sadly. "She's too stubborn. We're gonna have to watch 
her." 

Weavile nodded. "Uh...wanna continue your walk?" 

Banette gave a grin. "Wanna join me?" 

"I'd like that." 

As the two walked on, Banette looked up at the stars. 

If Trevenant WAS hurting Mismagius, then that darker side would be making another appearance...and much sooner 
than desired. 
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Mamoswine waded to the beach- Mew had graciously sent the ice flow in the direction of a resort...interesting. 
Mamoswine shook out his fur and walked forward, curious to see if the former contestants were there. 

He was shocked, however, to find Bellsprout waiting for him. The plant was quivering nervously, glancing back and 
forth. Mamoswine's eyes were shocked, before he frowned, not knowing what to say. 

"I...I just wanted to say that I.J'm sorry...it's hard, okay?" said Bellsprout. "I know everyone liked me when I was small 
and timid and...but...but I'm the one who didn't like me back then." 

"But do you like yourself now?" asked Mamoswine, eyes concerned. 

"...no...but at least I don't get hurt as often," said Bellsprout, kicking at the sand. 

"...the rage snapping was one thing...I know you just went crazy under pressure...but this...persona you've made 
yourself...it doesn't help." 

"I know." 

"How's Lileep?" asked Mamoswine softly. 

"She's fine...but not really," sighed Bellsprout. "I...I don't want to bother her with all of this stuff going on with me. She 
doesn't deserve it...l don't deserve HER." 

"...well, how about me?" asked Mamoswine. "I’m willing to listen if you're willing to talk." 

Bellsprout sniffled a bit. "Y-you...w-why...after everything I've done?" 

Mamoswine smiled. "Because back there, you weren't Bellsprout. But right now, you are Bellsprout. And Bellsprout is 
my friend. Come on...let's take a walk and just chat for a while." 
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Luxray moped around the dock, sighing quietly to herself. Only a few hours and she already missed Mamoswine. 

Oh, she understood that her friends would all have to make their merry way home- just as a fleet admiral had to 
expect some boats to be crushed in the maelstroms of madness in the Ocean of Lunacy. But in the grand scheme of 
things, Luxray had never been the last of her friends standing. In Total Pokemon Island, she had been voted off 
before Swinub, Venonat and Lileep, and in World Tour, she was eliminated before Diglett and Wooper. But this time, 
things were different. 



Luxray had no idea how Mamoswine coped in Season One. She was positively miserable. 

But she had to win. A dimensional traveller was not allowed to break their promises, as it was against world 
dominator law (although there were a few loopholes that she could exploit, but they were not considered to be socially 
acceptable or polite). Mamoswine had given her a job, and she had to do it. 

For the sake of Team Vent, for the sake of love, for the sake of Clown Elimination, Luxray was not allowed to lose. 
Luxray narrowed her eyes. Mamoswine would be avenged. Avenged on the battlefield of Total Pokemon Redux. 

"To the next challenge!" shouted Luxray. "MEET YOUR MAKER!" 
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And there it is. 

I consider this to be a big "Banette, Trevenant, Mamoswine, Luxray, Weavile, Honchkrow, and Alakazam" chapter. 
Everyone else sort of took a backseat, I think. 

A quiz show with Bellsprout and Mew, but something I wanted to do is show how far Bellsprout is gone. I know I don't 
usually focus on hosts (although Ninetales, Gardevoir, and Pidgeot got focused a bit in their challenges). Bellsprout is 
a character who is precious to me, and I think that now that he has no obligations, he can drop his mean facade- and 
Mamoswine is angry that he continues to hold onto it, when they were once friends. 

Talking of Mamoswine, he was unfortunately eliminated on the grounds of putting love before a competition...for all 
the right reasons. Seriously, it's not about Mamoswine protecting Luxray, as Luxray can handle herself, it’s more 
about Mamoswine not putting up with anyone telling him to hurt others to win a game. As for why he was so angry, 
fighting in a quiz show for Bellsprout's sick kicks is not cool. But Mamoswine is a good, wise character, and he's 
almost like a healing character- he can help those who are in need, even if they don't want it. 

Mamoswine rocks, that's basically it. 

Fun Fact: Mamoswine is based off of a Pokemon I had once, a Swinub that I named Rufus who had a Jolly nature. 

Alakazam and Honchkrow, and I'd say they came out even this time- Honchkrow beat Alakazam, but Gothitelle beat 
Crobat, and Alakazam's team won. And Alakazam is determined to come back. 

Trevenant is an asshole, and something I wanted to make very clear is that Mismagius isn't going to become a "weak, 
quiet damsel in distress". Mismagius would probably attack the shit out of Trevenant if she wasn't scared for Banette 
and her friends. It's not so much Mismagius needing to be rescued as her refusing to break herself out. Trevenant is 
a scumbag. 

And speaking of Banette, ohohohoho. Hints and more hints. You'll find out later. 

Anyways, let's post up that preview. 

Next Episode: The challenge already has everyone on edge, and that's just because of the scenery. But when the 
host and his special rules and rewards come into play, almost everyone is desperately competing for the prize. Two 
players come together to weaken a third, while another slowly grows worse and worse. And when one player finally 
loses control, the results will be truly horrifying. 


Mamoswine: Reviews for food! 



*Chapter 17*: Cacturne's Nightmare Flag Tag! 

Okay! Here it is folks- the one you've all been waiting for! The latest chapter of Total Pokemon Redux! 

Sorry it took so long, a lot of family events have happened that take up my time. Hope you enjoy it. 
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Celebi sighed unhappily, grumbling to herself. "Seriously...two more episodes? Only TWO? Come on, Arceus, throw 
me a bone here!" 

"Celebi!" hissed a Gurdurr holding the cameras. "We're rolling!" 

Celebi brightened up and threw her hands in the air. "Hello one and all, and welcome to another thrilling episode of 
Nightmare Isle Nightly...although, tonight, there's a bit of a different show! Instead, the Nightmare Isle is currently 
closed down for work. I don't exactly know the details, but I have one Pokemon here tonight that might, along with 
another Pokemon who we always like to see! Please welcome the two champions of each season...Vileplume and 
Gardevoir!" 

Vileplume and Gardevoir both waved to the crowd, sharing an embarrassed glance between each other. The 
applause raged on for over a minute, causing Vileplume to laugh sheepishly. Celebi smiled at the two, leaning 
forward on the counter between them to greet her guests. 

"Welcome you two...so...as the namesakes for both teams, how have you enjoyed the competition so far?" 

"Oh, it's been quite something to watch," said Vileplume, smiling. "It's been really cool to see how everyone's grown 
as competitors, and we've seen some awesome plans and plots..." 

"And a few awful ones," said Gardevoir, giving a shrug. "On one hand, it's definitely more entertaining, but you 
personally know a lot of these people...you can't help but feel bad for some of them. And I feel like Mew's cut a lot of 
footage from this season, so it might be darker than we know." 

"When you put it like that...yikes," said Celebi. Then she turned to Gardevoir. 

"So, Gardevoir, I notice that a certain someone is absent...and for some reason, the Nightmare Isle has been closed 
down. What's the deal with that?" 

Gardevoir smirked. "You got me. Yeah, Cacturne's up next and he's probably up to some crazy challenge on his 
beloved little island. He loves messing around with that thing. Seriously, he's like a toddler building with blocks." 

"I find THAT hard to believe...but hey, at least you have an island to honeymoon to!" joked Celebi. 

Gardevoir groaned. "He suggested it, and I already gave him a no. He likes spooky things, I don't. But yes, that’ll be 
the location." 

"Any other hints?" 

"He'll be playing all sorts of tricks on them...and he gets to participate," said Gardevoir, smirking. 

"Sounds like we have a good episode to watch," said Vileplume, rubbing his hands together. 

"And how are you, original champion?" asked Celebi. "I notice you haven't hosted yet." 

"I'll probably one of the last ones to go," responded the flower, chuckling a bit. "I dunno what I'm going to do yet, but 
my favorite challenges have been the ones that have tested everything...Lapras had a really awesome idea! I want to 
do something like that! Hopefully Bellsprout can help me think." 

Celebi's expression was guarded. "Er...how IS Bellsprout?" 

"Mamoswine's been helping him," said Vileplume, giving a relieved sigh. "He's uh...he's always been a bit too...hard 
on what other Pokemon make of him. He needs to realize he's our friend and that's what counts. He's been a lot nicer 
recently, though...I think he'll be okay." 



"That's good...anyways, we have a new camera provided by Mew to help us witness the events of the Rocky Island 
stay," said Celebi, as a screen floated down in the center of the studio. 

"Kabutops and Krookodile were the two victims to be put on Rocky Island for a time," explained Celebi. "Unlike the 
Nightmare Isle, Rocky Island is just a barren mass of land that has almost nothing on it. So rather than dealing with 
crippling fears, the two are probably dealing with...crippling boredom." 

"You can say that again," said Vileplume, shuddering. 

"So, uh...let's see exactly what’s...going on there?" mumbled Celebi, clicking the remote. 
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Kabutops was dragging his scythe across the barren land along what looked like a line. He held up his scythe and 
gestured at Krookodile. 

"Okay. You don't like me," began Kabutops. "And I don't like you. So to keep this simple, let's agree to not like each 
other and get through this stupid shit." 

Krookodile folded his arms and rolled his eyes. "Whatever." 

The moment the two had arrived on the island, Kabutops had immediately thrown a fit. Krookodile had watched in 
amusement as the Shellfish yelled at the ocean and sliced up some rocks. It had been low quality entertainment at its 
finest. But afterwards, Kabutops had begun to drag his scythe across the rock down the middle, dividing the area in 
some sort of line. And then came this bullshit. 

"You stay on your side, over there," snapped Kabutops. "I stay over here. There's food on each side. I divided it up 
equally." 

"EQUALLY?" snarled Krookodile. "YEAH RIGHT, YOU'RE KEEPING ALL THE GRUB FOR YOURSELF!" 

Kabutops scoffed and held up a bag. "Yours is behind you, and its bigger-1 don't eat as much as you." 

Krookodile checked his bag, shaking it very thoroughly before snorting. "Fine. I guess this is satisfactory." 

"Then we agree to stay on each other's sides?" asked Kabutops, arms folded. 

"Crystal clear, prehistoric prick." 

"Good." With those words, Kabutops sat down on his side, watching the waves, bored. 

Krookodile groaned, before looking at a rock next to him. Hm. He smirked before lobbing it over at Kabutops. 
Kabutops flinched when the rock landed beside him, and he turned his head sharply to glare at Krookodile. "Oy!" 
"What?" asked Krookodile, feigning innocence. 

"YOU THREW THAT DAMN ROCK AT ME!" 

"Hey, hey...don't worry...the rock was from MY side," said Krookodile, snorting. 

"OH, YOU HAVE GOT TO BE SHITTING ME-!" 

And thus began one of the craziest Rock Throwing matches of all time... 
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Celebi smirked. "Urn...wow." 

"Oh Kabutops...can't believe you got baited so hard by that crocodile," said Gardevoir, shaking her head. 

"How will he react when he finds out KROOKODILE dealt the fake idol to Seizor, you think?" 

"I'm not sure he WILL find out," said Vileplume, shrugging. "We're legally bound not to say anything, so unless 
someone figures it out and spreads it around, Kabutops is only gonna find out from an ex-contestant that comes back 



during the merge." 

"And Bronzong, though he's gotten better, probably won't tell Kabutops- that's mutually assured destruction for him 
and Krookodile," explained Gardevoir. 

"I have to say, I find it funny how you defend Bronzong so much," said Celebi, shivering a bit. "He seems so mean." 

"I'm used to dealing with prickly Pokemon," said Gardevoir, chuckling at her pun. "Bronzong isn't so bad when you 
warm up to him." 

"Well, I guess that's all we have for tonight!" said Celebi. "We'll see you next time on what will be the final episode of 
Nightmare Isle Nightly!" 
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"Let's cut to the chase," said Bisharp, Toxicroak at his side. "Did you find what we were looking for?" 

Bronzong scoffed and rolled his eyes. "Do you really think I would have shown up if I hadn't? Why's he here?" 

"Mutual interest," said Bisharp shortly. "None of us want Alakazam in the game for too long. We need to work 
together and act quickly to take him out." 

"Why not get Honchkrow and Crobat in on it?" asked Bronzong curiously. "She seems to have a bone to pick with him 
too. And you two seem like you're the leaders of this team." 

"Yes, I suppose Honchkrow and I are the two faces of the Victorious Vileplumes, now that Medicham is out of the 
way," admitted Bisharp. "As for why I chose not to include her...a power too strong will be noticed- Alakazam will see 
us forming a brigade to oppose him, and he'll act fast. I also chose you because you're on the enemy team- 
Alakazam wouldn't expect me to work with one of you." 

"...clever," said Bronzong, chuckling. He removed the folder from within his body. "Okay, hotshot. Here's the file." 

He flipped it open and revealed the information. 

"Alakazam. Strengths are his intellect, being stronger physically than he would appear, strategizing, leadership, and 
various talents such as dancing and singing. Weaknesses are his vanity, unpopularity, occasional cowardice, and 
unwilling to Mega Evolve." 

"Hmmm...," mused Bisharp, reading over a list of challenges Alakazam had performed well in. Then he froze, 
glancing at Bronzong. 

"He's reluctant to Mega Evolve? As in, he doesn't WANT to?" 

"That's what it says," confirmed Bronzong. 

"...interesting.,.1 always felt he was saving it to remain useful, or to use in the finals...why exactly would he not want to 
Mega Evolve?" 

"Beats me," muttered Bronzong. "That's pretty much it. You done?" 

Bisharp tapped his chin. "Yes, I am...pleasure working with you. So, what are you planning to do about Alakazam?" 

Bronzong snorted. "That's my business, not yours. As far as working with others go, I'm willing to give intel. But my 
plans are my plans and I work alone." 

Bisharp frowned, before nodding curtly. "As you wish." 

Bronzong closed the file and floated off. Toxicroak folded his arms. 

"You let him go away easily." 

"Why should I do anything about Alakazam?" asked Bisharp, scoffing. "He's got plenty of contestants in line to fight 
him. I just wanted the information in case by some chance he defeats them all. The way I see it, Bronzong will fight 
Alakazam, and one will win, and one will go home. Same with Honchkrow, and Crobat, and everyone else who 
dislikes him. I only wanted the information just in case." 



"...oh," said Toxicroak in realization. 

Bisharp couldn't help but smirk at Toxicroak's perplexed expression. "Well, we're done with business for the day. I 
suppose I'll see you during the next challenge." 

"Okay...hey uh...do you want any cupcakes later tonight? I've got some spare ones that I kept from the challenge," 
said Toxicroak. 

Bisharp looked in surprise, before he nodded. "I wouldn't mind that one bit, actually. Thank you." 

Toxicroak grinned. "Hey dude, with the way we're working this competition, we've earned 'em." 
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"Bronzong destroys Alakazam, or Alakazam destroys Bronzong," said Bisharp, flipping a coin in his hand. 
"Either way, once one is gone and the other is crippled, I'll step in to finish the job." 
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"The island eez razzer nice...," murmured Gothitelle, admiring the scenery of the beach they were walking on. 
"Perhaps once ze show eez over, we could take a vacation here." 

Alakazam snorted. "No thanks. I have plenty of bad memories regarding this place- it's the LAST place I'd want to try 
and relax in." 

Gothitelle chortled lightly before throwing him a playful look. "We could always go to Kalos." 

Alakazam smiled. "Is that just an excuse to show me off to your family again?" 

"Excuse? Eet eez an invitation," joked Gothitelle. "And besides, compared to my sister's Reuniclus boyfriend, you are, 
in my esteemed opinion, much more of somezing to show off." 

"Careful she doesn't hear that," said Alakazam, stopping to sit on a nearby rock for a rest. Stronger than average he 
may be, but even he needed a rest every now and then. 

"So...eez the show suited to your liking? Have your rivals managed to hold your attention as well as you have 
hoped?" queried Gothitelle, sitting beside him to watch the waves. 

Alakazam smiled brilliantly. "They've far exceeded my expectations. I've actual been UPSET to lose to them...it's 
wonderful. Bittersweet, but wonderful." 

"Bittersweet? Really?" asked Gothitelle, caught off guard." Porquoi ?" 

Alakazam chuckled. "I admit, I did want a challenge, but when you see so many Pokemon stand against you, it 
reminds you...just how many of them don't like you. How many of them don't want you around. You're reminded of 
what you are to them. And it can be lonely...lonely at the top, to put it in simple terms." 

Gothitelle pursed her lips. "You are feeling...lonely?" 

Alakazam paused, before pulling Gothitelle closer and kissing her on the cheek. "In a sense, but when you're with 
me, I'm never alone." 

"Flatterer," said Gothitelle, rolling her eyes. 

"But the fact still stands that I have plenty of enemies," said Alakazam briskly. "And I suppose it's time to deal with 
them, one way or another. Honchkrow, Bronzong, all of them...I need to start hitting back...to prove that I'm still the 
ace player that they all believe me to be." 

"I will support you all ze way," confirmed Gothitelle. 

Alakazam smiled at that. "Thank you. It means a lot." 
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Gothitelle's a marvel...a wonderful woman, a good friend, everything that I...could ever hope to dream of, 



admitted Alakazam. "I...admit that I struggle a bit with my feelings, my fears, but when she's with me 
it's...easier. She helps...so much." 

Alakazam had a faraway look in his eye. "Well...win or lose, when this is all over...well...no hints..." 
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Mismagius floated through the woods, muttering under her breath as she tried to concentrate. Her little situation 
wasn't going to solve itself... 

She had, thus far, avoided Trevenant for the time being...of course, in order to keep him off her trail, she'd been 
avoiding hanging out with ANYONE in particular, if only to give Trevenant the idea that she was going along with his 
orders. In truth, that was the LAST thing on her mind. But with Trevenant's gaze tracking her down during challenges, 
Mismagius knew that she had to be careful regarding any action she took. Especially since she had to act alone. 

Every time she thought of Banette and asking for his assistance caused her to immediately shoot down any notion in 
her mind. No. That would only make matters a lot worse. Not only would she be getting Trevenant's sworn enemy (for 
some stupid reason) involved, but it was completely obvious that Banette didn't want to fight Trevenant...or for some 
reason, he wouldn't. 

Although after the last challenge, Mismagius wasn't so sure. 

She always knew that Banette had some secrets hidden behind those excited eyes and his golden smile, but she 
hadn't expected him to get his ass kicked one minute and almost cripple Trevenant the next. She had pressed him a 
few times during their relationship to tell her more about himself, but he had always just said trivial things or changed 
the subject quickly. But regardless, she wouldn't be getting him involved. 

"I don't even know if he would, at this rate," she murmured glumly. She knew deep down that he probably would, but 
if he didn't...well, it'd be the ultimate burn on her. But that would be the Trevenant move, not the Banette move. She 
sighed- Banette had never been like this. 

Banette never wanted to hurt her. 

This wasn't the time for past relationships and regrets, however. This was time to plan. She wasn't going to sit by idly 
and wait for Trevenant to do her in. Still, it wasn't easy- Trevenant was a thug, but he wasn't a fool. She'd have to play 
the situation smart...and catch him off guard...maybe reveal him in front of everyone after a challenge or something... 

Of course, knowing the brute, he wouldn't take that lying down. Mismagius shivered- she could see Trevenant trying 
to fight everyone on the island at once. Or at least systematically beating them all to a pulp. And with the forests on 
the island, he'd have a nice advantage. 

Mismagius growled. Still, as difficult as it would be, she had to try. She wasn't going to let herself get beaten down. 
"Not anymore," she vowed. 

She perked up as she heard the intercom start up, and Mew's voice filled the island. 

"Campers!" yelled Mew. "Meet me at the docks for your next challenge...or...at least an explanation! Come on, make 
it quick, we've got a schedule to keep!" 

Mismagius paused. Now? It was in the evening- they almost never had challenges in the evening. What reason could 
that be for? 
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"A night based challenge? Sounds interesting," said Gengar. "Wonder who had that idea..." 
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"Something tells me...it's HIM coming back," muttered Bronzong. 
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'Who holds a challenge at night?" muttered Bisharp, annoyed. "I enjoy my sleep. 



000 


As the red of the setting sun lit up the night sky, the competitors all arrived at the dock in their own time. Mew was 
waiting with a smirk on his face. Behind him, in the water at the edge of the doc, was the Vileplume ship from the last 
challenge, still in good condition. Some of the campers HAD been curious what he had done with it. Standing beside 
Mew was Mewtwo, who was smirking at a nearby Kabutops and Krookodile, who were both covered with bruises and 
looking irritable. Gengar grinned at Kabutops. 

"Uh...dude...what happened to you?" 

"Shut up," grumbled Kabutops, throwing Krookodile a nasty look. 

"Okay, everyone's here!" cheered Mew, clapping his hands. "Who's ready for the challenge?" 

"Are you hosting AGAIN? So soon after ze last challenge?" asked Gothitelle, curious. 

"Not quite. In fact, we're not even at the location for the next challenge!" said Mew with a cheerful laugh. "But this 
boat will take us there! Isn't that right, steerer?" 

Mewtwo scoffed. "I'm not your steerer, but I'm a better pilot than you. That's the only reason why I'm doing this. You 
actually want them to GET to the island, don't you?" 

"Suck the fun out of everything," grumbled Mew. "See what that does for you. Anyways, yes, the boat will be sailing 
you to the location of the next challenge." 

"And where would that be?" asked Weavile. 

Mew smirked and pointed to a dark, dreary island in the distance. "There. You should be happy- everyone gets to go 
there now! No one is left out!" 

"That's...the...the Nightmare Isle!" protested Toxicroak. 

Krookodile looked over in alarm. "No. No. Not again, I have been dropped on that damn island too many times! After 
playing rock wars with the slicing wonder over there-" 

"HEY!" snapped Kabutops. 


"I'm not doing it!" 


"Yes you are!" said Mew. "I can't change the location, because I'm not the host! The host is waiting for us on the 
Nightmare Isle!" 

"Zey are...already zere?" asked Gothitelle. 

"Who's already there?" asked Luxray, cocking her head to one side. 

Banette smirked. "I think I might have an idea." 

Alakazam nodded. "Ah." 

"Come on, hop on the boat! We don't have a lot of time to waste! You wanna get there before morning!" 
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"So the master behind ze Nightmare Isle will finally reveal himself," murmured Gothitelle. "I have heard many 
words about ze mysterious Cacturne. Alakazam always spoke quite highly of his intellect, even zough zey 
were never friends." 
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"Cacturne, eh?" muttered Crobat. "That makes me wonder what it's going to be. I don't think Cacturne would 
torture us, but he has to be dragging us to the Nightmare Isle for a reason. Maybe we're going for a hunt or 
something..." 
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As the boat pulled onto the rotten, wooden dock of the Nightmare Isle, everyone remained a bit uneasy, the swirling 
fogs and mists around them adding to the atmosphere. While many of the campers were familiar with the dreary, 
haunting landscape, some campers were experiencing it for the first time. Alakazam looked at the dark green grass, 
twisting trees, and gnarled roots with a sense of fascination and anxiousness. Bisharp tapped a tree with his blade, 
examining it. The handiwork was definitely disturbing. How exactly Cacturne had created such a calm, yet disturbing 
place, was quite commendable. It wasn't the same type of fear as the monsters of Gardevoir's design. This 
atmosphere was calm, stoic, and quiet...and the tension was as if something was about to snap. 

"Was it always this bad?" asked Bisharp, turning to Toxicroak. 

Toxicroak shook his head. "N-no...it was always spooky and weird but...he's added some stuff...like the f- 
fog...he's...he's been hard at work." 

"The great Cacturne," rumbled Trevenant. "They talk about him a lot. Wonder if he's worth what they say he is." 
"You'll find out soon," said Gengar quietly. 

Sure enough, Cacturne didn't keep them waiting long. Soon, out of the fog emerged a dark shadow that formed into 
the scarecrow's lumbering form. Cacturne stepped out to greet them all, his yellow eyes gleaming, a small smile on 
his face. Banette smiled back. Cacturne's problems were almost a thing of the past at this point...and he was 
definitely smiling a lot more often. 

But that wasn't the only thing going on with Cacturne. He had a few flags hanging off of his body, and he was holding 
a lot more flags in each of his hand. Cacturne said nothing until he was close enough to speak, tipping his hat in 
greeting. 

"Greetings, everyone." 

"Cacturne, you spooky little shit!" said Kabutops, grinning and stepping forward, Banette hot on his heels. Cacturne 
chuckled and bumped a spike against Kabutops scythe, before high fiving Banette. 

"Hey guys, it's been a while, hasn't it?" 

"Long enough," said Banette, smirking. "Glad you and Gardevoir are finally getting on with it." 

"I've kept you in the loop the longest time," said Cacturne, rolling his eyes. "We're planning the whole thing, but she's 
primarily taking charge. We're not getting the gloomy dark wedding I wanted." 

Cacturne stepped forward, nodding to everyone. "Evening. Good to see you all again." 

"Cacturne," said Alakazam simply, nodding to him. 

Gothitelle, on the other hand, stepped forward to shake his hand. "I've heard quite a lot about you. Eet eez a 
pleasure." 

"Likewise," said Bisharp, stepping forward. "This is quite a marvelous creation." 

"You might not think that after tonight," said Cacturne, shrugging. "But I'm glad you see the beauty of the place." 
Gothitelle smiled. Everyone gave her a weird look. 
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"You know, in a different time and place, Gothitelle and Cacturne would've made a good couple...," said 
Gliscor thoughtfully. "She likes all of the creepy crawly stuff. But then again, Cacturne likes Gardevoir 
because she's so different from him." 
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Alakazam laughed. "Gothitelle wasn't so much scared of the Nightmare Isle. Just wary. She finds macabre 
elements interesting. She'd get along well with Cacturne and Gardevoir quite well." 

Alakazam tapped his chin. "Which reminds me...I need to ask Cacturne something." 


000 



"I don't much about this guy, but I can tell this is NOT the dude you mess with," said Toxicroak, gulping. 
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"The great scarecrow himself...can't wait to fuck around with him," said Trevenant with a grin. 
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"Anyways, we can talk later," said Cacturne, his tone brisk. "We have a challenge to get on with. Everyone, pass 
around these flag belts please." 

He handed them to Alakazam, who passed them along the line. Everybody took one and wrapped them around their 
bodies, the flag dangling from the belt. The Graceful Gardevoirs had green flags, while the Victorious Vileplumes had 
red. Cacturne, on the other hand, was wearing more than one belt. He had three belts on each arm, with white flags 
hanging from them. In addition, he had three other flags strapped directly on his chest- a bronze one, a silver one, 
and a golden one. Everyone was curious to see what each flag was for- judging by the different colors, they all had 
different purposes. 

"Okay, so you all can probably figure out a little bit of the challenge by now," said Cacturne. "You all have flag belts. 
The flags on your belts symbolize whether or not you're still in the challenge. You lose your flag, you're out of the 
challenge. The game ends when everyone's flag is pulled, or if I lose all my flags." 

"So we have to all pull off each other's flags? Wasn't that a challenge back in Season One?" asked Gliscor, looking 
perplexed. 

Cacturne smirked. "Yes and no." 

"What does that mean?" snapped Krookodile. 

"You'll notice the flags on my body. There are the white ones, three on each arm. Your team has to try and get as 
many flags off of my body as possible. Each white flag represents immunity. The team that has the most flags at the 
end wins. If both teams tie, you both lose, but if you have a white flag, you'll still be immune." 

"So...it's possible for not one team to lose...but BOTH teams?" asked Crobat incredulously. 

"Exactly. Now-" 

But he was interrupted as a hand shot out behind him. Trevenant lunged for one of the flags, reaching for Cacturne's 
right arm. Everyone was shocked, but Cacturne's eye gleamed as he stepped aside, before whacking Trevenant in 
the stomach. Trevenant growled, wincing before Cacturne threw a fist at his face. Trevenant's eye widened, but 
Cacturne stopped before completing the attack. 

"I'm still explaining," said Cacturne, his voice calm. "I'll let that slide. Next time, I'll take your flag." 
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"AHAHAHAHA! GET WRECKED, BARKFACE!" cackled Toxicroak. 
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"Heheh," giggled Mismagius. "Thanks Cacturne." 
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"Whaddya mean you’ll take HIS flag?" squawked Honchkrow. 

"You don't think I won't fight back, do you?" asked Cacturne. "These flags hold your immunity. While you try to take 
my flags, I'll try to take yours. If you lose your flag, you're out of the challenge. If I lose all of my flags, then the 
challenge ends as well. So, your goal is to get as many flags off my body- and each player can take more than one. 
Take as many as you can- it helps your team and lessens the flags for everyone else. Also, all moves are allowed- 
come at me as strong as you want." 

"...but we're allowed to pull the enemy team's flags as well?" asked Alakazam. 



"Yes. It depends on how you want to play the game," said Cacturne. "Do you want to focus on securing your own 
immunity? Or do you want to work together to take out the enemy team? It's up to you, but I'm against all of you." 

"This sounds WAY too hard," moaned Gengar. 

"Not really- think about it, it's still one Pokemon against all of us," said Weavile in a matter-of-fact tone. 

"Don't be so sure," warned Cacturne. "I'll get a head start to move deeper into the Nightmare Isle." 

"So?" asked Bronzong lazily. 

Mew smirked. "So, this is Cacturne, who MADE the Nightmare Isle- I'm guessing he knows every tree, every building, 
every landmark- he'll have the element of surprise, knowledge of the architecture, and plenty of other advantages. It's 
not gonna be easy for you to find him- or take the flag. Especially when you have to deal with everyone else!" 

"Not to mention, you can pull off your allies flags as well," said Cacturne. "If you think your team is going to lose, and 
there's someone you don't want to be immune, take their flag." 

"...you're setting up teams to betray each other," said Bronzong, eyes narrowed in thought. 

"It's close to the merge-1 wouldn't even think of this as a team challenge," said Cacturne shrugging. "Is it me you 
want? The immunity? Your team to win? Or your team to lose? You all have choices. Make what you will of the 
challenge. Any questions?" 

Bisharp finally spoke. "And what of those three flags? The ones on your chest. What are those for?" 

Cacturne grinned in a way that almost spooked the other contestants. "I'm glad you asked. These specific flags have 
special affects to change the entire game." 

Cacturne touched the bronze flag. "The bronze flag gives anyone immunity- but it cannot be used on yourself." 

Cacturne then held up the silver flag. "For the silver flag, you can select yourself and any amount of players, as long 
as two remain. You can give yourself and those players immunity, thus forcing an elimination between two players of 
your choice." 

"And the golden?" asked Bisharp, eyeing it hungrily. 

"The gold flag will stop any elimination that’s already in progress," said Cacturne, smirking. "And when you use it, you 
get to decide who gets to go home, before getting immunity the next round." 

Cacturne paused. "And yes- you can use these flags in the final." 

"Wait...so that gold flag...you can just win the final automatically and boot the other finalist out?" asked Weavile 
incredulously. "That's nuts!" 

"It's quite an advantage," agreed Cacturne, laughing. "So, do you want to focus on now, or the long run? Because let 
me tell you, the moment you pick up that flag...you're a threat. It should make things interesting, doesn't it?" 

"You're telling me," said Alakazam dryly. But still, everyone was thinking one thing. 

Screw the challenge. Get those flags. 

Cacturne looked them all over. "Any questions before I get a head start?" 

"...uh...what's your plan for Psychics?" asked Kabutops, jerking a head at Alakazam and Bronzong, who both scoffed. 

Cacturne laughed. "They'll find it hard to grab the flags off a Dark-type with their powers. Beside, the moment it starts 
to move towards them, I'll grab it and it'll rip. I won't accept ripped flags unless it's from Kabutops." 

"SWEET!" shouted Kabutops. 

"Why him?" hissed Honchkrow. "Dat ain't fair." 

"He has scythes for hands." 



"So?" 


Cacturne gave her an exasperated look, holding up his own spiked hands. "So he has my sympathy. Now that we've 
gone over that, anything else?" 

Everyone exchanged glances with one another, before shaking their heads. 

"Okay...good...well, I get a five minute head start," said Cacturne. "I'll see you all in the Nightmare Isle. Try not to get 
too lost." 

Everyone watched the scarecrow walk away, soon disappearing into the gloomy darkness of the Nightmare Isle. 

"Why do I get the feeling that it's going to be a lot harder than he makes it sound?" sighed Crobat. 

"This is gonna be crazy," moaned Noivern. 
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"The challenge comes second now," said Bisharp quietly. "I need to secure one or more of those flags." 
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"On one hand- challenge is important," admitted Noivern. "On the other hand...those flags are KILLER! 

Maybe I can snag one off him?" 
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"I need that flag," said Alakazam flatly. "And I know that it's stupid to go for them. Drat." 
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"I know Cacturne," said Banette. "Mark my words, he's gonna weed out the idiots who want those special 
flags...he'll knock them all out one by one. I'm focusing on immunity-1 wanna ride under radar as much as I 
can." 

He paused. "As a veteran threat, anyway." 
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Everyone waited around in tense silence as Mew counted down the time left for them to go. Finally, Mew clapped his 
hands, giving everyone his attention. 

"Okay, campers! Now you can all run out into the Nightmare Isle! And all of you have a five minute grace period 
yourselves!" 

"A grace period?" asked Gliscor, confused. 

"Basically, this is free time for you to move- Cacturne won't pursue you for these first few minutes- on the other hand, 
if you go after him, you give up the grace period. In addition, you will NOT use this time to go for one another- we 
have cameras. No taking anyone's flags during this time." 

"Boring," growled Trevenant. 

"Tough luck!" chortled Mew. "Also, one more element. When someone's out of the challenge, I'll sound an alarm, but I 
won't say the Pokemon who got out. So have fun, good luck and...well, don't let the nightmares get you." 

All of the campers exchanged nervous glances before moving out into the island. 

000 

"Oh thank ARCEUS for that five minute grace," muttered Gliscor. "Was sweating about that..." 

000 

"Sabotage as many Pokemon as I can and then aim for a big time flag," crowed Krookodile. "This'll be a 



snap." 

He snapped his fingers, but cut one with a claw. "OW!" 
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"Those flags are MINE," snarled Trevenant. 
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"So, what's the plan?" asked Weavile as she glanced back at the slower Banette, who was darting from shadow to 
shadow to keep up with her. They rounded a large gnarled tree, where Banette signaled them to stop. 

"The island is bigger than it seems, but also smaller than it seems," explained Banette. "Cacturne's gonna be moving 
all over it, and I bet he has some secret routes he'll use to get from place to place. We'll try and find him when he 
can." 

"...are you going for immunity or...something more?" asked Weavile curiously. 

"You?" replied Banette. 

"...I feel like Cacturne's not that simple," said Weavile, a bit hesitantly. "He's hard to read." 

"Those flags on his chest are gonna be damn hard to get," agreed Banette. "I'm happy with immunity. The fact of the 
matter is...let yourself get an immunity flag. THEN go for the other flags." 

"Smart...you think Bronzong will join us?" 

"Honestly? No. This seems like something he'll want to do alone. And I'll place bets on him getting a flag because of 
it. Let's go...we gotta move before the time limit's up." 
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Mismagius drifted along carefully before something sharp and powerful grabbed her arm. Trevenant appeared out of 
the gloom, staring her down. 

"You get a flag, you give it to me. Got it?" 

"Crystal clear," drawled Mismagius. 

"Good." Trevenant released her and disappeared into the trees. 

Mismagius curled her lips, before continuing on. 
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An announcement from Mew rang out from an unknown location soon after the remaining competitors dispersed. 
"Attention, everyone! Grace period is up! Time to get moving and get those flags!" 

Luxray prowled through the bushes, her eyes glinting in the darkness. The Nightmare Isle had certainly proved itself 
to be a most terrifying playground indeed, but since she and Mamoswine had last visited, it had certainly gotten 
deadlier! She sighed- she definitely missed Mamoswine, but she couldn't give up! Luxray sniffed around, wondering if 
anyone was nearby, but neither her nose or vision picked up anyone. She shivered a little bit. 

Fear was something that Luxray rarely knew- psychotic urges and horror were things that occasionally bubbled to the 
surface (especially in the presence of those DAMN DIRTY CLOWNS), but fear? Not something that often bothered 
the Lord and Mistress of Electricity and Peppermint. And yet... 

Cacturne had certainly made a frightening place. She wasn't AFRAID, per say. But she was a bit on edge. And... 
Speaking of Cacturne... 

There he was...up ahead...and he was...sitting down? 



Luxray stared in astonishment. The scarecrow was sitting in front of a large mansion looking bored, his golden eyes 
flitting around warily. Luxray couldn't believe she had already stumbled upon the flags she needed to complete the 
challenge. What mattered now...was getting them. 

On the other side, a pair of eyes watched carefully. 

Gothitelle turned to Alakazam. "Luxray eez zere," she reported. "And judging by how she's prowling about...1 would 
say zat Cacturne is close." 

"...then we'd better plan accordingly," said the genius, tapping a finger to his chin. "Very well-1 want you to shadow 
Luxray, and if she goes for Cacturne, stay on her. Hopefully you can get a flag while he's distracted." 

"But she eez our teammate," argued Gothitelle. "We could work together." 

"There are no teammates this challenge," said Alakazam sternly. "It's all for one, one for all. You stay here. And I'll be 
around." 

"What eez your plan?" asked Gothitelle curiously. 

Alakazam smirked. "I have some sabotaging to do. It's been a while since I've cut myself lose. Be careful, dear." 

"You as well- do not let zat big bird trick you," warned Gothitelle. 

Alakazam's eyes gleamed. "Not this time." 
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"I plan to get Honchkrow before she can get me. To hell with those flags-1 have all night to get them," 
drawled Alakazam. "But Honchkrow? She won't share that joy." 
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Bisharp looked around the Nightmare Isle, his eyes flitting warily from side to side. "And you say that this island has 
all sorts of environments on it?" 

"Yeah...it's got deserts...and some small, rocky hills...but there are always trees or walls surrounding it- you never see 
the shoreline at all," said Toxicroak. "It's...hella eerie, dude." 

"...I see," said Bisharp, peering around a corner. He flinched as he looked into dark eyes of a Swampert statue. "And 
the statues? What purpose do they serve?" 

"No real purpose," said Toxicroak. "I think...also, there's a bunch of buildings...a village...a broken down amusement 
park...a hospital...and other stuff...the mansion..." 

"Mansion and hospital?" asked Bisharp, giving Toxicroak a curious look. 

"Yeah...but I couldn't get near the mansion." 

"Why?" asked Bisharp, stunned. "Is it on a hill? Guarded?" 

"No, it like...when you go there...you feel...weird...frightened...I don't know what it was, but the moment you start 
walking towards it, you just...feel more and more unbearable until you have to get away." 

Bisharp tapped his chin. "Okay. Take me to the mansion." 

"Dude, WHAT?" yelped Toxicroak, eyes wide. "He won't be in there!" 

"Have you forgotten where we are, Toxicroak?" replied Bisharp softly. "This is the Nightmare Isle. A land of darkness 
and fear, yes, but also information. This is where files on various campers are kept...and I'd bet that there's plenty of 
information around. We'll gather it up before we take on Cacturne...I want some weaklings out of the way." 

"G-got it...l think it's...this way," said Toxicroak, leading Bisharp past a grove of thorns. 


"Perfect. 1 



Bisharp followed the frog, a grim, hungry smile on his face. 
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Luxray slipped through the bushes, her eyes fixed on Cacturne, who still hadn't moved from his spot. She frowned, 
racking her mind for plans. Going at him from behind was impossible, there was a massive building in the way! The 
sides were a good choice, but maybe she could fake the scarecrow out. If she ran at him head on before dodging 
around, she might be able to nab one of the flags. 

She peeked out of the foliage. Cacturne looked a bit bored, getting up and leaning against the mansion, tapping his 
foot quietly. 

"Where are they?" he muttered, eyes flickering around the large clearing. Luxray shrank even lower, silently prowling 
closer to the scarecrow. This was her chance! She leapt from the bushes and dashed forward, her eyes focused on 
Cacturne. 

Cacturne turned and saw her coming, a smirk gracing his features. "Finally. But that might not be a good idea." 

Luxray weaved from side to side, trying to keep out of Cacturne’s line of sight- after all, a competitor as strong as 
Cacturne might possess some kind of deadly laser vision that could totally disintegrate her...and possibly her flag. 
That would be bad. 

But Cacturne just slowly walked towards her, a smile on his face. Luxray growled and ran faster before she stopped 
abruptly. Something...something was wrong...she felt...weird...scared? Was that it? That was impossible- she couldn't 
feel fear, fear was the mind killer but only if your mind was weak! She wasn't weak! 

And yet, she started to shiver and cower on the ground, stray shocks quivering through her body. Cacturne just 
walked closer, reaching out slowly to grab her flag and tug it off. 

"Well, I suppose I can run now," he commented. "Unfortunate that you never encountered the mansion, so you don't 
really know what it does." 

"M-mansion? I...I'm not afraid of a...a...," stuttered Luxray. 

Cacturne laughed. "It’s okay. It was a cheap trick. Go on, head back to the beginning of the island." 

"But...but...the mansion?" asked Luxray, unable to shake off her unease. 

"It radiates fear," explained Cacturne. "But no worries, the entire island does the same thing. One of my little tricks for 
this challenge. Go on, head back." 

Luxray sighed quietly and turned around, dragging her tail through the dirt unhappily. She felt her head clear more 
and more the further away she got away from the mansion. 

Cacturne sighed and was about to start moving when he heard something shift behind him. He rolled forward as 
Gothitelle reached out to try and grab a flag off of his arm. Cacturne turned, his eyes fixed on her. 

"Sneaking up behind me while my back is turned and I'm busy with Luxray, eh?" 

"You have to admit, eet was not ze worst plan," said Gothitelle, shrugging her shoulders. 

"No...it wasn't...but you'll find me hard to sneak up on," said Cacturne, his eyes darting to the mansion. 

Gothitelle noticed and tensed up, ready to move. "I know zis island better zan dear Luxray, I'm afraid. I know we're 
out of zat mansion's range." 

"Good!" said Cacturne. Then he lunged forward, aiming for Gothitelle's belt. Gothitelle hopped out of range and tried 
to snatch a flag from Cacturne's arm, but he managed to pull it back in time. Cacturne laughed and instead moved 
backwards, through a grove of twisted trees. Gothitelle scowled and followed him, making sure to keep a close eye 
on him. Cacturne weaved through the branches before flashing another arm out. This time, he managed to barely 
touch her flag. Gothitelle growled and used her Psychic powers to break a branch above him. 

Cacturne glanced up for the briefest moment before catching the branch and throwing it back at Gothitelle. She 
ducked, but her eyes widened when Cacturne's fist flew at her face. 



The hit never came, but Gothitelle heard the rip of her flag and knew it was all over. She turned to see Cacturne 
letting her flag flutter to the ground. 

"Good try," he commented. 

Gothitelle groaned, but straightened up, smiling in a pleased sort of way. "Well, I'm glad you live up to expectations." 
Cacturne shrugged. "Head back to the dock...try not to get lost." 
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"Ugh, Cacturne hasn't lost ANY of his power," grumbled Luxray. 
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"To get my enemies or Cacturne...tough call," said Honchkrow. 
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Trevenant stomped through the area, before his leg sunk down in the mud for the fifth time. "DAMN IT." 

He struggled for a moment before pulling his leg out, shaking dirt off of it. "Stupid horror island...I hate this fucking 
place." 

Trevenant was not enjoying himself. His idea of this challenge was simple- grab the best flags off of Cacturne, and 
take everyone else's before they could get a chance. One problem- after his small encounter with Mismagius, he 
hadn't found ANYONE. He had gone through dark rocky caverns and swamps, but nothing...was he looking in the 
wrong spot? 

And on top of that...he had to deal with Banette...and Cacturne soon after. He growled under his breath He wanted 
Banette to fight him...for real, not that stupid wrestling bullshit Bellsprout had pulled. 

"I'll get him," he grumbled. 

Behind him, in the dark, two pairs of bright yellow eyes appeared in the gloom, focusing on Trevenant. One of the 
pairs moved and swooped down silently behind Trevenant. Trevenant heard the wind, however, and whirled around, 
swinging his arm in a vicious arc. 

Gliscor managed to avoid the attack, pulling out of his dive and gliding away. Trevenant snarled, but swore when he 
saw Noivern diving at him. He aimed a punch her way, but only skimmed her wing, sending her to the ground for a 
rough landing. Noivern coughed as she got some mud in her mouth, but looked a bit spooked as Trevenant advanced 
on her. 

"Wanna know what happens when you try and fuck me up?" said Trevenant, his eyes gleaming. 

Noivern tried to free herself from the mud, but was struggling, but Gliscor floated back down, between her and 
Trevenant. 

"Come on...let her fight her own battles," drawled Trevenant, eyeing Gliscor's flag. "Unless you want to lose your flag 
in her place." 

Gliscor scowled. "Lay off, Trevenant, or I'll clip more than just your flag." 

Trevenant stopped, before chuckling. "Yeah right. I've seen you freak out and lose control- you're not a fighter, kid. 
You don't have the guts to take me on." 

Trevenant stepped forward, but Gliscor didn't flinch. He snapped his claws angrily at Trevenant, who looked like he 
was having second thoughts. Noivern managed to get one of her wings out of the mud. Trevenant's eye flickered 
between Gliscor and Noivern. 

Gliscor hovered in the air, before jabbing his tail near Trevenant, who scrambled backwards. 

"Don't try me," hissed Gliscor. "I'm allowed to use my moves now." 

Trevenant was about to snap something back, when Noivern burst out from behind Gliscor and let out a loud screech. 



The burst of sound knocked both Trevenant and Gliscor backwards, but Noivern caught Gliscor. Trevenant, on the 
other hand, was back in the mud. Noivern and Gliscor flew off while he was down. 


"For the record...next time you use Boomburst...warn me," moaned Gliscor, clutching his head. Noivern rolled her 
eyes in amusement but didn't say anything. 

Trevenant, meanwhile, punched the ground angrily. What was going on? Was NO ONE afraid of him anymore? 
WHAT THE HELL WAS GOING ON? 
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Kabutops walked through the forest, hacking through the undergrowth angrily. Plenty of vines and trees were in his 
way, but they were no match for his powerful scythes. And yet...it all felt easy. Too easy. And if Kabutops knew 
Cacturne at all, he knew that things were NEVER supposed to be THIS easy. The Nightmare Isle was quiet...but not 
in a way that was normal. Instead of there being occasional sounds like wind or water, there was nothing...a strange 
silence, probably made by Cacturne. 

On top of that, there was this sense of dread in the air...similar to the way they felt in Gardevoir's crazy shit-scare 
hotel, but less of the blind fear. Kabutops knew fear, hell, he was probably one of the few "tough guys" on the show to 
admit when he was scared. But this wasn't just any old fear...this was...anixety. Foreboding. And it was weird. 

There was nothing on the island that could hurt them- no contestant had reported monsters of any kind- the only 
rumor he had heard about "danger" on the island was the occasional obstacle. A smile made its way to Kabutops's 
face as he remembered Krookodile complaining about a fire breathing statue. The darkness and gloom was 
unnerving, and there was nothing out there. 

In a way, that made Kabutops more afraid. Fear of the known was something- you at least knew your enemy. But 
when you DON'T know what's going on... 

"I never thought I'd miss hurling rocks at Krookodile on Rocky Island," he muttered. 

Suddenly, a sound broke the air. The sound of an alarm pierced the air...the first alarm. Kabutops's eyes widened, but 
he kept walking...someone already got out. 

"The question is...was it my teammate or no?" he mused. "Alternatively...was it because of Cacturne...or someone 
else?" 


While he thought in silence for a while and hacked another tree, he heard a siren sound again. 

"Already?" he asked, eyes wide, but then he heard another noise. Rustling as two shadows burst from a bush. 
Kabutops swung his scythe, which made a loud clang against...another blade? 

"Wait...it's Kabutops!" said Bisharp, glancing at Toxicroak, who had been charging up a punch. 

Kabutops rolled his eyes, but was still on guard. "Yeah, it's me. Are you guys gonna be the assholes who try and take 
your own allies' flags?" 

Bisharp scoffed. "Whatever Cacturne may have said, we are still a team, and I don't wish to lose. Besides, I don't 
have any plans to vote for you should we lose." 

"That's relieving," admitted Kabutops. "And who DO you plan to vote for?" 

"Honestly? Haven't thought of it, but you're one of our most useful members," said Bisharp, a bit too honestly for his 
taste. It was true- Kabutops was a good teammate and worked well with others. And crossing Kabutops was not 
something he wanted to do- after all, it had been a stroke of luck that Bronzong had been blamed for her elimination 
with the fake idol, rather than Bisharp campaigning against her. 

"You know who got eliminated?" asked Toxicroak, looking at Kabutops. "We saw Gothitelle walking back towards the 
docks, but we don't know who else was out." 

"Beats me," grumbled Kabutops. "Anyways, look before you try and jump me again, okay?" 

"Noted," said Bisharp. "We were checking out the mansion before we came over here. I'm think that whatever the 
case, Cacturne was in that area...if you're planning on hiding or attacking him." 



"So it wasn't you who got Gothitelle." 

"Nope," confirmed Toxicroak. 

"...hmmm.J don't know what to do," groaned Kabutops. "This is a tricky, sticky situation we’re in." 

"Any tips for Cacturne?" asked Bisharp. "I'm aware he's your friend, but we're all competing against him...and he 
easily deflected Trevenant earlier. 

Kabutops shrugged. "Honestly? He's a bit slow, but he knows how to work with that. On top of that, Cacturne's smart- 
don't underestimate him. He also packs a hell of a punch. And uh...if you think you're sneaking up on him...you're not. 
I'm guessing he already knows your there and has a trap or plan set." 

"Does he have a weakness?" queried Bisharp. 

"...he's slow," repeated Kabutops. "And he can't take too many hits, so he'll most likely try to dodge. Using your own 
moves might help you against him. But he has a few tricks up his sleeves. Just be careful." 

"Thank you for the information," said Bisharp. "Good luck." 

"Same to you," said Kabutops, passing by Bisharp and continuing on. 
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"Kabutops is a good Pokemon to be on good terms with," said Bisharp. "Smart and not a total idiot- not the 
brightest, but a good amount of common sense and wisdom. And he's a veteran- he participated one season, 
and got to analyze another from afar. He probably has useful intel. I'll keep him around for long." 
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"Do I trust Bisharp?" asked Kabutops. "Not completely. Do I agree with his tactics? Not always, eliminating 
Mamoswine was a cold move. But I respect him as a player...even though he's like Weavile in Season One, 
but smarter." 

Kabutops tapped his chin thoughtfully. "In all honesty...maybe I should apologize to Weavile. Do I trust her? 
No. But I could try taking the high road." 
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Gengar was perched high above on a tree, his red eyes scanning the area to try and find any sign of Cacturne...but 
so far...nothing...the dense fog that surrounded the island made it difficult to see below. Gengar sighed and hung 
upside down, wondering what was happening- other than two sirens, barely anything had been heard at all. 

"Man...those flags would really help," he admitted, floating down slowly. "But I want off this place...gives me the 
creeps...and I'm a GHOST." 

Gengar scratched the back of his head. This challenge was so not radical. It was do or die and everyone was an 
enemy...well, potentially. Gengar wasn't a fan of the competition post merge...it became all politics and backstabbing, 
and as a Pokemon who tried being a friend to everyone, that wasn't his bag. 

Of course, granted, he'd never been voted off. Automatic eliminations were his bane every time. Gengar sighed. 

"Well, at the very least...I gotta try," said Gengar, shrugging. He landed on the ground, before wincing at the rocky 
texture beneath his feet. He instead floated, hovering slightly above the ground before drifting along. 

But what Gengar didn't know is that someone was behind him. There was a grin in the shadows as Krookodile rubbed 
his scaled hands together. Perfect...Gengar would be an easy target. 

Krookodile looked over at the net that he had found in the ruined village. As a competitor who had been to the 
Nightmare Isle several times, he had the layout pretty well memorized in his head. The first time, he had scoped out 
the island and tried to find the idol, but to no avail. Instead, he had found plenty of food, materials, and other useful 
items. Krookodile chuckled as he fingered the old net carefully, before moving ahead to chase after Gengar. 

"A nice trap is all it'll take," said Krookodile, grinning. 
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"Set traps. Blame it on Cacturne or anyone else I can. Piss everyone off and make sure they don't get 
immunity," said Krookodiie, counting on his fingers. "And then? BAMMO! Cacturne is no sweat." 
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Bronzong scoffed as he pushed Crobat away again, his eyes swerving to watch Honchkrow. "Are you going to keep 
trying this? You're not getting my flag before I get yours." 

Honchkrow scoffed and lunged forward, trying to snatch the flag, but had to pull out when Bronzong charged at her in 
an attempt to knock her to the ground. Crobat dived for the bell, but Bronzong's eyes glowed as he smacked Crobat 
against a nearby wall. Honchkrow growled, her eyes darting around. She and Crobat had planned to pick off 
Bronzong early on, but it was hard to find an opening. 

Especially in this disgusting, ruined hospital. Honchkrow was having a hard time not gagging at the stench of old 
blood and chemicals that were in the air. Bronzong watched her with a cool gaze. Something told her that he had 
known the two Flying-types were following him, and that he had chosen a place with tight quarters to make his stand. 
Crobat flapped to his feet, and managed to grab his flag in his teeth before Bronzong could use his psychic strengths 
to take it. 

"Cacturne's far away from here," continued the bell. "You can rest easy and try for him-" 

"I'd rest ten times easier if your flag was off," countered Crobat. 

"Don't trust me?" scoffed Bronzong. "Of course not. Should be Alakazam you worry about- he's the one with a grudge 
against you." 

Honchkrow's expression was unreadable. 

"Let me go before I take you both down. I have the advantage here," warned Bronzong, telekinetically lifting old 
hospital equipment. 

Honchkrow huffed in defeat and jerked her head at Crobat. "Let’s go, Crobat." 

"...as you wish," said Crobat, a bit disappointed. The two of them took the air and flew out a shattered window. 
Bronzong laughed and leaned against a wall. 

"So...what do I want to do this challenge..." 

"We shouldn't have given up so easily," muttered Crobat to Honchkrow. 

"He's not worth da effort...or da risk," grumbled Honchkrow. "You gotta hand it to dat blasted bell- he sure knows how 
to get in our sides and stick dere. Now come on. Let's go find a secluded spot...we gotta knock Alakazam back 
down..." 
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Gengar continued to float along the path he was on...how long had it been? He really couldn't tell. Nothing interesting 
had come his way, except for a spooky statue of Mawile that had managed to spook the shit out of him. But 
regardless, no Cacturne, no enemy team, no problem...right? 

"I still thought I'd see SOMEONE by now," said Gengar. He looked around a bit more before noticing a bag on the 
ground up ahead. 

"Eh...is that a food bag?" asked Gengar, remembering his other times on the Nightmare Isle. He got closer and 
noticed that it was a bag of peanuts. Gengar grinned as he got closer. "Hey, a snack ain't against the rules." 

He went over and landed on the ground, reaching for the peanuts, when suddenly, the ground rose up under him! A 
large net covered with leaves flung Gengar into the hair and trapped him in a tree- the dense wall of leaves around 
him prevented him from seeing. Gengar flailed wildly, trying to release himself from the net, but he was stuck fast. 

"Yo! THIS ISN'T COOL!" yelled Gengar. "LET ME OUT! LET ME OUT!" 



Krookodile slid out from behind the tree and grinned, before sticking his arm into the bundle of leaves and rope, trying 
to find Gengar's flag. 

"Ow! DUDE, DON’T GRAB ME THERE!" 

Krookodile pulled a face, before finally locating the flag with his claws. He yanked it off and pulled his arm out before 
walking away, twirling the flag casually. He glanced back at the net for a moment, wondering if he should cut it down. 
Krookodile sighed and picked up a sharp rock, whipping it at the ropes before dashing off as Mew’s siren sounded in 
the air once again. 
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"Who do you think got taken out?" asked Noivern in a hushed voice to Gliscor. 

Gliscor shrugged his shoulders, hanging upside down from a large tree. "Who knows? I'm hoping it was Trevenant, 
honestly." 

They were by a large lake that looked as if it was frozen over...which was odd since the climate still felt natural. Still, 
when Gliscor had floated above the lake he had felt an unnatural coldness rising from the water. Gliscor assumed 
that it was one of Cacturne's tricks, but when two Pokemon who had HORRIBLE weaknesses to ice were involved, 
they wanted to stay as far away from it as possible. Cacturne certainly made this challenge tricky... 

And speaking of Cacturne... 

"Hey...," whispered Noivern in a hushed tone. "Is that him down there?" 

Gliscor glanced around a bit, his vision not as good as Noivern’s, before he noticed a green shape emerging from the 
undergrowth. Even from here, Gliscor could see the glowing white flags in the dark, and he recognized Cacturne's 
slow stride. 

"Yeah...it's him," he confirmed. "No doubt about that. We can't just get him head on, though, he's too smart for that. 
We need a plan." 

"And quick," added Noivern, noticing Cacturne slowly walking around the lake. "We won't be able to get him if we take 
too long." 

"...I'll head in front of him and lock him down- you go behind and aim for him." 

Gliscor and Noivern both flew off of the tree silently. Noivern flew off in a different direction while Gliscor hovered in 
the air, slowly lowering himself above Cacturne. He gently floated over the icy lake, keeping his yellow gaze on 
Cacturne's back. Now he had to just get on Cacturne's front. But the chill of the lake caused him to get colder and 
chilly. Gliscor groaned, knowing he had to get away from it. Grunting, he flapped his wings, before charging at 
Cacturne. 

Cacturne, who had heard the grunt and noise, whirled around, a bit surprised. He jumped back, but Gliscor 
maneuvered through the air and charged at him, snapping his claws. Cacturne angled his arm so that Gliscor 
clamped down on one of his spikes. Cacturne swung a punch at Gliscor, who managed to catch it in his other claw. 
The two struggled for a bit, but then Cacturne noticed Gliscor's long stinger aiming for the flags on his chest. 

Cacturne twisted his legs and spun around, causing Gliscor to lose his grip and float backwards. Gliscor glanced 
around, noticing Noivern firing herself down. Cacturne dashed again, and while Gliscor blocked the blow, he noticed 
Cacturne's hand aiming for his flag. 

Gliscor flinched and leaned back on his tail but it was too late. Cacturne yanked off his flag, before smirking at 
Gliscor. 

"Not bad, but- GAH!" 

Noivern had tackled Cacturne and sent the two rolling across the lake. Cacturne struggled to gain his balance, but he 
slipped on the ice, while Noivern was flailing due to the cold aggravating her. The two scuffled for a moment longer 
before Cacturne pushed Noivern off. He gained his balance again, and held his arm up- in his hand was Noivern's 
flag. 


"I'll admit you caught me off guard," said Cacturne. Then he frowned and looked at his arm- there were only two flags 
on it. 



Noivern was panting heavily, but when she raised her head, there was triumph in her eyes- and in her jaws was a 
white flag. Cacturne stared, before he gave a relaxed smile, skating over to the two of them across the ice. 

"Ugh...I don't like the cold," he muttered. "Anyways- well done, Noivern. You have immunity, since I can't prove who 
got the flag first. Well done BOTH you, actually- you two have tried something that I doubt anyone else will do." 

Gliscor and Noivern exchanged a confnused glance, but shrugged as Gliscor lifted Noivern in a gentle hug. Noivern 
giggled, waving the flag around. 

"Immunity, baby! We got it!" shouted Noivern. "Sorry you didn't get one, though." 

"Oh who cares," scoffed Gliscor. "I did get one- WE took Cacturne's flag, you just get to keep it." 

"Okay...we'll head back to Mew then?" asked Noivern. 

Cacturne nodded. "That's fine. I have some more flags to add." 

Noivern and Gliscor both flew off, the sounds of two alarms around them as they went- but they didn't care. Noivern 
had secured her safety for the next episode. 
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"Dude, Cacturne was tough, but I still came through, yo!" shouted Noivern, miming an air guitar. "Gliscor's 
the best! We make a great team!" 

Noivern stroked her chin. "Y'know...he can play drums...we wouldn't do that bad in a band actually...we'd just 
need a bass player, and maybe a singer or a keyboardist or...maybe I'm overthinking this..." 

000 

"So...what's our plan going to be?" asked Crobat, dangling from a tree upside down. Honchkrow tapped her cigar a 
few times, before glancing at Crobat. 

"L.uh...honestly don't know...Nightmare Isle kind of throws off my plans in a way." 

"How so?" 

"Ugh it's like...dere's Alakazam, dere's Cacturne, dere's everyone else...Bronzong already made a fool of us." 

"To be fair, it's Bronzong- he's not playing to win, he's playing to troll us all." 

"True enough," admitted Honchkrow. "So? Any ideas for the brainiac?" 

Crobat cocked his head to one side. "Why not have one of us find him and lure him towards Cacturne...while the 
other lures Cacturne towards him?" 

"Seems a bit risky...maybe one of us leads him to Cacturne while the other hunts for Cacturne?" 

"Works for me," said the bat. "I'll bait him." 

"Good job, Crobat," said Honchkrow, grinning. Crobat leaned in to kiss her on the cheek and... 

He took her flag off. 

Honchkrow stared. Crobat stared. 

"CROBAT, WHAT DA HELL DID YOU JUST DO?" 

"It-it wasn't me!" protested Crobat, staring in shock. "My body just...I...I can't move!" 

"No, you can't," interrupted a smooth, British voice. Alakazam dragged Crobat's body down from the large tree the 
two were sitting in and ripped off his flag. Honchkrow gaped in astonishment, while Alakazam gave her a grin of 
triumph. 

"You...you...how did...," sputtered the bird, shocked. 



"Do you really think I don't know how to play the game?" asked Alakazam, cocking a brow. "Yes, I'll admit you're a 
suitable opponent to stand against me, but it's high time you realized I'm not that easy to fool. Planning an 
unexpected assault will certainly help...but if I attack while you're planning? You won't have a chance." 

Alakazam tossed the flags aside and turned on his heel, turning and glancing back at the two. "Go on. Back to the 
dock. Good luck in the ceremony this evening." 

He trotted away, a low laugh echoing from the fog. Honchkrow glanced at Crobat, aggravated. 

"He got us," said Crobat, still stunned. "He totally played us." 

"We gotta step up our game, Crobat," said Honchkrow gravely. "Alakazam's catching on...we gotta get him home as 
soon as possible." 
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"So...Alakazam strikes back, eh?" muttered Honchkrow. Then she grinned. "Good. Was getting a bit worried 
at how easy it was to mess with da guy." 
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"I don't think he's here," whined Weavile. "Can we leave the desert already?" 

Banette looked around the desert, fog swirling around him with grains of sand getting into his cloth. Yeah...it didn't 
seem like Cacturne was here...yet...and Banette knew he did NOT want to be in the desert when Cacturne found 
them. In the meantime, Weavile was getting antsy- the desert was far out of her comfort zone, and she didn't like the 
heat. 

"He ain't here...but y'know.J thought...remember the fear challenge?" 

"Only too well," grumbled Weavile. "Digging my way out-" 

"No, Season One." 

"Oh...OH...yeah, good point- Cacturne hiding in the desert WOULD be a callback to the old days." 

"Yeah, I was thinking that." 

"...speaking of old days...is he...y'know...," began Weavile, unsure how to continue. 

"Is he still what?" asked Banette, though he knew what was coming. 

"Y'know...kind of split?" asked Weavile. 

Banette shook his head. "They're borderline fused together. He's just one Cacturne now." 

"...so why aren't you one Banette?" asked Weavile, folding her arms. Banette threw her a wounded look. 

"Really? This again." 

"Just wondering." 

"Put it this way," said Banette. "I'm not one Banette for the same reason Garchomp isn't one Garchomp. And the 
same reason Gengar isn't one Gengar." 

"...huh?" muttered Weavile, confused. The suddenly, her eyes lit up. 

"Oh shit...you can Mega Evolve?" 

"Yes, but can we not remind everyone of that?" hissed Banette. 

"I totally forgot...so...uh...what happens when you-" 

Banette threw her a warning look. "Bad." 



Weavile was silent. Then she gave him a worried look. "Bad?" 

Banette nodded. "I don't want to use it." 

"You and Alakazam both." 

"Yeah, I was wondering about that- what happens to the brainiac when he goes Mega?" 

Weavile shrugged. "I don't know- only Gothitelle knows, and she didn't seem to want to talk about it." 

"Interesting," mused Banette. Then he shook himself off. 

"Hey...speaking of Cacturne...we should go look for him." 

"Right...how many alarms have gone off?" 

As she asked, another alarm sounded in the air. Weavile looked up in shock, but then she heard another loud ring 
after it. 

"Was that two?" asked Banette, eyes wide. 

"Yeah...wonder who it was...can't be too many of us left now," murmured Weavile. 

"We have to get moving then." 

"Right!" 
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Cacturne quietly walked through the woods, golden eyes flicking from tree to tree. He truly loved his little island. 

There was a dark serenity about the place- pity Gardevoir enjoyed horror stories more than creepy landscapes- it was 
a lovely place for a picnic. He wandered through a misty swamp, calmly drifting through the reeds. 

Kabutops silently raised his head, peering at Cacturne from the murky water- he had sighted the scarecrow and had 
hacked a path ahead through the many twisting trees and bushes. Once he had found some water, he decided to 
make his plan- follow Cacturne through the lakes and swamps, before lunging out to fight him. 

If he was lucky, those flags would be his. But the issue was Cacturne himself- Grass-types did not mean good news 
for Kabutops. Moving after Cacturne, Kabutops kept his distance, gliding through the water with his sleek body. 

Cacturne, meanwhile, turned and shoved his hand into a bush, the spikes on his arm bristling. 

"YOW!" screeched Krookodile, leaping out of the bush, before hitting his head on a tree. He fell to the ground as 
Cacturne grabbed his flag. 

"HOW THE HELL DID YOU KNOW?" snarled the croc, annoyed and in pain. 

"You reek of cotton candy," said Cacturne. "How much did you eat at the abandoned fairgrounds?" 

Krookodile did not answer, looking away guiltily. 
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"So after trapping Gengar, I took a break!" protested Krookodile. "Oh no-1 ate like ten bags of cotton candy! 
Big whoop!" 
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Kabutops's eyes gleamed with joy at seeing Krookodile getting his flag removed. Served the sneaky bastard right. But 
what he was more interested in was the fact that Cacturne was focused on the injured crocodile than his back. 
Kabutops leaned back before shooting for the surface with a great boost of speed, before he splashed out of the 
water, swinging a scythe straight for Cacturne. 

Cacturne heard the noise and immediately raised his arms in a defensive position as he turned to face his assailant. 

A shield of spikes formed around his body, which made Kabutops swear as he collided with it. Wincing, he broke 



away, but dug his scythes in the ground to steady himself before flinging himself at Cacturne in a powerful kick. 


Cacturne grabbed his leg and hurled him away, before dashing forward. Krookodile watched from the sidelines, 
awestruck at how hard the two friends were fighting. Although...there was a playful gleam in each of their eyes. 

Cacturne threw some slow punches at Kabutlps, but the shellfish rolled himself out of the way. He sharpened his 
sickles before crossing them, grinning at Cacturne as he launched an X-shaped slash towards the scarecrow. 

Cacturne's eyes darkened as he raised up another shield, blocking the move that could've cost him the fight. He then 
ran forward, slowly but surely. Kabutops saw his chance. He swung his scythe again, this time impaling Cacturne's 
shoulder. Kabutops grinned and reached for Cacturne's chest, his scythe barely scraping the golden flag. 

BAM! 

Kabutops's eyes widened as Cacturne whacked him with a spiked arm. Kabutops immediately crumpled to the 
ground in a pained heap. Cacturne reached down and plucked off his flag. Krookodile's eyes flickered between them, 
confused. 


"HUH?" 


"You know Needle Arm?" groaned Kabutops. "Tricky bastard." 

"It's my species' signature move," pointed out Cacturne. 

"I figured you wouldn't carry it because it was too obvious," muttered Kabutops. 

"I'm Cacturne, not Bronzong." 

Kabutops stumbled to his feet, tottering unsteadly before immediately socking Cacturne across the face with his 
elbow. Krookodile gaped as Cacturne staggered backwards, while Kabutops stared in shock. Cacturne reached out to 
grab something to keep himself up, finding a smooth surface with his hand. He then noticed a plucking sound, as he 
turned to stare into red eyes. 

Bronzong held a white flag, waving it lazily before knocking Cacturne away. Cacturne stumbled, glancing between 
Bronzong and Kabutops. 

"Psychics...right," said Cacturne, shaking his head. "After Gothitelle, I suppose I let my guard down." 

"Dude...you...l couldn't move...you used the stupid Psychic crap on me!" sputtered Kabutops. 

"Yes, I suppose I did," said Bronzong, a bit amused as he examined the flag. "And luckily, Cacturne didn't snag my 
flag, even though I got one of his." 

"You could continue if you wanted," said Cacturne, smiling. 

Bronzong snorted, floating away. "There's only one other thing I want to do before this is over, and it doesn't have to 
do with you. I'll be going." 

Cacturne folded his arms, interested. "You don't want the special flags, eh?" 

"Why would I?" scoffed Bronzong. "Special flag means special power, which means responsibility. And I don't know if 
you've seen, but I don't play politics well. Waste of time." 

Cacturne paused again, before smiling. "Very well, but I'll still be tracking you. Oh, and Gardevoir sends her regards." 

Bronzong scowled in annoyance at the last comment, before he drifted through the foggy forest, disappearing in a 
matter of moments. Cacturne got to his feet, he stretched, giving Kabutops and Krookodile a curious look. 

"Well, if you could help Kabutops back, that'd be good," said Cacturne. "I've got a bell to catch." 

Cacturne jogged away and vanished into the darkness. Kabutops struggled to his feet before leaning on Krookodile, 
who gave him a horrified look. 

"Dude, what the hell, get those scythes away from me!" 



"I just...can't walk," snapped Kabutops. "Grass moves are bad news for me. Can't you just...lug me along?" 

Krookodile tapped his nose in thought, before bursting out into laughter, dropping Kabutops and walking away, 
cackling maniacally. 

Kabutops groaned. "Okay...I probably should've seen that coming." 
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Mew fired off another cannon, which caused several of the campers to look over in interest. 

"So...another one's out?" asked Gengar. "Cacturne's really bagging a lot of these guys, huh?" 

"And since Noivern's the only one with a flag...that means that whoever's still in is at a huge advantage," said Crobat 
dully. 

The eliminated players were all sitting at the misty docks with Mew and Mewtwo, who were exchanging conversations 
and sounding alarms whenever someone was eliminated- no one knew HOW they knew, but they did. Stupid 
Legendaries. 

"Da situation ain't good...Cacturne said dis is gonna be more like a post-merge challenge, which I don't like...means 
dat we gotta worry about both teams," grumbled Honchkrow. 

"Apparently, ze only one YOU had to worry about was Alakazam," said Gothitelle, a sly grin on her face. 

Honchkrow glared at her. "You were out second- shut yer trap." 

"But I was out from Cacturne- not from my main target to eliminate." 

"My main target dis round was Bronzong," snapped Honchkrow. "And let's face it, he doesn't like Alakazam either- it 
woulda been a favor to you if we had nabbed him." 

Gothitelle frowned. Gliscor glanced at them all. "You didn't get Bronzong?" 

"No, he saw it coming and planned ahead...and it sucked," mumbled Crobat. 

"So there's a bunch of threats running around," said Gengar unhappily. "We got Alakazam, Bronzong, Bisharp, 
Trevenant...all running free...that's not good at all." 

"Could be worse...at least Banette and Kabutops are still in...they're decent guys," pointed out Noivern. 

"Hold that thought, blabbermouth," grunted Krookodile, dragging himself into the clearing. "Mr. Stabby and I were 
both just taken out by Cacturne." 

"Mr. Stabby? Is that Bisharp or Kabutops?" asked Gliscor, rubbing his head. 

"Kabutops." 

"Oh...l see." 

"Wait...then where is he?" asked Gengar. 

"Eh...ten minutes back?" said Krookodile. "I mean, I'll be honest-1 left him in a heap on the ground." 

"You just LEFT HIM THERE?" blustered Gengar. 

"Well yeah, I kind of DON'T LIKE HIM," growled Krookodile, rolling his eyes. He jerked a thumb over his shoulder. 
"He's that way- go straight until you find the swamp, he's right on the shore- doubt he got far." 

Gengar got to his feet and ran off, cursing under his breath. Krookodile sat on a nearby stump, pulling out a bag of 
cotton candy and eating it in a matter of seconds. 

"Dude...seriously...control yourself," said Noivern, gaping. 

Krookodile snorted and kept chewing, before glancing at Mew and Mewtwo. "Oy...question...can I go wander the 



island?" 


"For what?" asked Mew. 

"...to stretch? Look, I ain't gonna try and grab the flags...but I'd at least like to move around and shit." 

"...eh...same," said Crobat suddenly. "Can we move around?" 

Mew sighed. "Okay, fine, you can all wander around- but wait until Gengar brings Kabutops back, and you all have to 
stay TOGETHER. So no running off on your own to cause trouble." 

"But...but...COME ON!" snapped Krookodile. "I wanted to walk alone, not with an entourage of jerks!" 

"Big words from a bigger jerk," scoffed Honchkrow. 

"Too bad," said Mew, shaking his head. "You all go together or no one goes- eliminated contestants stay together- do 
you know how many SECRETS are on this island? It's only fair if eliminated contestants get to find them all together." 

"Secrets?" asked Honchkrow, eyes lighting up. "Like...treasure?" 

The dollar signs appeared in her eyes, causing Crobat to freak out. 

"Honchkrow, no, there's no treasure-" 

"FULL STEAM AHEAD, BOYS AND GIRLS, HONCHKROW'S GOT SOME LOOT TO FIND!" 
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"Ow," groaned Kabutops, rubbing his sore body. "Cacturne, I thought we were cool...didn't have to hit that 
hard..." 

He paused. "Aw, who am I kidding? THAT WAS AWESOME. OH MAN, I CANT WAIT TO GET IN ANOTHER 
SCRAP!" 

He gave a grin, before coughing awkwardly. 
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"Honchkrow and money are something we should keep separate- although maybe if she wins the whole 
game, she'll calm down, yo!" said Noivern, eyes wide. 
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"This is getting ridiculous," muttered Mismagius. "I haven't seen anyone else...I have no idea where I should go...and 
all I know is that half of us have been eliminated." 

Mismagius drifted and dodged through the ruined village, a bit uneasy at the destroyed buildings. She knew that 
Cacturne was a clever player, and it wouldn't be beneath him to lurk in the shadows and let someone come to him. 
She floated high above, before sinking behind a chimney on a house. She was thinking...wondering how Banette, 
Gengar, and Kabutops were doing. Maybe if they banded together they could think of a way to trump Cacturne- if 
anything, Banette would know. 

"...I hope Trevenant's out," said Mismagius, growling under her breath. She sighed and floated down off of the roof, 
rubbing her eyes. "I've been at this for what feels like hours." 

She turned around, a bit dazed before she froze and darted around the corner to hide. There was that slow, steady 
stride- Cacturne was entering the village. 

His eyes were flickering around the area and he moved slow, peering in a few windows every now and then. He 
moved through the shadows quietly, as if he was sneaking up on someone...but he wasn't going anywhere near her. 
Mismagius floated away from him, but always keeping him in her gaze. He calmly moved through the village before 
stopping in the middle. He twisted his body as sand started to fly around him. Mismagius seemed confused, before 
her eyes widened- he was probably throwing out a sandstorm to see if anyone was hiding. Gulping, she flew 
backwards and hid behind a house. She heard the sound of sand pelting the building, but it never touched her. She 
waited until she heard the sand died down, and immediately floated on the roof. 



Cacturne was walking away, heading towards the other section. Mismagius tapped her chin before floating down and 
following him. She darted between the broken stone walls, flitting back and forth while following Cacturne. This was 
her chance! His guard was definitely down. She charged up a shadow ball, but before she could fire it, someone 
grabbed her hand. 

"Gah!" gasped Mismagius, the energy flying off in the completely wrong direction, but she couldn't say anything else 
before Trevenant covered her mouth. Trevenant grinned, while Cacturne stopped, glancing around warily. 

"Say a word and I rip your flag off," growled Trevenant. "I've been watching this jackass for hours, and there's no way 
you or I can get close enough on our own. So we're gonna attack together. Got it?" 

He released Mismagius, who scowled at him. "So? He'll grab your flag before he goes for mine, since you're the 
bigger threat." 

"Yeah? No problem- you'll give ME your flag." 

"What?" spat Mismagius. "That’s against the rules!" 

"No it's not," snarled Trevenant. "There's no rule against giving up your immunity flags. So, if I get the flag, no issue. 
You get the flag, give it to me or we'll HAVE an issue." 

"You're not going to get away with this," hissed Mismagius. 

Trevenant snorted. "Wrong. YOU'RE the one who's not going to get away FROM this. Run all you want, Missy- you 
can't beat me. Now come on- let's follow him, and keep your mouth shut- ruin this and I ruin you." 

He scuttled away, while Mismagius followed behind. She eyed his flag angrily, but didn't make a move- now wasn't 
the time...but soon. She wasn't gonna put up with this any longer. 
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Alakazam calmly walked through the forest, his eyes glancing around the area- on one hand he needed to find 
Cacturne, but not for the reasons everyone expected- he needed to speak some words with the scarecrow that he 
didn't want everyone to overhear. But alas, it was proving difficult. 

"He finds us when we don't want to be found, and eludes me when I'm hunting him," drawled Alakazam. "Typical." 

He moved quietly, stroking his mustache as he looked around. It was a shame he hadn't gotten sent to this island- it 
was rich with information, and certainly an interesting place to be. But Alakazam knew the game he was playing. He 
had turned everyone against him from the moment he entered the show, and no matter how bittersweet it was, he 
reveled in the thrill. 

Honchkrow had shaped up quite nicely as a rival, bringing him a few stunning defeats now and then, along with 
Crobat. But Alakazam wasn't fooled- he knew that Honchkrow was getting plenty of help from her own team- Bisharp 
in particular, he knew, wanted to defeat the Graceful Gardevoirs at every turn- her team had plenty of back up, and 
certainly no love for him. In contrast, his own team... 

Well he had Gothitelle and Weavile, and Banette and Gliscor were compliant, for the most part. But he had his own 
obstacles- Garchomp had her distaste for him, and Krookodile was a grumpy, grouchy piece of work. And then there 
was Bronzong, who seemed to playing a game all on his own. While he claimed the trial wasn't personal, there was 
something about the way that sneaky bell moved that...irked him. 

Alakazam stopped, before turning and launching an orb of darkness at a nearby bush, knocking the branches and 
roots into the air with the force of his attack. Bronzong, who had barely dodged, eyed the empty spot with deadpan 
shock. 

"How'd you know?" 

"You weren't hiding," said Alakazam dryly. "You knew I'd know you were following me." 

"I did," admitted Bronzong, floating forward. "Then you should know why I'm here." 

"To get my flag, obviously," said Alakazam, his tone brisk. "But what I'm wondering is why." 



"Why?" asked Bronzong. "You heard Cacturne, pal. This isn't a team challenge." 

With those words, he lifted a branch behind Alakazam and brought to the Psychics knees, but Alakazam jumped it. 
Bronzong snapped it in two before hurling he branches back at Alakazam, who easily deflected them. Alakazam gave 
him a confused look. 

"It isn't a true team challenge, but we do not need to turn on each other- you know that Cacturne did that on purpose 
to split us up," hissed Alakazam, flinging a large bramble bush at Bronzong. Bronzong took the blow and chuckled. 

"I know- he played us all against each other. But I just don't care." 

"So it's a grudge against me," said Alakazam, chuckling. "Is that it? Even in your apathy, you have a distaste for me? 
So much that you'd rather take my flag than Cacturne's?" 

"...I wouldn't say that actually," said Bronzong, laughing as he charged at Alakazam with a silver aura around his 
body. Alakazam gaped and dodged, while Bronzong smashed through the thorns. He turned and fired a silvery, 
metallic blast. Alakazam easily dodged it and grabbed Bronzong, psychically slamming him against a tree. Bronzong 
grunted in discomfort, but kept his eyes on Alakazam. 

"I'm already immune," continued Bronzong. "But there's something so hilarious about grinding your gears...I just can't 
help myself." 

"You've...already secured a flag?" asked Alakazam, eyes narrowing. "Then you have no reason to attack me. Leave 
me be." 

"Not that simple- you see, I thought you deserved a fighting chance. To you know, trump me. But you still haven't. 
Because no matter how smart you are, you're not as good as you think you are." 

"Must you keep babbling?" asked Alakazam. He ran forward with a ball of energy, but Bronzong easily tripped him by 
levitating a root. Alakazam glared at him as he floated to his feet, dusting himself off. 

"You tell yourself you're fighting for the glory, not the money," continued Bronzong, rotating a bunch of strange 
shapes around him. "But let's be honest- it's a nice cover for a guy who can't win. I lost because of Mew targeting me- 
you always lose because you're not savvy enough to keep yourself in the game. If that happened to me, I wouldn't 
want others to know it." 

"That isn't true," said Alakazam disdainfully. 

"You WISH it wasn't true, but let's face it- you've already accepted that you're a loser," said Bronzong, snorting. "I 
mean, let's face it, Alakazam- I'm a loser. You're a loser. And Hypno's a bigger loser than the both of us. You want to 
know why you and I were the only ones to see through his act? Because we're all liars and losers." 

Bronzong shrugged. "Hypno's a bigger loser than you- and you're definitely better than him. But Honchkrow? Me? 
We're better than you, and that's how it works." 

"Shut up!" snapped Alakazam, getting to his feet, but he was stunned to see he was so much slower. Bronzong, on 
the other hand, was swirling branches and rocks around him, looking smug. 

"Trick Room, Alakazam. Surely a man with a brain of your caliber would see it coming. Unless I'm right, of course." 
Alakazam struggled to move, but Bronzong didn't give him a chance. He threw a branch straight at Alakazam. 
Alakazam shifted as hard as he could. 7 have to move...I have to dodge!' 

TWANG! 

Alakazam breathed a sigh of relief as the branch shot straight past him. He turned and raised his hands slowly, ready 
to counter attack, but Bronzong was dispelling the Trick Room. 

"Game over," said Bronzong dryly, nodding behind him. 

Alakazam turned and grimaced to see his flag on the ground nearby- it had been speared by that last branch- 
Bronzong had been aiming for it the whole time. 



"Well, now that that's been settled...I can rest easy," said Bronzong, smirking. His eyes glowed as he raised his own 
flag and tore it off. Alakazam gaped. 


"There's nothing else I want this game," said Bronzong, chuckling darkly. "Good luck, Alakazam- hope you're not 
eliminated." 

He floated away, leaving a stunned and angry Alakazam alone in the clearing. 

000 

"He didn't want to win the challenge, he didn't want to be immune, and he didn't want to get the special 
flags," said Alakazam, shaking with rage. "All he wanted to do was to see me lose." 

000 

"I don't care who wins out of Honchkrow and Alakazam, but I'd place bets on Honchkrow- I'm gonna see how 
far I can push Alakazam- that's what he wanted right?" said Bronzong, a roguish grin on his face. 

000 

"Information, Toxicroak...plenty of information means plenty of power," said Bisharp, smirking victoriously as he 
thumbed through the variety of folders. 

"You uh...totally found the stuff," said Toxicroak. "So uh...l can look right? See what you've got?" 

"Yes...you've earned your right to look at the information we've found." 

Bisharp had known all along that those flags were important, but as long as Cacturne was hunting down the other 
contestants, it didn't really matter what he was doing, did it? Mew had never told him that he couldn't go looking for 
information...information that he had been denied ever since he had shown up in the game. Despite his unpopularity, 
Bisharp had known he would never be sent to the Nightmare Isle...they would've all thought of him more unbearable 
than ever if he had their secrets. 

So naturally, this challenge was the perfect opportunity to make up for lost time. Now Bisharp and Toxicroak were 
looking for their loot as they sat along the misty shoreline- the sand of the haunted beach stretched far and wide- 
they'd be able to see Cacturne coming at least. 

"Good information, however," said Bisharp. "Challenge information is always welcome. Houndoom and Vileplume are 
post merge, and a sports challenge based on the Pokeathlon will be returning. And two newcomers will return...a 
veteran and a newcomer." 

"Yeah...and we also got some files on the campers...check it out! Diglett's right here- his strengths are kindness, 
grounded, realism, and he's popular...but he's weak unless he's out of his wheelbarrow and can be self-sacrificing." 

Bisharp scoffed. "I highly doubt he'll be coming back-1 have no interest in those eliminated before the merge. They 
are useless to me. What else do we have?" 

"Honchkrow- strengths are her planning, intimidation, and being underestimated...as well as being a good dealmaker. 
Her weaknesses are her stomach, independence, and threat level in general." 

"Honchkrow is the type to get herself eliminated...too many enemies is a problem for her," said Bisharp, chuckling. "I'll 
ride her until we're done with the teams...after that, if she proves to stick around to long, we'll handle it. Anyone else?" 

"Uh...let's see...Noivern? Strengths are kindness, popularity, musically gifted, and physically able. Weaknesses are 
gullibility, not the brightest, and inexperience in general." 

Bisharp paused. "Could be troublesome later on, but I doubt it. Continue." 

"Luxray? This is uh...you might want to look in this one yourself." 

Bisharp frowned and glanced at Toxicroak, before he took the file, which had caution tape wrapped over it. Bisharp 
carefully opened the file, reading it quietly, before his eyes widened. He flipped through the many pages In the file 
before closing it, giving Toxicroak a horrified look. 



"Okay," said Bisharp, his voice strained. "Take THAT file and burn it when we get back to camp." 

"Yes sir," said Toxicroak weakly. 

"Any others?" 

"Uh...Roserade...that one doesn't really matter, she's gone...uh...Charmeleon, that doesn't matter too much 
either...same with Medicham...you wanna see Gliscor's?" 

Bisharp perked up at hearing the name, but it wasn't Gliscor. "Medicham's? May I?" 

"Uh...sure but aren't you like...don't you not care?" 

"Doesn’t matter, call it a satisfying of curiosity," said Bisharp briskly as he took the file and opened it. 

The shiny Pokemon's face greeted him on the inside, the serious look being something he remembered all too well. 
His eyes narrowed in thought, almost feeling as if the expression was reading him. The file had some interesting 
information, such as her strengths and weaknesses. Strengths...her honor, her kindness, physical strength... 

And weaknesses...rigid, being too good of a person, willing to do wrong to do right... 

...wait a minute. 

Bisharp cocked a brow, reading that last one carefully. Medicham had been very adamant about doing the right thing 
and never doing wrong EVER...what could that mean? Granted, most of the things she refused to do would have 
helped them win...perhaps in her mind, winning wasn't a right thing. Bisharp snorted. 

Willing to do wrong to do right...if winning was right, then she should've been more helpful. 

"Foolish," murmured Bisharp. "Madness and stupidity." 

He rolled his eyes and handed the files back to Toxicroak. "Hide those somewhere- we'll sneak them back later. It's 
time to get Cacturne- he should be more worn out by now." 

Bisharp stalked off, while Toxicroak croaked after him. 

"W-wait...there's..." 

But Bisharp wasn't stopping. 

Toxicroak croaked quietly. He held up Bisharp's file. "Maybe I should burn this one too..." 

Toxicroak scratched his head. A peek wouldn't HURT... 

"No! I won't do it!" said Toxicroak, shaking his head. "I...I don't think he'd want me to." 

He hid Bisharp's file under his arm and walked away into the mist. But after a moment, he ran back, groaning under 
his breath. 

"He might totally go nuts if he THINKS I read it...crap...what do I do?" 

Toxicroak tapped his chin, before he hurled the file into the water. He breathed a sigh of relief. "Phew...thank Arceus 
for that." 

000 

"Ugh...this place is even creepier than the desert," groaned Weavile as she glanced at a broken down roller coaster. 
The two of them had found the abandoned amusement park, which Banette had insisted they should check. Needless 
to say, it had the appearance of some kind of haunted carnival...abandoned stalls which contained broken toys, 
creepy funhouses, and destroyed rides. 

"Eh...it has its charm...this is probably Cacturne's idea of fun," said Banette, chuckling. He jerked a finger towards the 
funhouse. "Let's check it out." 

He led Weavile over into the funhouse, which turned out to be even crazier on the inside. There were eyes on the 



walls that seemed to follow them as they walked over the brightly colored carpets. Weavile shivered, but Banette just 
remembered that it was all an illusion- Cacturne would never put something really dangerous on this island. 


Weavile looked in a cracked mirror, which made her much thicker. "Sheesh.Jf I didn't know where we were, I'd think 
I'd put on a few pounds." 

She looked in another mirror that made her head look enormous. "Hehe...gotta admit, this reminds me of those old 
houses of mirrors...maybe a bit creepier, but still pretty cool. Right, Banette?" 

Banette glanced to the side, eyeing his skinny reflection. He shuddered as he noticed how red his eyes were. 
Probably the stress of worrying about Mismagius. He shrugged and looked around a bit more. "I don't think there's 
much else in here...and Cacturne's definitely not in here...where's the exit?" 

He reached out in the dark. 

"THAT'S not the exit," said Weavile dryly. 

Banette snorted in both amusement and embarrassment. "Sorry. Hang on...let me find the wall." 

After about thirty seconds of scrambling around, Banette had located the wall and found the exit. He was about to 
leave, but then Weavile shot a hand over his mouth. Banette gave her a weird look, removing her hand and pointing 
to his zipper lip. 

"Hello?" he hissed. 


"Shi" 

Banette peered outside, looking through the foggy fairgrounds, before his eyes focused in on Cacturne, who was 
examining the destroyed ferris wheel. The ride creaked ominously in the wind, but Cacturne didn't move. He was just 
staring at it. 

"There he is," breathed Weavile. "What's the plan?" 

Banette stared, noticing only two flags missing- one from each arm. "He's got four immunity flags left, and I'm betting 
he still has all of his special ones. Those are just bait- Cacturne would never let us get one. Immunity's the real goal." 

"And he played it so we won't both get it," said Weavile flatly. 

"Eh?" 

"Look, Banette- he split the teams, but do you think Cacturne's gonna let us get those flags on our own? No- the 
whole goal is teamwork- no matter how savvy Cacturne is, he couldn't beat ten people- he used the rewards to make 
Pokemon go on their own and be easier prey." 

Banette gaped at her. 

Weavile rolled her eyes. "I'm NOT an idiot." 

"Okay...so...I think...we should move in- you go fast, I'll sneak up on him." 

Banette blended into the shadows. Weavile stepped out of the tent before running at Cacturne, her hands glowing 
with an icy aura, preparing her attack. But Cacturne already knew. He whirled around and raised his spikes in a shield 
formation, blocking Weavile's blow and making her gasp in pain. 

Cacturne looked around before he noticed Banette leaping out of the shadows, claws raised. Cacturne grabbed the 
puppet and twirled him around, throwing him into Weavile. The two rolled over the ground, but Banette was back on 
his feet in no time. Despite the situation, he and Cacturne both had grins on their faces. 

"Not too easy for you, I hope," said Banette, chuckling. 

"We'll see." 

Banette released some blue flames in Cacturne's direction, but he let loose a wave of sand that caused the flames to 
be blown away. Cacturne dove into the sandstorm and burst out next to Banette, but the puppet managed to duck. 
Weavile rolled to her feet and struck Cacturne with an ice shard in the back. The scarecrow staggered, but did not 



fall- in fact, he reached under his fat and ate a berry. Soon, he looked more invigorated than ever. 

"Sitrus Berries?" asked Weavile incredulously. 

"You don't think I went back to back against all of you without backup," said Cacturne softly, running forward with a 
large spiky arm. Weavile flipped out of the way and avoided the blow easily, but she stepped into the sandstorm, 
causing her to be a bit blinded by the area around her. 

Banette charged back in, diving straight for Cacturne. Cacturne raised his arms, but Banette latched onto them. 
"Weavile- now!" barked Banette. 

Weavile dashed in and quickly took a flag off of Cacturne's arm, but before she could grab the second, Cacturne spun 
on his leg, whacking her with Banette again. Cacturne dashed forward, punching Banette in the stomach hard before 
peeling his flag off. 

Weavile got to her feet angrily, but suddenly, there was a loud noise. 

SNAP! SLURP! 

Weavile heard a rip at her side and looked down- her flag was gone! She gaped at the empty spot as the two alarms 
sounded before she turned to face her adversary. 

Toxicroak peeled the flag off of his tongue, grinning sheepishly. 

"...well at least I got immunity," admitted Weavile. "Sorry Banette. So, Cacturne, we're both out now, and I got an 
immunity flag." 

Cacturne was about to respond, but suddenly flinched and raised his arm to block a heavy attack. Cacturne turned 
and faced Bisharp, whose cold gaze was unreadable. Bisharp drew back and twisted his leg in a vicious kick that 
Cacturne had to leap away from. Bisharp let out a snarl as he flashed back forwards, swinging his heavy blades at 
Cacturne again and again. 

Banette and Weavile gaped at each other before watching the fight. Toxicroak let out a shocked ribbit. 

000 

"He REALLY wanted that flag," croaked Toxicroak. 

000 

"Bisharp REALLY needs to calm down...maybe a hobby or something would help," said Weavile, folding her 


000 

Cacturne's eyes darkened as he struck back, his long spiky arms throwing out a few jabs towards the knight. But 
Bisharp wasn't letting him land any blows, as the scarecrow was too slow to keep up with him. Cacturne decided to 
instead drop into the defensive, backing away from Bisharp but keeping his fists up. 

"You picked a good time to strike," noted the cactus. 

"You're a bit worn out...I'll be having those flags," said Bisharp coolly. 

Toxicroak tried to sneak forward to grab a flag, but Cacturne elbowed him in the gut. Gasping for breath, the frog 
stumbled away, trying to catch his breath. Cacturne's eyes never left Bisharp. Bisharp paused before lunging again, 
although Cacturne easily knocked the hit aside. Bisharp spun on his heel and flashed his arm forward, aiming for one 
of the flags on Cacturne's arms. Cacturne's eyes widened as he adjusted his stance, but Bisharp barely missed his 
attack. 

Cacturne took the extended arm for a target and gave his arm a few jabs, but Bisharp switched his attacks quickly 
and slammed his head forward, hitting Cacturne in the chest. Cacturne grunted in pain. Bisharp grinned as he snaked 
a hand between them, his hand growing close to the gold flag. 

Weavile held her breath- would Bisharp, who was already known for crushing the opposition without mercy, get his 



hands on the most game changing flag? 

Not yet. Cacturne shoved him aside, while Bisharp tripped over a snack booth and fell to the ground. Coughing, he 
dusted himself off and raised his hand again, pointing at Cacturne. 

"I touched it," he stated. "Next time, I'll grab it." 

"Touched WHAT?" 

Everyone turned in surprise as Noivern, Gliscor, and all of the other players who were out showed up, watching the 
battle between Bisharp and Cacturne. A weak Kabutops was still being supported by Gengar, while Krookodile was 
munching on a large bag of snacks. 

"...why are you all here?" asked Banette, staring. 

"We got bored waiting by the dock, so Mew cut us some slack," said Gliscor. "Besides...I think he said...he and 
Mewtwo had plans." 

"Dumbass A and Dumbass B have plans?" asked Banette, confused. "Like what?" 

000 

"And you should've SEEN Moltres's face when we won that case!" cackled Mew, relaxing in the hot tub. 

Celebi giggled. "Aw...poor guy's always been a bit touchy. Articuno and Zapdos were always the more favored 
siblings." 

"Well yeah...and it's kind of obvious why," grunted Mewtwo, adjusting his shades as he sunk deeper into the steaming 
bubbles. "Anyways, how long before the pizza arrives?" 

"Uh...l think...ten minutes," said Mew, shrugging. 

"Aren't the campers going to wonder where you are?" asked Celebi. 

Mew and Mewtwo both exchanged a look before they burst out laughing. 

"I mean...maybe but the thing is...who cares?" asked Mew. 

"Ditto." 

Celebi rolled her eyes. 

000 

Cacturne was a bit distracted by the audience that had shown up to watch the final campers have a go at Cacturne. 
Bisharp narrowed his eyes as he darted forward, aiming his blades for Cacturne's chest. Cacturne turned and put up 
his arms just in time to shield himself, his bristling defense knocking Bisharp off balance. Cacturne took his chance. 
He step forward and swung a powerful fist that was glowing brown, striking Bisharp directly in the stomach. 

Bisharp froze, groaning as he dropped to the ground, gasping for air. Cacturne, on the other hand, felt 
rejuvenated...the Drain Punch had really done the trick. 

"Drain Punch...you clever...rotten," growled Bisharp, struggling to stand. Cacturne leaned forward to reach for his flag, 
but Bisharp lashed out an arm- Cacturne suppressed a sympathetic comment- Bisharp seemed to still be trying to 
fight. 

"Stay back!" snarled Bisharp. "I WANT that flag." 

"Bisharp..,dude...l think you're gonna lose," said Toxicroak meekly. 

Cacturne pulled off Bisharp's flag without much resistance, though Bisharp fought it with all his might. Cacturne 
tossed the flag aside, while Bisharp gave him a mutinous glare. 

"Try and take the defeat with grace," urged Cacturne. "You fought well." 



Everyone watched in silence as Bisharp's cold eyes met Cacturne's golden ones. They all wondered what was going 
to happen next. 

"...try taking your own advice!" 

Cacturne froze as a large shadow appeared behind him, with Trevenant bursting out of it, a predatory grin on his 
face. The Phantom Force slipped past Cacturne's Spiky Shield, knocking Cacturne backwards on the ground. 
Mismagius swooped in from above, looking a bit awkward as she watched Trevenant advance on Cacturne. 

"Trevenant!" growled Banette, getting to his feet, but Weavile stopped him. 

"Cacturne can handle himself, Banette," she warned. "We're out...we can't get involved." 

Toxicroak quietly dragged Bisharp to the side before scampering away from the angry tree and cactus. Cacturne 
narrowed his eyes- he had been expecting Trevenant to hold a grudge and take him down...but he had to worry about 
Mismagius as well...Toxicroak too. Dealing with Trevenant was NOT going to be an easy task. All of the eliminated 
players were gathered on a set of bleachers to watch, with Banette and Weavile joining them. Bisharp crawled over to 
the bleachers, still gripping his stomach in pain. 

Cacturne stared down Trevenant, whose eyes seemed to be flickering about the area. Cacturne glanced behind him 
to where Mismagius was floating above him. Her face was unreadable. Cacturne frowned- was she in cahoots with 
the wooden monster? That would definitely make things more complicated. Trevenant jerked his arm back and 
scrambled forward, swinging powerful fists at Cacturne. Cacturne sidestepped and dodged around, but Trevenant 
was hot on his heels, lashing out with branches and roots to try and trip up the scarecrow. Trevenant growled angrily 
before charging Cacturne, knocking the scarecrow on the ground. Trevenant grinned as he held up a Sitrus Berry that 
Cacturne had dropped. He used the berry to heal himself, but everyone was shocked to see another new Sitrus Berry 
grow out of his hand! 

"What the hell?" asked Gliscor. "Trevenant used that berry...how did he get another one?" 

"Harvest is an ability that Trevenant can possess," explained Alakazam. "He can reuse berries and continuously reap 
the benefits." 

Cacturne struggled to his feet, but Trevenant snarled and kicked him again, sending Cacturne sprawling. The 
scarecrow grunted and managed to stumble away from Trevenant. 

"You're not so tough at all," snarled Trevenant. "And now that you've wasted all of your energy...you're easy pickings. 
Mismagius! Come on and be useful for me." 

Mismagius scowled before flinging a few half hearted shadow balls at the two of them- enough to miss Cacturne, but 
not enough to hit Trevenant. Trevenant grunted and swung a fist, but this time Cacturne caught it, before 
backhanding Trevenant across the face. Trevenant growled, but Cacturne socked him again and again, forcing the 
tree to scramble away from him. But Trevenant just laughed, eating another Siturs berry before he held another in his 
clutches once more. Cacturne huffed- Bisharp right into Trevenant? Particularly a Trevenant who was constantly 
getting his energy restored? Not good. 

Trevenant laughed cruelly as he shuffled forward again. Cacturne groaned. He had to get his flag- OR ELSE. 
Trevenant snarled and shot out some roots, attempting to steal some energy from Cacturne, but the scarecrow 
leaned to the side to avoid it. The roots flew past and struck Mismagius, knocking her out of the sky. Trevenant 
gained more energy, clutching a fist and grinning. Toxicroak, on the other hand, ran over to catch the ghost. 

"Whoa! You okay?" 

"Ugh...," groaned Mismagius. She was hurt, but not by the blows. "Yeah. I'm fine. Thanks Toxicroak." 

Trevenant glanced at the two with disdain, but that was all Cacturne needed. He charged forward and pinned 
Trevenant against a tree (ironically enough). Trevenant's eye widened with panic, before he looked at Mismagius. 

"GRAB THE FLAG." 

Mismagius nodded and flew out of Toxicroak's arms. Cacturne swung an arm back at her, allowing Trevenant to 
break free and escape, but Mismagius ducked under it, snatching a flag off of his body as she went. Cacturne smiled, 
while Trevenant grinned. Banette flashed her a thumb's up, which made her smile slightly, before she heard a sharp 
voice. 



"Very good, Missy. Now bring it to me." 

Everyone turned as Trevenant held out his hand, beckoning Mismagius closer. Mismagius froze, staring at the flag in 
her hands as if struggling with the decision. Trevenant, as bad as he was, was still there- severing this bond with him 
would save her a lot of grief right now...but what about the future? 

"She can't give you that!" protested Gengar. 

"No rule against it," shot back Trevenant, glancing at Cacturne as if daring him to disagree. Cacturne, on the other 
hand, folded his arms as he waited for Mismagius to make a move. Mismagius frowned, glancing around, before she 
sighed quietly. 

"Bring it over," growled Trevenant, losing his patience. 

She turned around to Toxicroak, floated over, and handed him the flag. 

"Here." 

"What?" blustered Toxicroak. 

"What?" hissed Trevenant. 

"What?" whispered Banette. 

"I SAID BRING ME THE FLAG!" snapped Trevenant. 

"But...why?" asked Toxicroak, staring at the flag in astonishment. 

"You caught me earlier when I fell at the hands of my own teammate," said Mismagius bluntly. "I don't think either of 
us deserve this flag, and the only one left in the game is you. Take it." 

Toxicroak just gaped at his flag. Bisharp, on the other hand, had his eyes flickering between Trevenant and 
Mismagius, curious to see what would happen as a result of this upset. But most campers were happy to see 
Trevenant finally not getting his way. But Trevenant himself didn't seem pleased. In fact, he looked fit to explode. He 
clenched a fist and dashed forward, charging for Toxicroak. 

"TOXICROAK!" 

Toxicroak turned to him to say something, but Trevenant didn't let him finish the sentence. He slammed a fist into 
Toxicroak's jaw and ripped off the frog's flag in one move. But Toxicroak still held the immunity flag, which was 
something not even Trevenant's brutality could change. Trevenant's eye was smoldering as he raised a fist and 
turned to Mismagius. 

"AND AS FOR YOU-!" 

RIP! 

Everyone gaped in shock again as Mismagius, without hesitation, tore her own flag off her body. Trevenant watched it 
flutter to the ground, before his eye focused on her in shock. Mismagius met his gaze, almost daring him to speak. 

But before Trevenant could make a move, his flag was promptly ripped off by Cacturne. Trevenant flinched, turning to 
see Cacturne walking away with the flags in hand. 

"Well, that's everyone," said Cacturne. "So the challenge is over. Pity that you all didn't figure out the way the game 
was played. And to think I tried to give you a hint." 

"What?" asked Noivern, stunned. "There...there was a hint? What do you mean the way this was played?" 

Cacturne folded his arms. "Look, everyone relax. Let me explain." 

He stood before all of the contestants, rubbing his head to try to figure out how to word it. "The merge is fast coming, 
and you'll face threats like only a few of you have faced before. And all of you have tricks and skills up your sleeves- 
but in a place like this, a challenge like this, that doesn't matter. You're in new territory- skills will only get you so far. 
And just as in the case with these flags, most of you failed exponentially at grasping the true challenge." 

"True challenge?" queried Gothitelle. "What else was zere to do?" 



"You're still on teams- but what did I do? Well...in a phrase, I broke your teamwork." 

"Broke our...teamwork?" asked Crobat. 

"I set you all against each other with words- it's not really a team challenge, only one person can get each flag, and 
much more. It was a no good, foul way to turn teammates against each other. And in addition, I put in individual goals 
of the three special flags to break those bonds of teamwork even more." 

Cacturne touched the three special flags that were still on his chest, with no contestant succeeding in taking them. "I 
knew you weren't going to take them. Only two Pokemon came close. But most of you took the bait and jumped for 
something far out of your reach. While some others...did exactly what I wanted- used common sense and teamwork 
to overcome the odds. Rather than focusing on who was immune or who got the power flags, they tried their best to 
work as a team and succeed in the challenge." 

Cacturne pointed to Noivern and Gliscor. "Noivern received a flag due to her and Gliscor working together." 

His eyes shifted to Weavile and Banette. "As did Weavile." 

He then glanced at Mismagius. "And no matter how dysfunctional the teamwork was, it still yielded results." 

"I hate to throw a wrench in your plan," drawled Bronzong. "But I succeeded in getting immunity on my own." 

"Did you?" asked Cacturne, eyes glowing. "Or did Kabutops and Krookodile pave the way for you? You took 
advantage of a situation, same as you always did- in a way, they were your unwilling teammates. Same as usual- 
although this time, I suppose you made two enemies instead of allies." 

Kabutops threw Bronzong a tired, irritable look, while Krookodile leered at him. Bronzong shrugged. 

"I set you against each other- but perhaps if more of you looked past the special flags for yourselves and for working 
with your team...you might have managed to get one," said Cacturne, ripping the gold flag off of his chest and slicing 
it into pieces with his spikes. 

"So you manipulated us with the promise of power," said Alakazam. "I fail to see how this single challenge will prove 
anything." 

"Who knows if it will or won't? Needless to say, you'll see how some threats aren't some threats...and that no matter 
how powerful one player is, there will be things they cannot do on their own," said Cacturne. 

Everybody jumped at the sound of clapping- Mew and Mewtwo had appeared overhead, with Mew chewing on a slice 
of pizza while Mewtwo dried himself off with a towel. Mew clapped harder and floated down, looking everyone over. 

"Well, apparently you all got out...and it's almost morning!" shouted Mew. "Congratulations for surviving the night! But, 
as you all know, the teams aren't disbanded yet, and only one team wins. Since Bronzong, Noivern, and Weavile all 
got the flags, they win in comparison to Toxicroak for the Victorious Vileplumes. As a result? Graceful Gardevoirs win 
and everyone is immune, while Victorious Vileplumes lose and have to face an elimination ceremony. But Toxicroak, 
you won't have to worry! You're immune!" 

Toxicroak sighed with relief, while Trevenant fumed quietly. Mew grinned at the angry tree, before pointing in the 
direction of the shore. 

"Anyway, it's about time for us to get back to the actual Island. Cacturne, you're done here- are you going to go clean 
up the Nightmare Isle?" 

"Yep," confirmed Cacturne. "I'll be fixing some stuff up, and packing up some things- no one will be coming here 
anymore." 

"Really?" asked Kabutops. 

"Yeah, the Nightmare Isle is done post merge," said Mew. "At least for now. I could bring it back if it tickles my fancy. 
Anyways, say bye to Cacturne, because we've got a boat to catch." 

"And I've got a boat to drive," grumbled Mewtwo, chucking his sunglasses into his bundled up towel. Mew and 
Mewtwo floated away, while Cacturne walked away threw some brambles, throwing them a parting wave. Alakazam 



started, before running to Cacturne. 

"A moment Cacturne!" 

Everyone stopped and waited while Cacturne spoke quietly with Alakazam. After a few moments, the Psychic came 
back, looking a bit more relaxed. 

"What was zat all about?" asked Gothitelle, curious. 

"It was something about the Nightmare Isle- if it came back, if I could expect that static effect that Gardevoir 
performed about my mind," lied Alakazam smoothly. 

Gothitelle looked a bit concerned. "If zat ever happens, I'll be zere. I promise." 

Alakazam smiled. "Good." 

"C'mon.J'm exhausted," grumbled Kabutops. "AND we have a ceremony. Man...it's too early for this shit." 

The contestants began to slowly troop after Mew and Mewtwo, but only two remained in the clearing after Cacturne 
left. Trevenant was standing perfectly still, staring at nothing, while Mismagius floated behind him cautiously, a little 
bit away from him. 

"It's over, Trevenant," she said firmly. "I'm not going to stand by and let you just use and abuse me. I'm not afraid of 
you anymore." 

The tree was silent. 

"Find yourself a new damn pawn," spat Mismagius, floating past him to follow the others. Trevenant's eye glinted as 
he shoved a hand out, grabbing her by the arm. 

Mismagius glanced back, startled. "Hey, what're you-?" 

Trevenant merely snarled in response as he flung his arm and threw Mismagius into the hard earth. Mismagius let out 
a cry of pain as Trevenant advanced slowly, his eye a single, furious ruby pinning her down. 

"Do you think," he said softly. "That I'm just gonna let YOU get away from? Not the case. You're not strong enough to 
fight me." 

Mismagius struggled to get up, but Trevenant had her cornered. He gave her a vicious kick. 

"You're MINE." 

He swung a shadowy fist at her body, causing Mismagius to cry out in pain again. 

Walking away, Banette and Weavile, who were at the back of the line, stopped. "Wait, what was that?" 

Weavile looked back, before her eyes widened in shock. "It's Trevenant! Mismagius is in trouble! Banette-!" 

But Banette had already ran back. By now, everyone was stopping as they heard the ruckus taking place behind 
them. Meanwhile, Trevenant grabbed Mismagius once more, holding her tightly by the scruff of her neck, a twisted 
grimace on his face. 

"Let's remind you what the hell happens when you-ACK!" 

A shadow shifted on the ground before Banette leaped out of it, slamming a fist in Trevenant's stomach. He growled 
as he stumbled backwards, dropping Mismagius on the ground. Banette glared at him, but Trevenant just sneered as 
he hurled a bunch of seeds at the two. Banette managed to avoid it, but the Leech Seeds landed on Mismagius. 
Mismagius let out a gasp at the pain, while Trevenant grinned as he felt stronger and stronger. His eye rolled and 
fixed on Banette. 


"YOU." 


"Me," snarled Banette. "You've crossed the line, Trevenant." 

"I'll cross whatever the fuck I want!" spat Trevenant. "You don’t have the guts to take me." 



Banette hissed before he ran forward again, his claws glowing with ghostly power. Trevenant, on the other hand, 
swung his own hand to connect with Banette's, causing the two to slide away from each other due to the impact. The 
two began to dash around, swinging attacks at each other in a vicious fashion. All of the campers came back, 
watching the fight in astonishment. 

"That fool," muttered Bisharp, watching the fight with a hint of apathy. "I told him not to do anything rash." 

"Dude...this is SO not good," groaned Gengar. "Where's Mew and Mewtwo?" 

"No time for that! We gotta help Banette!" protested Crobat. 

"I'm going to help him!" said Gliscor, trying to fly forward. 

"Stop," rasped Kabutops. "You can't get involved, Gliscor. Let them handle it. This is between those three, not you." 
"He's beating up Mismagius!" said Weavile in protest. "His girlfriend! And you don't want to do anything about it?" 
"Believe in Banette." 

"Banette doesn't want to fight him!" snapped Weavile, throwing her hands up. Banette heard the comment and visibly 
winced. Trevenant chuckled darkly. 

"See that? They don't believe you. I don't believe in you. And deep down, Mismagius doesn't believe in you, pal. Why 
do you think she didn't ask for help? Because she knows you're weak- you can't do SHIT to stop me!" 

"But I can try," snarled Banette dashing forward and striking Trevenant in the stomach again. Trevenant growled, but 
ate another Sitrus Berry before he was back to full strength. In addition, the seeds on Mismagius were still powering 
him up, which made it harder. Trevenant shifted before elbowing Banette in the face, causing the puppet to roll back. 

"The best part? You don't even WANT to fight," said Trevenant, laughing viciously. "Where’s the punk that murdered 
his owner? Where's the great powerful Banette who was so strong he burnt a building to the ground on his own? 
You're not even real, are you? What a joke. I bet even I could pull up a grudge more powerful than your sorry ass!" 

Banette froze as if something went off in his head. He glared at Trevenant, and his eyes shifted. It was just like 
before- his eyes grew cold and red, and his expression was as if someone had finally pushed Banette too far. 

"I'm a joke, am I?" There was an edge in Banette's tone as he clenched his fists. "Not strong enough to hold a 
grudge, eh?" 

His eyes glowed as his body began to shake, an aura surrounding him. "I'll show you a real nightmare." 

Bronzong started, and Weavile turned to look at what was going on. Alakazam and Gengar exchanged a glance of 
worry- they knew what was about to happen, and there was no telling if the same Banette would be there when the 
evolution ended. Even Trevenant, who had been grinning a moment before, felt the smile slide off his face. 

Banette's body began to shift in the flashing light. The tail on his head grew longer and went upright instead of 
flopping behind him. His tail shrank into his body, while his arms seemed to grow longer. But the most disturbing 
change happened all over his body. His body seemed to rip itself apart, before zippers covered the tears. His arms 
and torso zippers opened, where pink claws and pink legs emerged from these tears. His eyes focused in on 
Trevenant, and he now faced the tree with a smile- a smile that looked...wrong. A smile that didn't match Banette's 
usual grin at all. 

"Heheheh...ahahahaha," laughed Mega Banette, looking at his arms, before fixing his gaze on Trevenant. Trevenant 
dropped into a fighting stance, before smirking. 

"Oh, you're finally gonna fight me at full strength?" asked Trevenant, snorting. "Fine, then bring it on-" 

Mega Banette immediately rushed forward, striking Trevenant across the face. Trevenant grunted in pain, but the 
puppet was faster. Before Trevenant could move, Mega Banette grabbed him and held him still. He held up his other 
arm, which was now covered in blue flames, before slapping Trevenant hard, burning the tree. Trevenant yelled in 
pain as he went back, stumbling around. Mega Banette just watched in amusement. 

"What's the matter? This is what you wanted, right? To kick my ass when I go full force?" 



Trevenant tried to bark a response, but Mega Banette looped around and hit him. Everyone watched in silent horror 
as Mega Banette started carving up Trevenant with his claws again and again. Trevenant pushed him away, gasping 
for air, before holding up his Sitrus Berry. If he could just... 

But Mega Banette wasn't having it. With a cackle, he slapped the item out of Trevenant's hand before clawing him 
again. 

"No berries! I don't want you cheating? YOU STAY RIGHT...THERE...AND TAKE...THE PAIN!" 

Weavile watched in shock as Mega Banette beat down Trevenant again and again and again. 

This wasn't just bad. This was horrifying! Was this...really him? 

"What's going on?" rang a loud voice. 

Mew and Mewtwo had finally turned around to see what was taking so long, but they both got there answer when 
they found Trevenant trying in vain to block Mega Banette's attacks. Mewtwo in particular looked disturbed to see his 
longtime enemy shift into something much more sinister than he had ever been before. 

"He's Mega evolved," muttered Mewtwo. "And I don't think this Banette is gonna be as relaxed as the other one." 
"Should we interfere?" asked Mew. 

"Not yet," muttered Mewtwo. 

Trevenant fell to his knees, groaning in pain as he tried to crawl away from Mega Banette. Mega Banette seemed to 
enjoy watching him struggle, using a finger to blast occasional Will O' Wisps at the tree, causing him to cry out in 
pain. 

"Running away now, are we?" crooned Mega Banette. "No...that's not brave! That's not strong! You're better than 
that, right Trevenant? You're not gonna run out on me, RIGHT?" 

Trevenant was huffing with effort, before he held out a wooden arm. Suddenly, shadows formed around him- the tree 
was using his Phantom Force move! The shadows closed around Trevenant as he vanished. Everyone held their 
breath- had he escaped? 

Mega Banette's eyes darkened. "WRONG CHOICE!" 

He immediately reached into the shadowy mass and pulled hard, and Trevenant slowly came back into view. The tree 
had a look of horror on his face as Mega Banette tugged him out by the arms, before shoving him back into the dirt. 

"P-please...stop it," growled Trevenant, in both pain and disgust at his weakness. "I get it now...just...stop it." 

"Stop?" asked Mega Banette. "STOP? DOES THIS LOOK LIKE THE FACE OF MERCY? YOU WANTED A 
GRUDGE? BACKING OUT NOW?" 

His hands began to glow with fire again as he kept pulling on Trevenant's arms. Trevenant, to his credit, didn't cry out, 
but he was staring as his arms were getting pulled harder and harder. 

"Wh-what are you doing?" 

"You know...you talked a lot of shit about that burning building," said Mega Banette, his eyes glittering with malevolent 
joy. "But let's see what happens first- will your arms burn to a crisp before I rip them off? Which one do you think'll 
happen first?" 

Mismagius weakly looked at Mega Banette slowly tearing Trevenant apart. His eye met hers, and he gave her a 
pleading look. 

"Someone...anyone...GET HIM OFF ME!" roared Trevenant. 

Gliscor turned Noivern away. Gengar just twitched at the sound of the cracking wood. Mismagius tried to move, but 
the seeds kept her down. Even Bronzong seemed a bit flabbergasted, unable to figure out what he should do. 

Weavile was finally the one who moved forward, staring down Mega Banette as he continued to torture the tree. 


"STOP it: 



Mega Banette froze, looking at her with a crazed grin. 


"Stop?" The ghost's purr was smooth and crooked, all at once. "Why should I? I'm just giving him what he asked 
for...all of those times he knocked me down and pushed me and pushed me...oh, what a fool he was. He thought his 
grudge could match mine? So very wrong." 

His eyes flickered as he continued to tug. "And that mistake is going to cost him an arm and a leg...maybe even 
literally." 

Weavile growled and ran forward, sharpening her claws on the ground as she sliced Mega Banette across the face. 
"SHUT UP!" 

Trevenant fell limply to the ground as Mega Banette fell backwards, clutching his face. Weavile held her ground as 
she glanced at Trevenant. He moaned and twitched a bit feebly on the ground. His eye rolled around, but she couldn't 
imagine what kind of pain was rushing through him right now. Mega Banette, on the other hand, slowly got to his feet, 
slumping forward before grinning at Weavile. 

"That hurt...pushing me aside...," said Mega Banette. "You know, that's what causes all of this anyway. Pushing us 
aside...throwing us away...that's what causes all the pain and suffering." 

Mega Banette crawled closer, his long claws dragging in the grass. "Maybe it's time I return the favor." 

Mega Banette charged forward, grinning, before something pushed him back, causing him to stumble over a rock. 
Mewtwo stepped forward, gripping his fists. 

"That's enough," he said shortly, eyes focused on Mega Banette. "It's not your place to choose how others suffer. So 
stop it now." 

Mega Banette grinned. "Will you stop me?" 

Mewtwo clenched a fist. "I will." 

"Try me," invited the puppet, walking closer. 

The moment he took his first step, there was a flash of light. Everyone shielded their eyes again as Mewtwo radiated 
with harsh energy. His shoulders seemed to grow broader as extra purple skin covered them. His eyes shifted to a 
brilliant shade of blue, and his tail curled behind him. The arms and legs of his body widened and grew more 
muscular. The shift was sudden, but very quick, and in Mewtwo’s place, Mega Mewtwo X stood. 

"I won't say it again," said Mega Mewtwo X, his voice deeper and less patient. 

Mega Banette shrugged, as if weighing his options, before he dropped into a shadow and rushed at the fallen 
Trevenant. Mega Mewtwo X shifted and immediately appeared in front of the puppet, smashing him in the face with a 
hand glowing with dark energy. Mega Banette fell backwards, snarling in pain and fury before charging at Mega 
Mewtwo X, his claws glowing with shadowy energy. The Legendary charged up his fists and began to punch back, 
and before the campers knew, there were flashing lights as the two Megas clashed with a fury. The two of them 
continued to spin around, with Mega Mewtwo X clearly having the upper hand. 

Mega Banette dropped to his hands and knees, gasping in pain. Mega Mewtwo X, on the other hand, stood with his 
arms folded, glaring down at the beaten puppet. 

"Are you through?" 

Mega Banette chuckled. "I'll never be through. A different time, a different place...you won't be able to stop me. And 
you know that. That's how I am. That's what THEY made me." 

Mega Banette gave Mega Mewtwo X a sly grin. "And that's what they made you, too. You know what I mean." 

Mega Mewtwo X froze, before giving the puppet a sick look. "That's not something we're going to talk about." 

"I know that. Because you don't want to talk about it- you know that we're always going to be the outcasts, the 
sickening tales of disturbing natures that Pokemon tell their children...and you know that no matter how ghastly, 
destroyed, and murderous we are...it isn't our fault." 



Mew, who was listening very closely, gave Mega Mewtwo X a worried look. They were probably the only three 
Pokemon in the clearing who knew exactly what the psychotic puppet was talking about, and he knew that deep 
down, talking about those...things would hurt Mewtwo more than anyone knew. 

The rest of the campers, on the other hand, had no clue what was going on. 

"It's useless to dwell on past mistakes...but your kind never forgets them," said Mega Mewtwo X. "Move on. Forget 
the grudge, and be at peace." 

"I wish I could," said Mega Banette, sighing quietly. "Oh how I wish I could..." 

The puppet sighed, before leaping up at Mega Mewtwo X, but instead of attacking, he surrounded himself with a dark 
energy. Mega Mewtwo X, who had pulled back a fist, froze. Mega Banette grinned at him, daring him to move. 

"Destiny Bond," said Mega Banette, grinning. "Don't want to touch me, now do you?" 

Mega Mewtwo X's eyes burned in anger. "What are you planning?" 

"Well, as long as I don't use another move, your hands are tied," purred Mega Banette. "I go down, I'll drag you down 
in flames with me. So the question remains." 

Mega Banette slowly shambled towards the fallen Trevenant. "Are you going to stop me? Or will I finish the job?" 

Mega Mewtwo X watched him carefully, not blinking for an instant- Mega Banette would need to activate another 
move to finish the job. He had to time this perfectly. Mega Banette leaned back and laughed, his claws poised and 
ready for one final attack. Mega Mewtwo X stood perfectly still. Mega Banette just kept laughing and laughing, before 
he shifted slightly. 

His claw twitched. 

BAM! 

Mega Mewtwo X sliced across the puppet's face with a powerful psychic strike that immediately knocked Mega 
Banette out cold. The puppet staggered backwards, still with a ghastly grin on his face, as he fell to the ground in a 
battered heap. Mega Banette let out a low groan before he flashed in a bright light again, leaving a normal Banette 
lying on the ground. Mega Mewtwo X sighed and disappeared as well, leaving Mewtwo in his place. The co-host was 
shaking in anger, staring at the body of the beaten ghost, his fists clenched. He turned on his heel and started 
walking away. Mew gulped and followed. 

"Mewtwo, listen-" 

"Don't patronize me," snarled Mewtwo. "This is what happens when we left them to their own devices." 

"Mewtwo, you did the right thing-" 

"HUMANS!" spat Mewtwo. "We spared them all those years ago, when I let you convince me of my errors, and THIS 
is what happens!" 

Mew folded his arms. "You know it was the right thing to do, and no matter what they've done, they're gone now. You 
made the right decision to spare them back then." 

Mewtwo sighed, giving Mew a tired look. 

"I know. I know we did the right thing. But what they've done to him...and what they've done to me," said Mewtwo 
quietly. He nodded to Banette, who was just starting to stir. "I can't help but question it sometimes." 

Banette let out a low groan as he coughed his way into a standing position. Weavile immediately caught him and held 
him up, but she noticed that the puppet felt incredibly light. She glanced behind her and saw Bronzong's eyes 
glowing, helping to keep the puppet up. Banette coughed again, and Weavile turned to him. 

"Weavile...," he rasped. "I'm...so sorry you had to see that." 

"It's okay," said Weavile firmly. "You didn't do any lasting damage, and even Trevenant's okay." 

"But...what I could've done-" 



"You weren't yourself," said Bronzong, his tone a bit sharper than natural. "We all have our inner demons Banette." 

Alakazam cleared this throat. "Bear in mind, as disturbing as your shift in personality was, we don't blame you. I have 
a Mega Evolution as well, and I know what it's like." 

Banette looked around, eyes wide. Though a few contestants stayed quiet (such as Bisharp), most of them were 
nodding. 

"You didn't hurt anyone," said Mewtwo, his voice gruff, as he returned to Banette. Banette sighed in relief and closed 
his eyes. 

Nearby, on the ground, Trevenant twitched. His red eye focused on Banette, who had finally lost all of that absurd 
strength and was back to his normal, pathetic, weak self. Trevenant pushed himself off of the ground quietly, fighting 
hard not to gasp with pain. He lumbered forward, his claw glowing. Banette was busy being tended to by Weavile and 
Mewtwo...if he got in one good attack...Banette would be done. 

BAM! 

Trevenant snarled in pain as he was knocked off his feet and onto his back. Mismagius floated down and gave him a 
terrible look. 

"Leave him alone," she said, her eyes glowing with fury. 

Trevenant glared at her with hatred, before letting out a grunt and falling back- the tree had been knocked out. 
Mismagius sighed quietly, and told Mew that Trevenant was out cold- the host carried him back telekinetically, and 
soon everyone was on the boat, leaving the Nightmare Isle, and all of its darkness, behind. 

000 

"I never thought I'd see something like that," said Kabutops. 

000 

"Banette seems to be a far more deadly threat than I've given him credit for," said Bisharp softly. "Noted. I 
won't let him remain on this island much longer. But I have other business tonight." 

000 

"...what have I done?" muttered Mismagius worriedly. 

000 

The elimination ceremony was filled with both tension and unease...plenty of competitors had reason to send others 
home, but the shaking incident with Banette and Trevenant had left everyone a bit off kilter. Banette was currently 
rubbing his head, still a bit out of it after his freakout. Weavile was next to him, while the rest of the Graceful 
Gardevoirs sat up above, glancing between Banette and the Victorious Vileplumes. The Victorious Vileplumes, on the 
other hand, were a bit more worried due to them facing the elimination ceremony. 

Trevenant was quite frankly a mess. Still dazed, he wasn't able to form sentences properly with how much Banette 
had beaten him. He swayed slightly on his stool, his eye darting around constantly. 

However, no one was shocked when Mew said this had been the fastest elimination ceremony ever. 

"Normally, I try and make these a bit tense," said Mew, rolling his eyes. "But this one's so obvious it's boring even me. 
So let's get on with it. Trevenant, you're out- everyone on the Victorious Vileplumes voted for you, EXCEPT you. Let's 
go pal." 

Trevenant grunted, before falling over again. 

000 

Trevenant wobbled slightly before collapsing in the confessional. 


000 



"FINALLY! BARKFACE IS GONE!" cackled Gengar. 

000 

"Good riddance- better luck against Banette next time, mate,” said Alakazam silkily. 

000 

"I warned him," said Bisharp, examining his hands calmly. "Yes, I voted Trevenant. Obviously, he was of no 
further use. Too angry to listen, to rebellious to obey, and too stupid to not make a scene and play the game 
my way. If you're of no use to me, then you're simply going to be dumped off. No hard feelings Trevenant. 

You played your part well, but this was the excuse I needed to finally drop you off the island." 

000 

Trevenant was carried away by helicopter. No one said anything as the tree was taken away. Mew and Mewtwo had 
already left because there was no Nightmare Isle event this morning. The sun began to rise on the horizon and just 
as Trevenant disappeared from the island, so did the dark memories of what had happened last night. Kabutops gave 
Banette a rough pat on the shoulder and a sympathetic smile before walking away. Banette just watched the 
helicopter disappear, not a word to be said. 

Gengar nudged Mismagius. "Safe to say...you two broke up?" 

Mismagius snorted. "No doubt...but uh..." 

She looked over to Banette and tapped him on the shoulder. Banette jumped a little, before looking at Mismagius, 
who gave him a nervous smile. 

"Can we talk?" 

Banette was silent before he nodded and followed her away, into the forest. Weavile watched them go, a strange look 
on her face. They were going off to the woods...alone...what did that mean? 

"Weavile, relax," muttered Bronzong out of the side of his mouth. Weavile threw him a dirty look. 

000 

Mismagius settled herself over on a stump nearby, while Banette leaned against a tree. This was a little bit 
awkward...this was the first time they had spoken alone since...since they were together. Mismagius looked around 
warily and thought for a moment, as if trying to find the words to say. It took her another half a minute before she 
spoke. 

"Why?" 

"Why what?" asked Banette, a little too quickly. 

"...why did you save me?" 

"...I don't know if I saved you...l don't know if that was the reason I fought Trevenant," answered Banette. "And I 
wasn't really thinking right at the time-" 

"You punch him before you Mega Evolved," said Mismagius firmly. "You saved me from that...that nightmare. He was 
horrible, Banette. He was threatening my friends and me if I didn't do what he want, saying nasty things about 
everyone, and he hated you...for no reason. I don't even know why and he...twisted my words and opinions around." 

Banette had already had an inkling that this was true, so he didn't comment. He just shrugged his shoulders. "It was 
nothing...I don't want to see you get hurt, that's all." 

"Banette...," whispered Mismagius. She floated forward and flung her arms around him. Banette caught her, a bit 
stunned. Mismagius's voice was choked and hard to understand. 

"I am so sorry." 

Banette just stood there, still confused, before he closed his eyes and stood there. It felt wonderful. It was amazing to 
be in her arms again, to have Mismagius back on his side after so long. He was content to just lazily stand there for 



the entire morning. 


"Banette.J mean...if you ever want to try again...and I understand that after all this why you wouldn't...," began 
Mismagius, hesitantly. 

Banette was about to respond that it didn't matter, and that he'd love to get back together with her, before he stopped. 
The words died in his mouth. He couldn't do it. He couldn't get back with Mismagius again. Because while it had felt 
lovely to be with her once more it...didn't feel the same. He was imagining a different set of arms, a different girl... 

Someone who hadn't abandoned him. 

"Mismagius...stop." 

Mismagius pulled away, sniffing slightly as she looked at him. Banette sighed. 

"I like you. A lot. I really do but...I can't be with you. Not again. To be honest I just...don't feel the same anymore. And 
after all of the difficulties you and I had and your recent relationship problems, I think you coming back to me is the 
worst thing you could do." 

Mismagius was silent, while Banette kicked a rock on the ground, before she nodded in understanding. She looked 
devastated, but she wasn't going to argue- it was Banette's decision. But still... 

"Is there someone else?" 

Banette looked up, a little guiltily, before he nodded. Mismagius sighed before she smiled at him. 

"I wish you luck then. Friends?" 

Banette held out his arm and Mismagius took it. They shook hands. 

"Friends," said Banette warmly. "But I need to go." 

000 

Weavile was walking along the beach, a stick in her hand that she dragged through the sand. Bronzong, who had 
been with her a couple minutes ago, had already left...which was good, since Weavile didn't want to talk. 

So...that was it. After all of that time together, all of those talks and moments, Banette was choosing Mismagius. She 
had seen the look in the ghost's eyes. It was the same look Mismagius had had when she and Banette had been 
together all those years ago in Season One. And Banette had willingly gone off with her to "talk". Yeah right. 

"There you go Weavile," she muttered to herself. "You help him out, you like him, and then he runs off with someone 
else. At least this one wasn't as bad as Hypno." 

She snapped the stick she was holding in two. "Damnit! Again?" 

"What's happening again?" 

Weavile was startled, and whirled around to see Banette standing there. He gave her an awkward smile. 

"Hey." 

"Hey," replied Weavile flatly. Here it comes, she thought. Time for Banette to tell me he got back with Mismagius and 
that we just weren't meant to be. Probably a snack and a good cry afterwards, and then she could go to bed. 

"Can I ask you something?" began the puppet. 

"...what?" responded Weavile. "Why ask me anything? Banette, I know what you're going to say, and it's fine. 
Mismagius and you-" 

"Are friends again," finished Banette. 

"Friends?" ask Weavile, cocking a brow. "Don't patronize me, Banette. You changed into your Mega Evolution to 
defend her...the one you didn't want to use. You fought the fight that you didn't want to fight." 



"I didn't change for her," said Banette. 

"...what do you mean by THAT?" 

"...you didn't believe in me," said Banette softly. 

Now Weavile was REALLY confused. 

"You said I didn't want to fight Trevenant and that's true but...for that reason, you didn't think I could do it," explained 
Banette. "And it...it bothered me. It bothered me when you thought I couldn't do it. And that just made me angrier and 
more resolved to finally beat his ass into the ground...to save Mismagius and to prove to you that I could fight him." 

Weavile was silent. Banette looked at the rising sun, before looking at Weavile. 

"It's...it's okay when everyone else thinks I can't do it," he said uncertainly. "I'm okay if no one else has faith in me, but 
when it was you it...it hurt. A lot. I don't want to feel like that again. It reminds me of...it reminds me of what I used to 
be like. If Mewtwo hadn't been there..." 

"...your Mega Evolution said Mewtwo was just like you," said Weavile uncertainly. "What do you mean by that?" 

"If the rumors about Mewtwo are true...we've suffered a lot of similar things. Leave it at that. Point is I...I don't know 
what I'm trying to say." 

Banette shifted his feet. "Mismagius is great but...l know what I did and didn't do for her. Yeah, I fought Trevenant for 
her, but I also fought Trevenant to...get you back on my side." 

"I never left your side," said Weavile quietly. 

"...anyways, like I said, I'll always love a part of Mismagius but...not the way I used to," continued Banette. "I don't 
want her in that way anymore. You're the one that I want, Weavile." 

Weavile looked up, startled. "Wait...what? But you were so worried-" 

"I think it's time to stop worrying," said Banette, giving her a nervous grin. "I have Mewtwo to smack the shit out of me 
if I act up, and if I Mega Evolve again, I get kicked out of the competition. And with Trevenant gone, I think I can relax 
a bit more. So uh...what I was gonna ask is...well...I like this thing we have going on, so if you want to keep going out 
with me..." 

His voice trailed off. Weavile understood though. She looked out at the beach, smiling with joy, before looking back at 
him. 

"Yes." 

Banette's grin widened. "Well, gee, thanks for making me all worried back there." 

"You worried?" asked Weavile incredulously. "You floated off with your ex, I thought you were ditching me!" 

"Ditch you? Oh come on!" 

The two of them laughed on the beach as the sun rose high into the sky, and it seemed that finally, a new start to the 
competition was beginning. 
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Done and done! 

So, this time, it's Cacturne hosting, and I did a play on the tag challenge. Everyone expected Cacturne to do 
something with the Nightmare Isle, so I didn't try to hide it. Alternatively, Cacturne's "Capturing of Flags" is sort of a 
callback to Cacturne in the Capture the Flag Challenge, where he let his dark side out for the first time. More on that 
later. 

You have some minor scenes with everyone, but a thing I wanted to emphasize was that teamwork got the flags- not 
necessarily couples (Trevenant and Mismagius snagged a flag). But Cacturne just wanted to remind everyone that 
friendship and brains got you far. It was a fun challenge to write. 



And the final scene features a lovely look at Mega Banette. Originally, it was going to be Weavile and Mismagius 
teaming up to take him down, but I thought Mewtwo going Mega fit better- as for Banette and Mewtwo's bizarre 
connection, I can explain that if the story didn't do it good enough. I'd describe Mega Banette as the type of Pokemon 
who simply loves feeding on misery- he's foul, ruthless, and sadistic, and blames others for his behavior- rotten to the 
core. 

And Trevenant leaves. No one is shocked. 

Fun Fact: Trevenant was originally going to have known Kabutops from juvie and have a rivalry with both him and 
Banette. This idea was scrapped, as Kabutops and Krookodile made much more sense with the plot. 

Little tidbits here and there. Bronzong taunting Alakazam, Bisharp gathering info, Toxicroak being Toxicroak. Oh, and 
Banette and Weavile got together. Wowie. 

Anyways, sorry this took so long- hopefully I can get the next one out pretty quickly. 

Next Episode: A unique challenge is going down, but everyone is determined that with Trevenant's passing, the game 
can get a little nicer. But when a dark scheme takes place and a camper pushes someone too far, one couple's 
relationship may be changed forever. In addition, when someone gets framed, everyone has to ask themselves- is 
there someone trying to destroy them all, pulling the strings? 

Trevenant: Gah...guh...review? 



*Chapter 18*: Lileep's Fossil Finding Swim! 

Here it comes, everyone! Final chapter before the merge of Total Pokemon Redux! 

Due to circumstances beyond my control, I couldn't get this chapter out sooner. However, I will do a small thing to 
make up for it. 

AS LONG AS IT IS NOT A SPOILER BASED, I will let everyone ask three questions- it can be past, present 
and future. So, if anything from TPI is bugging you, fire away. If anything about the end of the series fancies 
you, ask (but it cannot be a spoiler). If you want to know anything about the current season or behind the 
scenes stuff, ask away! Leave it in a review or PM me (I can't respond to non user reviews, remember) and I 
will try to answer as best as I can. 
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"Good evening everybody," said Celebi, a little bit stiff, but a strained smile on her face. "And welcome to the last 
episode of Nightmare Isle Nightly! Tonight I have not one, not two, but THREE special guests to talk with us about the 
show. Seeing as no one went to the Nightmare Isle OFFICIALLY last episode, I figured we should talk about what's 
yet to come. So, without further ado...let me introduce Mew, Mewtwo, and Dragonite!" 

Mew stood up on his chair to blow kisses and pose for the crowd, to a thunderous applause. Mewtwo rolled his eyes 
at his egotistical best friend's antics, just offering the crowd a wave. Dragonite took a similar approach, waving his 
hand and smiling brightly at the audience. Celebi clapped along with the crowd, before looking out at everyone. 

"So, for our final episode, we're going to be doing some special things as opposed to checking out the Nightmare Isle. 
We have some questions for Mew and Mewtwo, as well as some information from Dragonite about what's going to 
happening in upcoming episodes. So, ready to divulge some of that precious intel?" 

Dragonite chuckled. "Ready anytime." 

Mew smirked. "We know how much the audience has been wanting to hear this stuff." 

"So, Mew...this is well...obviously the end of the Nightmare Isle," said Celebi, smiling. "Are there any plans to add a 
new gimmick to the post merge season? Or will you possibly find another use for the isle?" 

"Oh, I might bring it back for a challenge or so, but I think the Nightmare Isle has just about served its purpose. The 
fact of the matter is that its purpose was to just keep things interesting. I don't plan to add a new gimmick, but who 
knows what could happen? I'm a man who has plenty of ideas." 

"Clearly. Speaking of ideas, what will happen when all of the old campers have hosted challenges? Will you bring in 
excontestants from this season?" 

"Not quite," said Mewtwo, shaking his head. "We'll be stepping back in, but the theme of the challenges will be the 
same- based on older challenges, but revamped with a new gimmick. We don't have too many contestants left to 
host, so that should be fairly soon." 

"Dragonite, you'll be hosting soon. Any hints?" 

Dragonite smiled, shaking his head. "Still fine tuning the challenge details. It should be fun when we get to it, though!" 

"Mew, I have some more questions for you," said Celebi, sounding a bit awkward. "There are many questions about 
the cut footage and editing taking place this season..." 

Mew exchanged a glance with Mewtwo. 

"Such as?" 


"Well, many campers noticed that at times, footage seems choppy. In edition, last episode, Trevenant and Banette 
fought, but the fight seemed to be a bit cut out...in edition, it's been leaked that Banette used his Mega Evolution in 
the fight, which we did not witness. There are also rumors that some footage of Trevenant and Mismagius's 
relationship has been cut...among other things." 



Mewtwo folded his arms. "Like?" 


"Well, if Banette used his Mega Evolution to beat Trevenant, who knocked Mega Banette out?" 

Mewtwo threw Mew a sharp glance that warned the host to be quiet. 

"Banette did in fact Mega Evolve, and we did cut the footage in the editing," said Mewtwo calmly. "As for what 
knocked him out of it, he grew very tired after his outburst and changed back." 

"...so why was the footage cut?" asked Celebi, giving Mew a look of sympathy. Mew understood the game right now¬ 
it wasn't Celebi that was asking this question, it was the producers who were asking THROUGH her. Mew cleared his 
throat and leaned back. 

"As you know, we have recently upped the rating of Total Pokemon Redux for more mature audiences, due to the 
amount of cursing and frightening challenges that we have been displaying," said Mew. "However, despite this, we 
understand that sometimes things happen on set that we wish to omit from our viewers." 

"Is that really fair?" asked Celebi. "You did not cut out the fight between Medicham and Bisharp, which was also a bit 
problematic, and you let Banette and Trevenant's fight during Bellsprout's Quiz Show reach the air." 

"There was bit of a difference with Banette and Trevenant," admitted Mew. "Obviously,we cut footage, and we didn't 
hide it well. However, just because this show has gotten a more mature rating does not mean we wish to show 
excessive disturbing content. To put it bluntly, there are a lot of Pokemon who watch this show and look up to these 
competitors, and we do not want them to see their role models in such a way. The issue with Trevenant and Banette 
was very deep, and it was very sensitive to both of them." 

"I agree with that- there have been reports of Trevenant currently in a hospital, so this fight definitely went a bit too 
far." 

"Both of them lost control, and we want to make sure that we don't CONDONE this activity," insisted Mewtwo. "We 
don't want the viewers to think that we, as the hosts, think this attitude is okay. That being said, we cut the footage. 
What basically happened was Trevenant getting too violent, and Banette had enough. That's what happened." 

Celebi gave a nod. "That clears that up. What are your predictions for post merge activity? You'll be bringing the 
contestants back, right?" 

"Yeah, we've got some ideas. One newcomer, one veteran, one newbie, one oldie. But we still haven't completely 
decided," said Mew, chuckling. 

"Any hints?" 

"Well, we've narrowed down to Medicham, Roserade, Swampert, Froslass, Charizard, and Mamoswine," said Mew, 
grinning. 

"You'll find out after the merge hits," confirmed Mewtwo, giving a small smile of his own. 

"Who do you think will go far after the merge hits?" 

"Believe it or not, I don't think a lot of them have as good of a shot as you'd think," said Mew. "The big problem with 
the merge is that those who rely on others get destroyed quickly. There are quite a few pairs this season- Noivern 
and Gliscor, Honchkrow and Crobat...but if you take out one of the pair, the individual struggles." 

"That was Kadabra's strategy back in Island, right?" asked Dragonite. 

"Yes, and it was a very clever idea...it's simply harder to pull off nowadays," said Mewtwo. "But the point remains-1 
don't know how Gliscor would last without Noivern, and I don't see Honchkrow getting too far without Crobat. 
Currently, I'd place bets on Kabutops or Gengar- they seem to be playing smoothly without their significant others at 
their sides." 

"What about Luxray?" 

"Predicting Luxray is impossible," said Mew firmly. 

"Well...any hints on who the next host is?" asked Celebi. 



"Hostess," said Mew, smirking. "That's all I'll say." 

"Well...let's move onto Dragonite then. So, Dragonite- I've heard about a new segment coming to replace...well...this," 
began Celebi, a bit bluntly. "Any hints about that?" 

"Not really...think of it as an almost...less formal Aftermath," said Dragonite, smiling. "You're free to come along if you 
want!" 

"...I'll...keep that in mind," said Celebi, tapping her chin. "All right! I think that's all we have time for but uh...well, 
thanks for watching, everybody! I'm Celebi, signing off, but keep an eye out! I may be coming back to a TV Screen 
near you!" 

Mew grinned. "Nice finish." 

"I try." 
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"You are glowing," commented Gothitelle. 

Weavile froze, before turning, very much caught. "Uh...um...am I?" 

"Yes. Ze glow on you eez impossible to ignore," said Gothitelle, a smirk gracing her features. "So...has ze fantome 
finally managed to ask you out?" 

Weavile glanced back and forth warily. They were in the cafeteria, but the only one nearby was Toxicroak, who was 
shoveling food into his mouth hungrily. He let out a croaky burp before going back to Mewtwo for a second helping, 
which Mewtwo obliged him, rolling his eyes. Weavile looked back at Gothitelle, before nodding vigorously. 

"Well, zat certainly explains ze reason for ze disappearances of ze two of you," said Gothitelle, giggling. 

Weavile gaped at her. "Please tell me you're the only one whose noticed that." 

"I think so," said Gothitelle. "Except maybe Alakazam and Bronzong, and they both think nothing of it. But why hide 
it?" 

"...Mismagius is sort of...broken after Trevenant," said Weavile awkwardly. "And neither of us really want to flaunt it in 
front of her so..." 

"Secret...l understand quite well," said Gothitelle. "But as long as you are both happy, zat eez all zat matters." 

Weavile smiled. "I'm definitely happy, I can assure you that." 

"Oui, good. Now zen." 

Gothitelle leaned in, a gleam in her eyes. "Details." 

Weavile groaned. 
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"Gothitelle is a really good friend to have- never thought I'd go from loathing her to appreciating her," 
admitted Weavile. "Although, her enjoyment of dirty details can be...shocking." 

Weavile straightened up. "But, on the other hand, Banette and I are great. Is it a bit sad hiding it? Yeah a little, 
but it's really considerate of him to acknowledge Mismagius being a little down, and I respect that." 

She sighed happily. "And it's really hot to have a guy that actually cares. Man..." 
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"It's been pretty good lately," said Banette, giving a sheepish grin. "Uh...l have NOT missed Weavile, let me 
tell you. Man, what a woman." 

He frowned. "Although, maybe I should take it easy...I've been a bit sore as of recently. Just having some off 



days, you know what I mean?" 
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"...it's been a lot quieter," commented Toxicroak, a bit uncertainly. He glanced over at Bisharp, who seemed to be lost 
in thought as he completed a crossword puzzle. 

"Indeed...well, once the merge rolls around, it's bound to get a bit more subdued," said the knight, tapping his pencil 
against his chin. 

"...do you think we made the right move?" asked Toxicroak. "Getting rid of Trevenant?" 

"We didn't get rid of Trevenant," said Bisharp, his voice calm. "Trevenant dug his own grave, and we simply went 
along for the ride. And Mismagius and Banette couldn't be happier. They aren't looking out for us anymore- my 
dispute with Mamoswine has been forgotten." 

"Yeah...that's good," admitted Toxicroak. Bisharp gave him awry smile. 

"Relax, Toxicroak. Trevenant was a means to an end and he played his part well. Now, it's almost time for us to act 
after the merge. Are you ready?" 

Toxicroak nodded nervously. "Haha.J guess so." 

"Glad to hear it." 
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So that was the end of it. Trevenant was gone, Banette and Weavile were obviously together, and everyone had 
moved along to what would be a brighter day. Things were peaceful. Except for one particular camper. 

Bronzong grumbled under his breath as he floated along the base of the mountains. 

The merge was fast approaching, and everything that had happen thus far had been very clean. Hypno's reveal and 
subsequent elimination, Krookodile destroying Seizor with an idol scandal, and Bisharp sending Mamoswine to the 
docks. Every plot and scheme had been concluded. 

It worried him. 

Krookodile had been quiet too long, and Bisharp would snap onto someone else any day now. No doubt that the 
crocodile was working on some foolish scheme, but Bisharp was an unknown threat- or at least a greater threat than 
the others thought he was. And then there was the power struggle between Honchkrow and Alakazam. Bronzong 
narrowed his eyes. 

The battle between the bird and brain was going quite well, as it provided a distraction for each of them that 
prevented them from noticing Bronzong. But in the aftermath of the recent Trevenant episode, it wouldn't be long 
before they each aimed for him. 

Bronzong sighed. He had tried to be more helpful and play the game a bit better, but he wasn't a fan of being a 
martyr. He had lapsed into his clever little schemes- anything to trip up the threats and keep them on their toes. You 
didn't have to send them home- you just had to scramble their minds so they wouldn't make smart moves. 

But right now, in the wake of Trevenant's fury, everyone's minds had been cleared. And cleared minds were capable 
of clear thought. And right now, he knew what they all thought of him. He was in the danger zone. And he had to get 
out of that zone at any cost, and back under the radar...especially before the teams were merged. 

Honchkrow had no affection for him. Alakazam loathed him- but at least the feeling was mutual. Bisharp knew of his 
value and strengths, and would know he's a threat. And Krookodile, as stupid as he was, would be trying his hardest 
to trip him up. Bronzong had hoped that ONE of them would be sent home last time. 

"But Trevenant stole the show," he murmured. He had been a bit satisfied with that result, but Bronzong wouldn't lie- 
Trevenant had ruined the chances of a power player going home. Because no matter what that tree thought of 
himself, he wasn't that strong a competitor. Bronzong grunted as he glanced up at the ridges of the mountain. What 
could he do to send a power player packing? 



Then Bronzong's eyes gleamed. He had an idea. An idea to get the spotlight off of himself and onto a greater 
presence. And if that didn't work, he had a backup plan. 
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"Hey...we haven't hung out in awhile and I was like wondering if you were...y'know, okay?" asked Noivern. 

"I AM OF THE O AND K VARIETY!" shouted Luxray, hanging upside down from a branch. 

"You sure? I didn't really get to check during the challenge a few nights ago but...you're hanging in there without 
Mamoswine?" 

"Oh...yeah...I'm okay," said Luxray. She gave a Noivern a weak smile, without of her usual crazed enthusiasm. 
"Besides, it's not so bad." 

"No?" asked Noivern. Luxray had seemed downright depressed when she and Mamoswine were separated. "Why's 
that?" 

Luxray sighed. "I'll be seeing him again before long. Soon." 

"Soon?" asked Noivern, cocking her head to one side. "How can you know that? Are you gonna eliminate yourself?" 
"NO! I just...feel it...feel it in my eyeballs." 

"Oh...wait, WHAT?" 

"NEVER YOU MIND, NOIVERN!" roared Luxray, flipping five times in the air before she landed on the ground. 
"WHAT MATTERS IS THAT BEFORE I INEVITABLY LEAVE THIS ISLAND, I HAVE TO FINISH MY DUTY TO 
MAMOSWINE." 


"Duty?" 


"TO MAMOSWINE. I HAVE TO TAKE DOWN BISHARP IN HIS NAME!" spat Luxray. "THAT DIABOLICAL 
DICTATOR WON’T KNOW WHAT HIT HIM." 

Noivern was trying to wrap her head around Luxray's crazed mind, before she perked up and remembered the 
original question she had planned to ask Luxray. 

"Well, uh...good luck with that but I was wondering...uh...can you play an instrument?" 

"MY VOCALS ARE AN INSTRUMENT OF WONDER," said Luxray proudly. "I also have mastered the art of chain- 
violin, which functions as a musical tool of destruction." 

Noivern took a moment to imagine the idea of Luxray running around with some bizarre musical instrument covered 
in blades, before snapping herself out of it. "That's...that's really rad, Lux, but like...l mean like a band instrument...you 
know like instruments in a band, right?" 

"Oh...yes, the chain-violin does tend to overshadow other instruments," said Luxray, tapping her paw to her chin 
knowingly. "Well, I can also play a mean electriccordion! Does that count?" 

Before Noivern could ask what an electriccordion was, a loud noise blared across the campsite. 

"CAMPERS! NEXT CHALLENGE, MAKE YOUR WAY TO THE BEACH!" 
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"Man, starting up a band seems like it's gonna be hard," muttered Noivern. "Like, we all have these sorta 
tropes to us, y'know, but I'm the only one with a music one. So I was like, totally thinking that maybe some of 
the others played some stuff. But so far I've only found out that Gliscor can play the drums. But I'd still like a 
bass player, maybe another guitarist or keyboardist, and maybe another singer so I don't have to play guitar 
and sing, but this is so hard!" 

Noivern sighed. "I asked around a bit. Luxray can only play this weird stuff I've never heard of, Kabutops 
gave me a really weird look, and Krookodile just started laughing hysterically and called me nuts, saying that 
if he had time to practice an instrument, he wouldn't be on the show." 



000 


"Ugh...beach challenges...not a fan of swimming too much," muttered Alakazam. "Regardless, it should be 
interesting." 
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Everyone made their way down to the beach, a bit curious to see what was going to happen. The last two times they 
had come to the water, they had boarded boats for each of the challenges. It appeared that this time, it was not the 
case, as when they arrived at the sandy shoreline, they noticed that instead of a ship, there was a huge blue block 
sitting in the ocean's water. It did not seem to move or serve any purpose, but no one was fooled- they were guessing 
that the challenge was inside of the block, similar to Lopunny's stadium inside of the black block from before. 

However, unlike Lopunny, the hostess of this challenge was already waiting for them. They were greeted by a purple 
plant Pokemon, who had glowing yellow eyes and pink tentacles around her head. 

"Hi guys!" 

"Lileep!" said Luxray, bouncing up and down happily. Banette and Gengar waved casually, while Crobat gave her a 
friendly nod. 

"Glad to see you're still hanging in there," said Kabutops, his tone very warm. He and Lileep had always had a sort of 
kinship with each other- while they had not interacted much, there was a certain comfort knowing that you weren't the 
only Pokemon who felt out of place. 

Lileep gave Kabutops an affectionate headbutt on the arm. "Yeah, it’s been pretty good...all thanks to you guys and 
Mamoswine...Bellsprout's lightening back up again. So that's been going well." 

"That's nice, but can you actually get on with explaining this junk?" snapped Krookodile. 

Lileep threw the crocodile a cool look. "Yes, I can. If you'd like, you can go grab a snack while I do so. You might be a 
bit less impatient." 

Everyone glanced from Krookodile to Lileep, but the crocodile had clammed up, throwing her a look of utter loathing. 
They were confused- did Lileep know something they didn't? But Crobat just nudged Honchkrow, quietly muttering 
something to her. When Krookodile didn't respond, Lileep took his silence as compliance and slowly moved closer to 
the campers to better explain the challenge. 
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"Lileep didn't have too much backbone or will to compete," commented Honchkrow. "But she's no fool. 
You're a skinny sneak, aren'tcha Krookodile? I wonder what da story behind dat is." 
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Krookodile snarled, his arms folded. "That stupid bitch barnacle! Keep your mouth shut! Or...well...l don't 
know if you have a mouth, but WHEREVER THE DAMN WORDS COME OUT!" 

Krookodile cracked his knuckles. "That DOES it. I'm derailing this challenge. It's been too long since I've had 
a good scheming." 
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"Lileep...so, this should feature common sense, logic, and...teamwork," groaned Bronzong. "Why can I 
predict these team player challenges so well?" 
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"So, as you are all aware, there is a massive cube in the middle of the water over there," said Lileep, nodding to the 
area off the shore. "And you probably HAVEN'T noticed, but over here, I have some pedestals." 

Everyone glanced away from the large cube to see that Lileep was correct- there were two pedestals, one that was 
green and white, and the other which was blue and red. They were large, but other than that, they appeared to have 



nothing on top of them. 

"Those are the pedestals where you'll be building your team's creation," said Lileep. 

"Creation? Such as a house, or a statue?" asked Bisharp. 

"Not quite," said Lileep, shaking her wobbling head. "Come on, what else do you think you can build?" 

Alakazam tapped his chin, while Gengar shrugged, but it was Kabutops who glanced at the water and back to Lileep 
and answered. 

"Fossils." 

"That's right!" said Lileep cheerfully. "Today, you're going to be hunting for fossils. Now, they'll all be in that big block 
over there, and you'll have to find the pieces. You then have to bring them back over here and put them together 
properly to make a fossil of a Prehistoric Pokemon!" 

"So we just grab them and build them? Easy," said Noivern, grinning. 

"Just grab them?" asked Lileep, a twinkle in her eye. "Who said it was that easy? What exactly do you think is inside 
that dome?" 

Silence. 

"The fossils?" suggested Gliscor. Honchkrow smacked her forehead. 

"Yes, but not the answer I was looking for," said Lileep with a wry smile. "Inside of that dome there's sand, walls of 
coral that form a maze, and most importantly...water." 

"Water?" asked Gothitelle, narrowing her eyes. 

"Let me get this straight...we're supposed to be searching for all of this crap...UNDERWATER?" asked Banette 
incredulously. 

"Yep! It's an underwater maze. And while I have the parts color coded- white for Gardevoirs and Red for Vileplumes, 
they're still gonna be well hidden- in addition, you don't know what exactly your fossil is going to look like. This is 
going to test your scavenger hunt skills as well as logic- even if you locate all of the pieces, will you be able to put 
them together properly?" 

Honchkrow and Gengar exchanged a nervous glance. 

"But no worries- you get to pick someone to stay up here, who doesn't go in the water. They can arrange the pieces 
for you while everyone's down there. AND you can trade off- you can all switch off who stays out of the water and 
who goes diving- as long as one of you is up here, all is well. Any questions?" 

"Do we ACTUALLY have to leave someone up here? Seems like a waste of power," said Kabutops, tapping his chin. 
"Well, think of it this way- it's good to leave someone up here so no one can sabotage you, right?" 

That definitely made sense, as Kabutops didn't object. 

"Anyone else?" 

Everyone shook their heads. The challenge was rather straightforward, despite the certain gimmicks that came with it. 
"Okay then! I suggest you make a game plan and head down there, because the challenge starts now!" 
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"Zis should be simple," said Gothitelle, smiling daringly. "We have better brain power for putting ze skeleton 
together, and we have several members who have no need for oxygen underwater. Zey may as well throw in 
ze towel now." 


000 



"It'll be nice to stretch out the old water legs!" said Toxicroak cheerfully. He lifted his leg before slipping and 
banging his head on the side of the confessional. "Ow..." 
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"Well, we may as well give up on this one," said Mismagius dully. "Alakazam is the brainiac leading his 
dream team. Physical challenges are one thing, but a puzzle challenge like this? Yeah, this is over." 
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Alakazam drew everyone into a huddle. 

"So, how many of us have sufficient intellect on constructing various prehistoric lifeforms?" 

Noivern gave him a blank look. 

"He's asking if you know anything about building fossils," said Weavile. 

"Ohhh...haha, nope," said Noivern, chuckling. 

"I DO!" shouted Luxray enthusiastically. 

Everyone froze, before staring at Luxray as if they didn't believe it. 

"You...do?" asked Banette. 

"Certainly! Once I destroy and defeat monsters, you always get a good look at their innards and skeletons! And then 
you can reconstruct them and sell them as Halloween props and occasional furniture pieces for edgy teenagers! I 
remember the time I slew a massive Tyrandactyliodon! The air was crisp, the sunset shining over the ruined lab that 
had brought back the beast-" 

"You just combined three dinosaur names together," scoffed Krookodile. 

"So...I'll take Luxray's random ramblings as she has no such knowledge," said Alakazam, his voice still calm. "In that 
case, we'll simply wing it. I suggest that I remain up here, as I have basic knowledge of skeletal makeups of 
organisms, in addition to decent construction skills." 

"And why do you get to stay up here?" asked Bronzong, narrowing his eyes. 

"Excuse me? Must I repeat myself?" 

"Yeah, I heard you- you know a skeleton, and you can build stuff. Don't see why you have to stay up here- we've got 
other Psychics who have taken a science class, you know. How about I stay up here?" 

Alakazam frowned. Bronzong had almost always been passive, lazy, and opportunistic, but this aggressive rebellion 
was anything like the bell. He had to be up to something...but Alakazam wasn't about to let him have his way. 

"Sorry Bronzong, but we need you down there- unlike many of us, you don't require air. That makes you a must in the 
underwater maze." 

Bronzong opened his mouth to protest, but apparently didn't have an excuse. Krookodile snickered at him. Feeling 
pleased that he had put the bell in his place, Alakazam turned to the rest. 

"Very well then. If there are no more objections, let's go." 

Bronzong, on the other hand, hid a smirk. That's right. Keep stepping up. Be the leader you want to be. 

"That way, I won't even have to paint the target on you," said Bronzong, chuckling darkly. It was too easy. Everyone 
quickly dispersed to get ready for the challenge. Alakazam turned and sighed in annoyance, before freezing up. 

Bronzong was staring at him, with an expression of satisfaction. It filled the spoon wielder with loathing. 

"Anything else I can help you with?" 

Bronzong shook his head with a smug smile. "More than you know, Alakazam. More than you know." 



000 


"Well...who shall be the one to stay on land and put this together?" asked Bisharp, pointing to the pedestal. 
"Obviously, the ghosts are definitely out, due to the fact that they can breathe underwater and-" 

He stared at the rest of his team. Gengar was moping, while Crobat was sighing weakly. Bisharp cocked a brow. 

"What? What's with the depressed attitude?" 

"Dude...we don't have this one," said Gengar quietly. "It's another win for the Gardevoirs. They have a genius, just as 
many ghosts as we do, a crocodile, and a bunch of other Pokemon with brains to figure out the fossil. And what do 
we have?" 

Bisharp grit his teeth- as much as he despised weakness, the phantom raised a good point. 

"Uh...hello?" snapped Kabutops, looking down at them all. "Are you all idiots?" 

Gengar gave him a tired look. "What?" 

"You have ME!" 

"And...so? Does dat win us da game?" asked Honchkrow dryly. 

But Bisharp's eyes had gleamed. 

"Kabutops...you're a Prehistoric Pokemon...which means...you'd understand the fossils better than even Alakazam! 
You've LIVED in that time." 

"EXACTLY!" shouted Kabutops, throwing his arms up. "THAT'S WHAT I WAS TRYING TO TELL YOU." 

All of the Vileplumes were muttering to each other now, before Bisharp looked at Kabutops, nodding his head. 

"And you're a Water-type, so you can swim...add all of that up...Kabutops, you're our best shot at winning this." 

"THANK YOU!" groaned Kabutops, smacking his forehead. "So, I'll lead the water team, and uh...maybe Honchkrow 
or Crobat should stay on land to make the thing or something..." 

"Wait...why wouldn't you make it?" asked Toxicroak. "You know what the fossils look like." 

His eyes widened as Kabutops snarled in annoyance, thrusting his sickles in the air. 

"Oh...right." 

"ARE YOU KIDDING ME." 
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"Well, I was a lot more worried before I remembered Kabutops is on our team...we actually do have a shot at 
this!" said Mismagius, punching her hand. "That's it. Time for my epic rebound from gloomy gal to spunky 
spook! Bring it on, Gardevoirs!" 
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"Kabutops provides me an advantage," said Bisharp, tapping his chin. "Hopefully, that wins it for us- I'd hate 
to risk an elimination at this point in the game. Tensions are high- the merge is coming fast." 
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"Time to play some trump cards," said Bronzong, snickering. 
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"Well, each fossil only has 15 pieces,” said Lileep, her body shrugging slightly. "I honestly couldn't tell you 
who'd win- Vileplumes have the better utility, but Gardevoirs have more players and such...interesting." 



Lileep glanced back and forth, before peering at the camera. "What? Am I not allowed to be in here?" 
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And so the games began. With Alakazam waiting by the pedestal for the Gardevoirs, and Honchkrow for the 
Vileplumes (a move which made Alakazam curl his lip in annoyance), the teams raced towards the large cube. 
Banette and Weavile immediately dove in, while a hesitant Gliscor slowly waded into the water. Krookodile zoomed 
into the area, already performing a crocodile paddle. For the Vileplumes, Kabutops led the pack as they jumped in, 
Bisharp at his side. 

"The only issue is that...I can't always be there to build the fossil," muttered Kabutops to Bisharp. 

"Not an issue- there were no rules against commanding the builder what to do," said Bisharp calmly. "You simply tell 
Honchkrow where to put the pieces when you arrive back on the shore." 

Kabutops grinned. "I like it." 

Noivern frowned as she slid into the water, shivering at the chilly temperature of the ocean. She suddenly perked up 
and looked over at Gothitelle. 

"Hey...where do you think Mew and Mewtwo are today?" 

Gothitelle opened her mouth to answer, before pausing. She had no idea, really. Often, the two Legendaries would 
show up to supervise the event, but strangely enough, they were absent today. What was going on? 
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Mew slammed his head against his desk. "Damnit Mewtwo, what do we do?" 

"I don't see how this is a big issue yet," commented Mewtwo, rolling his eyes. 

"Okay...imagine this...you're riding on a bus for your entire life, and then you suddenly have to drive again. That's 
what this is!" 

Mewtwo scoffed. "You've been in the driver's seat a few times now- even this season. You can't possibly be worried 
about challenge ideas- you've never screwed it up in the past." 

"But the returning campers are taking all of the good ones! Lapras had that whole thing down to a science! And 
Rhydon's was gritty and rough, but a total classic. And don't get me started on Cacturne! Haunted tag? It was a great 
idea, even if we had the whole dilemma with Banette on Celebi's show-" 

"How IS Celebi, by the way?" asked Mewtwo curiously. "She seemed to be a bit gloomy about her miniseries ending." 

"Well, obviously- stardom was great for her...she deserved it," said Mew, shrugging his shoulders. "But all things have 
to end. Besides, it's probably a good thing- once you're in the seat of power too long, it starts to wear you 
down...corrupt you, make you mean, sort of like-" 

"You?" asked Mewtwo dryly. 

Mew shot him a look, a mix between dull amusement and hurt. "Thanks Mewtwo. That's exactly what I needed to 
hear from you." 

Mewtwo folded his arms defiantly. Mew sighed, his eyes softening a bit. 

"Yeah. Like me. She handled it a lot better than I did, Mew. People loved her...she was a golden star, starting small, 
but making a big impression. She was loved and I'm...well...quite frankly, I'm hated." 

Mewtwo frowned, before nodding. "Yes. You're hated. And I'm hated. We're all hated, and we're all going to find 
Pokemon who love us and despise us. We can't really let that get to us though. So, I take it these hangups...this 
insecurity...you're wondering what Celebi might have been if you hadn't sabotaged her." 

Mew looked startled. "Is it that obvious?" 

"To me...yes. You think she'd be better than you at this job?" asked Mewtwo. 



"...yes," admitted Mew. 


Mewtwo sighed. "Maybe. We'll never know. I personally don't think so. Mew, I disagree with you being a total prick for 
no reason as you're so inclined to do at times- don't you give me that look, you know Bellsprout's challenge stepped 
over some lines, and you loved it anyway. Clefable's, too. But at the same time, you need that cutthroat attitude. As 
you know, being a host doesn't just come with glitz and glamor and fame. You have to balance money, you have to 
keep ratings, you have to keep things fresh while keeping the audience guessing. Celebi is a great host when it 
comes to public relations, but she lacks your ferocious determination. And it’s that nastiness, when used for the right 
reasons, that helps you to excel at things she never could." 

Mew considered his words. "I'm still a cheater, though." 

"Technically, you didn't cheat. You just did something horribly scummy," joked Mewtwo. 

Mew smiled weakly. "Details, right?" 

"And you know...I think that nasty thing showed how far you were willing to go to get this part," said Mewtwo. "Yeah, it 
destroyed your relationship, but you learned from it and grew from it...if only a little. And I can safely tell you, I'd rather 
work for you than Celebi." 

Mew looked up. "You really mean that?" 

"Absolutely." 

"Thanks, Mewtwo-" 

"Of course, Darkrai would've been a really cool host." 

"Er...l'm sure, you know, but anyways-" 

"Or Jirachi, she was always relaxed. Had a good way with people, but could be tough when needed." 

"Y-yes, okay Mewtwo, you've made your-" 

"And I know I'd much rather work for S than your pink ass-" 

"OKAY MEWTWO, I GET IT!" 
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"Whoa," said Banette, awestruck. 

Most of the others shared his feelings. While the cube had certainly not been impressive and they had been 
expecting something grand on the inside, they weren't prepared for the colorful reef that greeted them in the 
challenge's setting. Long walls of bright coral decorated the soft sand at the bottom of the arena. The walls were 
plastered with all sorts of aquatic plants, as well as being painted in tropical colors that lit up the area. The effect was 
vivid, but nice- it almost made the challenge zone look like some underwater rave. Shells and stones glittered the 
floor beneath the water, which thankfully could not have been more than fifteen to twenty feet. The water was crystal 
clear, which should've been reassuring when it came to finding the challenge pieces, but actually made it more 
difficult- the clear water meant that the distracting scenery was all the more prevalent. 

"All right team- break- if you find a piece, bring it on back to Alakazam," said Weavile loudly. 

"Kabutops is our star player. Find him if you can and give him the pieces. If not, bring it to Honchkrow yourself. I 
believe we can win this. Just don't lose sight of our goal," commanded Bisharp. 

"RIGHT!" The members of each team all darted off in different directions, not unlike a bunch of fish. 
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Toxicroak drifted down to the ocean floor, letting out deep ribbits of pleasure- the water was nice and cool, but 
surprisingly fresh for salt water. That is if it was even salty- the water had a cleanness about it that was very 
refreshing. Toxicroak drifted along the coral walls, mesmerized by the pretty colors. He kicked his legs and kept 
moving, zooming around rocks and coral happily. 



"Man...finally something fun and not shitty and spooky," said the frog cheerfully. "Lucky for me anyway." 

Toxicroak floated back to the surface to catch his breath. He looked far below him. The rock and coral maze was 
even crazier from up here. He could see very vague movements throughout the area- there was Gengar, peering 
under a rock, and Noivern swimming back up to get air. The challenge, though far more relaxed than those prior, still 
had some tension- after all, it was there final change before the merge. Toxicroak leaned back and floated down, 
landing on a rock. 

"Still, it wouldn't hurt to relax," said Toxicroak quietly. He closed his eyes, kicking his legs out, before wincing. He had 
hit something...hard! He glanced down to see a red object jutting out of the rock. Toxicroak flipped over and moved 
closer, before letting out a shocked ribbit. 

It wasn't a piece of coral- it was a fossil piece. And judging how it looked...it was a foot...and not the most massive 
one. But either way, a piece was a piece! Toxicroak happily grabbed it and went to find Kabutops. 
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Gothitelle looked around, her eyes moving around the colorful coral around her. This challenge was both extremely 
easy and extremely difficult- the core idea was simple, but the execution and steps required to do it...there was no 
wonder why Mew had accepted it and left Lileep to her own devices. 

Still, she couldn't help but admire the barnacle's taste. She had chosen a beautiful display of vivid plant life to spice 
up her maze. Gothitelle smiled. If she wasn't so focused on winning the challenge for Alakazam, she would discuss 
aesthetic with the small prehistoric plant. 

But Alakazam was the priority. Gothitelle was a woman who believed in emotion and expressing yourself, be it 
verbally or in a more...physical manner. It was not good to keep things bottled up inside, which is why, at least for 
Gothitelle, honesty was the best policy. 

Unfortunately, the same could not be said of Alakazam. Not that he was a liar- no, Alakazam had always been quite 
honest with her...but he tended to bottle things up. A man of puzzles and logic, Alakazam did not like to show his 
emotions to his enemies- he believed it to be a weakness. But Gothitelle knew. And she that the pressure was getting 
to him. Alakazam, though mature, did not like to lose. 

But last challenge had turned that around, when Alakazam had outwitted Honchkrow and Crobat in one fell swoop. 
And while Bronzong had managed to trip up Alakazam, they had still won in the end. And they would win this one too! 

Gothitelle dropped lower, looking around in some dark rocks, but not finding anything. She checked one of the 
random anemones, but after receiving a small shock, she didn't try again. She was still looking, when she glimpsed 
something out of the corner of her eye. Bronzong was emerging from behind a large stone, his eyes focused on the 
surface. 

Gothitelle started to rise as well, her need for air apparent. However, she took the time to speak to Bronzong through 
her mind. 

And what exactly are you doing?' 

Bronzong gave her an insolent look, and Gothitelle felt a brief stab of annoyance. She held no affection for the bell, 
who seemed to hold no respect for her and enjoyed vexing Alakazam. But Bronzong made no reply except to hold up 
a white bone. Gothitelle's eyes widened. 

'You have already found a piece of ze fossil?' 

'Pretty much,' drawled Bronzong back. 'Now, am I allowed to take it to him, or do you need to watch your boyfriend 
before I approach him with this?' 

Gothitelle scoffed, but only a bubble came out. 'Alakazam can handle himself. Now go and do your duty.' 

Bronzong rolled his eyes and kept moving. Gothitelle watched him carefully. She didn't trust him. Not one bit. As she 
surfaced for air, she glanced back to where the bell had vanished, before stopping dead. What was that? A flash of 
white? She turned to stare at the wall before cursing quietly- just a large shell. She sighed and put her hand back in 
the water, before wincing. What the heck was-? 


Her eyes gleamed suddenly. She had found what resembled a hand or arm with claws on the end. It had been hidden 



in a large mass of kelp. Gothitelle laughed happily. With her and Bronzong already taking the lead, this would be over 
in no time. 
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Kabutops was swimming towards the surface, examining the ribcage he had happened upon in the deep maze. 
Interesting. Judging by the frame, this was one was far bulkier than his own kind- definitely not a Kabutops. And 
certainly not an Omanyte either, as it was far too big and the anatomy didn't match. Kabutops tapped his chin as he 
floated up. So it was a big one. He could work with that. 

He hopped out, but almost smacked right into Toxicroak, who yelped and fell over. Kabutops awkwardly shifted to the 
left, looking down at the frog. 

"You good?" 

"Mmph." Toxicroak gave a muffled response before holding a red piece high in the air. 

"Oh, sweet!" shouted Kabutops. "Is this...let's see...a foot? Not a huge one, but...hmm...and then there's my 
ribcage...we'll figure this out soon enough. Thanks dude!" 

Kabutops carefully took the piece from the prone Toxicroak and ran out, passing them off to Honchkrow. 

"And what da hell do I do wit dese?" squawked the bird. 

"Nothing yet!" called Kabutops. "I have no idea what creature is yet." 

Honchkrow huffed, adjusting her hat. 

Meanwhile, Bronzong emerged from the block, drifting over to Alakazam and dropping the bone to him. 

"Good work," said Alakazam. "Now let's see...this is...er...what exactly IS this?" 

"Isn't it YOUR job to know that?" asked Bronzong coolly. Alakazam shot him a withering look. 

"I was merely asking if-" 

"I was going to help you? Nah. I want to see if you're the genius you claim to be, or the egotistical jerk I think you are." 

Bronzong laughed and headed back in. Alakazam clenched a fist. Losing was one thing, but blatant shots to his ego? 
Bronzong, it seemed, had adopted a far more aggressive strategy. 

He was still seething when Gothitelle came with her own piece. Her confident smile faded when she saw the 
darkness in Alakazam's eyes. 

"My love, what eez ze matter?" asked Gothitelle, reaching out to touch his arm. Alakazam looked away, closing his 
eyes. 

"Nothing. Thank you for the piece. Let's hope we'll get the others soon." 

Clearly, he was in no mood to talk. She'd worm it out later. Nodding, Gothitelle ran back over to Lileep's stadium and 
waded inside. 
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Alakazam looked aggravated. "What IS he up to? He's trying to goad me...but into winning? What's his plan? 
What's his GOAL?" 
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Gengar darted through crowds of kelp, his eyes shifting around. Red. Red was actually not too easy to find, 
considering the mix of colors around him. But he wasn't about to give up. It was the last challenge before the merge, 
and he definitely wanted to make it a third time. Tapping his head, he floated through a small trench and got to the 
other side. The area was sandy and full of large clams that looked similar to Clamperl, although thankfully these ones 
weren't alive- they were enormous. Gengar stared at the closest one. 



"I could fit in that thing." 

Gengar peered at it, before it opened up. Bubbles soared into his face as he floated back in shock. Thank goodness 
he didn't have to breathe, because his freakout would've lost him a lot of air. 

"Huh...they open up...and close," he mumbled as the clam proceeded to open and close in front of him. He looked 
around at the other clams, before his eyes homed in on one- there were red bones inside of it. Gengar grinned, 
floating closer, reaching his hand out. 

SNAP! 

"YOW!" screeched Gengar, shaking his hand before sucking it gingerly. The damn thing had shut with perfect timing. 
Gengar gave the shell a mutinous glare, before an evil smile came to his face. 

Normally, turning transparent was a thing that was to be avoided. Though none of the ghosts had gotten busted yet, 
they still knew Mew wouldn't be happy if they started abusing their ability to float through obstacles. As a result, they 
used it sparingly. Gengar stared at the clam before him, opening and closing, before turning himself intangible, 
floating towards it to reach inside. 

BZZZT. 

"GAH!" yelped Gengar, as a small electric shock ran through the inside of the clam. Gengar sighed. 

"Mechanical...and electric powered...of course...that's just perfect," he muttered. Well, that wasn't gonna be it. He was 
Gengar! A veteran player, the Life and Lord of Parties around, the Overlord of Darkness, Despair and- back up there, 
Gengar, don't lose control of yourself. But the point was, no stupid shell was gonna beat him. Gengar posed his hand 
and when the shell opened, he shoved it forward. 

SNAP! 

"DAMNIT!" 
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Gliscor and Noivern slowly descended from the surface. After giving Alakazam a piece that Noivern had found, their 
total was up to four (as Banette had snagged another piece and given it to Alakazam, who had still been studying the 
bones hard and not putting them together). Gliscor shivered a little. Deep water was far from his comfort zone, but he 
wasn't one to give up on the team. 

"Keep going," he tried to say, but only bubbles escaped his mouth. Noivern gave a bubbly giggle, before moving 
deeper. The water was still clear, but they were in a shadowy corner. Noivern nodded to a large trench hidden in the 
gloom. Gliscor gave her a nervous glance, but Noivern smiled encouragingly as she led the way into it. 

Lileep had outdone herself. The trench, while still very clear, was a dark spot in the underwater paradise. It wasn't 
scary in a traditional sense- but Gliscor was a Flying-type, used to the open skies and bright clouds...not this cramped 
little underwater corridor. Noivern glanced around this way and that, before glimpsing something white. She leaned 
closer, beckoning Gliscor with a tail. 

But as they peered closer at the white object, it shuddered. It turned and stared right at them. The skull of a creature 
long dead had come back to life and was looking at them. 

It moved closer. 

Noivern and Gliscor let out screams, bubbles flowing from their mouths as they swam away in a hurry. 

Luxray adjusted her new skull hat. "FLEE COWARDS. YOU CANNOT BEST THE LORD OF SKULLS AND SEA!" 
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"I felt like an idiot later," admitted Gliscor grumpily. "How the hell does SHE breathe underwater anyway?" 
000 


Kabutops swam around, his eyes scanning every detail. All of his senses were fine tuned and alert. This was his 



game, and he was going to prove that as a prehistoric Pokemon, he knew his shit. 

The only thing standing between him and the win was not knowing what kind of Pokemon the fossil was...and to be 
fair, that was probably a good thing, since he would've won instantly if he had known what they were starting with. On 
the other hand, once he knew what they needed, it would be up to the rest of the team to find the pieces, and 
Honchkrow to put the thing together. And with Alakazam on the other team, time was of great importance. 

Still, in this colorful place, finding red bones was not an easy task. Kabutops gritted his teeth as he landed on the 
bottom of the pool. His eyes glanced around. He sighed quietly, dragging his scythe against the walls of coral, tearing 
off pieces here and there. He grumbled as he walked past more colorful plants, a dark rock, and a red wall. He 
needed an identifying feature. Something that would tell him EXACTLY what he was looking for- 

He stopped dead. 

He whirled around and swam back over to the reddish wall. It was peculiar. It had several square shapes on it, that 
almost looked like windows. On top of that, there were strange ridges along the red wall. Kabutops frowned. It was 
the same color as the bones. This couldn't be a coincidence. But...what exactly did this wall have to do with it. 
Kabutops closed his mind and racked his mind. 

Red...red as Seizor...the same red as their fossil bones...so it had to be a part of the fossil. 

Fossil meant it had to be bones. 

What Pokemon had a wall as a part of its body? 

Kabutops's eyes shot back open as he shoved his scythes into the wall, pulling it with all his might. He growled as he 
struggled, digging his feet into the ground. He could feel it budging, but there was no way he was going to get it out 
on his own- it was too tightly wedged in there. 

"Uh...what are you doing?" 

Kabutops turned to see Mismagius and Crobat staring at him. Crobat gave him a nod, as he was unable to truly talk 
underwater. 

Kabutops nodded to the object. "Help me pull this out- we need it for our fossil! I can't...get it on my own!" 

Mismagius and Crobat exchanged a glance, before flying over- Crobat struggled to get a good grip, but Mismagius 
took her place beside Kabutops. Bisharp, who had witnessed Kabutops's struggle earlier, arrived as well to help. 

"What...is it?" grunted Mismagius as everyone began to pull. 

"Well...think," muttered Kabutops, his muscles tensing up as he tugged on the bone. "It looks like a wall. Know any 
Pokemon that are Prehistoric and look like walls?" 

Mismagius tapped her chin, but Crobat and Bisharp nodded. 

"It's a Bastiodon. That's our fossil. And now that I know that...it makes our lives easier," growled Kabutops. "C'mon 
everyone...PULL IT OUT!" 

They all grunted with effort as they pulled, coral crumbling all around the Bastiodon skull as they attempted to pry it 
from the wall it was encased in. The cracks continued to ripple up the maze wall. With a roar of anger, Kabutops 
pulled harder before the skull finally broke free of its hold. Everybody tumbled back, with Kabutops falling over, the 
skull still attached to his scythes. Mismagius and Crobat floated over and pulled the skull off, before handing it back to 
him. Bisharp gave them a nod of approval, before heading up to grab air. 

"I'll take it back," insisted Kabutops, sliding the massive red skull under his arm. "That way I can tell Honchkrow what 
to do. You guys keep looking!" 

The two nodded- Mismagius drifted through the coral maze, while Crobat shot for the surface quickly. Kabutops 
grinned as he paddled his way to the exit of the block. Things were looking up. Now all he had to do was get the 
pieces and tell Honchkrow how to put them in place. 
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Krookodile grunted in annoyance as he walked back to the cube. He had found a bone to give to Alakazam, but the 
Psychic was STILL not sure of how exactly the pieces worked. Krookodile couldn't really get upset- after all, he had 
absolutely NO CLUE which bone went where...except maybe the head or something. But still, for a self proclaimed 
genius, Krookodile wasn't seeing much of the genius. 

It was serious. They had gone into this challenge thinking they had it in the bag, but right now, the enemy team had 
six bones- same amount as them. If they got unlucky, they could easily lose, and if they lost, he could be eliminated- 
that was certain. The only time they were allowed to lose was when HE wanted it. 

"So this...is a problem," grumbled Krookodile. 

He wasn't an idiot- losing challenges at this point to eliminate a strong member was suicide. Yes, it was always 
hopeful that Alakazam would ride the boat back home, but it was unlikely...although, with this challenge, it was still 
possible. But Krookodile doubted it- on his team, Alakazam had enough allies to ride him through to the merge. And 
so, if they lost, they'd probably toss a pawn...or Bronzong, who was clearly unpopular. 

Krookodile wasn't going to let himself be the pawn. That was a major no-no. Which meant. 

"The Vileplumes need to lose," he muttered as he sunk into the water, grinning. "So how do I do that?" 

Krookodile swam deep down into the water, his eyes scanning for white or red. It was harder than they thought, to be 
honest. Scamming the enemy team without getting caught was certainly difficult- hell, Medicham had gotten on his 
case that one time, and then Bronzong had him by the throat at another point. Making all of these tangled up 
schemes was certainly a hassle. Krookodile felt he didn't get enough credit. He chuckled to himself. 

"But after all that, I'm still slippery enough to get this far," he grumbled. He peered under a large rock, but there was 
nothing except a few shells. 

The plan had to guarantee a loss for the enemy team, that was certain, and this was going to take finesse. He 
couldn't simply snatch up their bone, that'd be too obvious- and on the beach, he'd have nowhere to stash it. And he 
didn't like the idea of himself getting caught cheating. 

Krookodile tapped his nose. "I need to find a way to sabotage them...but they need to not KNOW they're being 
sabotaged. Ugh." 

He scoped out the area, digging his nose through some sand, before he noticed something poking out of a large shell 
on the floor. Krookodile moved forward and pulled out a large red bone. Hmmm. This was interesting. It was short 
and stubby, but it almost looked like...a tail? Krookodile scoffed. 

"Well, what the hell do I do with this?" 

He couldn't hide it anywhere, there was no way to dispose of it, and if he was caught with it, they'd nab him for sure. 
Krookodile was frustrated. He gripped the bone hard with his claws in annoyance, before wincing as he felt a shudder 
of pain in his hand. Damn. Whatever this thing was, it had strong bones...it must've had really powerful defenses. 

"Tough fucking bones, aren't you," grumbled Krookodile, staring at the white lines where his claws had scratched the 
paint off of the piece. 

Krookodile closed his eyes again in concentration, before looking at the scratched bone carefully. Think...what could 
you do? 

Krookodile stared at the bone, clicking his tongue, before a light bulb went off. A sinister smirk gripped his face as he 
swam off to a distant corner, a foul idea brewing in his mind. 
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SNAP! 

"DAMN IT ALL!" yowled Gengar, shaking his hand out angrily. 
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Honchkrow lit up a cigar, throwing a glare at Alakazam as Weavile and Banette delivered another bone to him. Things 
weren't looking good for either side- they were neck and neck. You didn't know who was gonna pull the winning hand 



in this situation. And Honchkrow hated not knowing the score. 

"HONCHKROW!" 

Honchkrow turned around sharply, sputtering on her cigar as she gave Kabutops a nasty look. "What are ya yellin’ 
about, ya damn-!" 

Kabutops hurled the Bastiodon skull in front of her. "Know what this is?" 

Honchkrow gave him a blank look. 

"It's a Bastiodon skull!" snapped Kabutops impatiently. "See those funky lines on it...and how it looks like a wall? It's 
totally a Bastiodon skull!" 

"Oh...so it is," said Honchkrow uncertainly. "Uh...imagine dat." 

"Look, I'm not asking you to study prehistoric anatomy, I just need you to put this together," drawled Kabutops, rolling 
his eyes. 

"Which would be EASIER if I KNEW PREHISTORIC ALLEGORY!" 

"Anatomy," said Kabutops, smacking his forehead. "That's why you have me, though- yeah, I'm not staying up here, 
but I can still tell you what goes where when I'm up here." 

"...good point," admitted Honchkrow. "Hadn't thought of dat." 

"Okay...so set up those two legs, start attaching the chest on top of it. The head is heavy, so you'll have to fit that 
awkwardly on the neck, but I think you can do it." 

Alakazam glared from afar, staring at the pieces that he was given. With Luxray having delivered him a skull, he was 
a step closer to figuring out the specimen before him. However, the pieces were a bit confusing and he had only 
managed to complete the head and neck. The one thing is that he had obviously figured out what creature they had 
obtained. The powerful jaw and hard head were a perfect sign. 

"So? How goes it?" 

Alakazam closed his eyes in vexation as Bronzong dropped another piece in front of him. It was another joint bone, 
though whether it went on the arms or legs, Alakazam didn't know. He studied it carefully, before the droning voice 
interrupted him again. 


"Well?" 


"It's a Tyrantrum," said Alakazam shortly. 

Bronzong snorted. "Well, thank you Professor Obvious. How about telling me something useful? Do you know where 
to put what?" 

"Do you?" shot back Alakazam. 

"Your problem-1 wonder if you'll pull this off," mused Bronzong. "But then again...l have my doubts." 

Bronzong swaggered off towards the cube again, while Weavile ran out carrying a bone in her hands. She grinned at 
Alakazam as she handed him a good portion of the Tyrantrum's tail, folding her arms and nodding to it. 

"Good find, eh? It was lurking among the reeds underwater and..." 

She trailed off as she saw Alakazam clenching a fist around his bone, his hand trembling in anger. Her eyes grew 
concerned. 

"Hey, are you alright?" 

"I'm fine," drawled Alakazam through gritted teeth. "A little pest simply rolled my way." 

Weavile frowned, worried, before glancing back at the retreating figure of Bronzong. Weavile’s eyes narrowed. 



"What did he do to you? Did Bronzong-?" 

Alakazam swung his head around and scowled at her. "The last one I want to talk about is that damn bell! I hate to be 
rude, but leave me be." 

Weavile opened her mouth to protest, before nodding, turning around and heading back into the sea. 
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"On the bright side, we're winning 9 pieces to 8 right now," said Weavile. "But something's going on between 
Bronzong and Alakazam. No idea what, but it seems bad." 
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"There's some tension out there," commented Crobat, biting his lip. "No idea what, but I hope Honchkrow's 
not involved." 
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"We've got a Bastiodon, they've got a Tyrantrum, but I doubt Alakazam really knows how to build one- those 
smaller bones can be confusing," admitted Kabutops. "But still, we're a bit behind and cutting it close. I hope 
we can make it." 
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"We're doing quite well, Toxicroak- this last challenge is nearly completed, and then, we'll easily win the round and 
advance to the merge," said Bisharp, chuckling quietly. 

"Yeah dude!" shouted Toxicroak. The two of them had recently surfaced after scouring the depths for some sign of 
the bones they needed. Everyone was feeling the pressure as the game continued on and on. The Graceful 
Gardevoirs were a bit ahead, but they had to believe in Kabutops. The two remaining members of Team Night dove 
down deep again, into an area full of treasure chests. Bisharp struggled to open them, but they were locked. He 
noticed, however, that one of them was already open- must've been already taken by the Gardevoirs. He glanced at 
Toxicroak, before pointing to a keyhole. 

"Find the key?" asked Toxicroak. Bisharp nodded. 

The two looked around, scouring the depths. Toxicroak was moving through the sand along a reef of coral, peering 
around kelp beds and rocks. He peered into a small hole, before his eyes widened. Sitting there was a bone! 

But then he frowned as he pulled it out. It was white. Shrugging, he tossed to the side before he felt something tap his 
shoulder. Toxicroak turned to see Bisharp with the key. The two swam over, testing the key in the various chests 
(there were about six), before finally opening one with a red bone sitting inside. Bisharp grinned as they broke for the 
surface. 

"I'll take this back to Honchkrow," said Bisharp. "You keep looking." 

The knight broke for the entrance to the dome in a swift crawl. Toxicroak gave him a silly salute before diving back 
down. 
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Banette was dashing for the surface before he bumped into something large and red. Krookodile let out a hacking 
cough as Banette's head slammed into his stomach. Krookodile looked around wildly, before looking down. 

"Oh...sorry dude," said Banette, grinning apologetically. "Making for the surface. Check what I found down in the 
coral?" 

Banette held up what resembled a clawed foot. Krookodile flashed him a hasty thumb's up. 

"How about you?" 

"Nothing," grunted Krookodile, a bit too quickly. "I wanna win, so...if you'll excuse me." 

The croc zoomed past Banette, moving in the complete opposite direction. Banette eyed his back curiously. It 



seemed like Krookodile had been quick to bail on him. Was something going on? Was he up to no good? Banette 
knew that Krookodile was a bit shifty and would often bend the rules or try and pull a trick out of his ass, but this was 
a very basic challenge- what could he possibly do? Banette shrugged as he swam towards the entrance. 

Banette and Bisharp emerged from Lileep's challenge center at the same time, each rushing towards their respective 
builders. Banette tossed his bone to Alakazam before whirling around and charging back towards the cube. Alakazam 
didn't pay any attention. He was busy fastening an arm together. 

Alakazam stared at the bones. Was this right? This was a prehistoric life form he knew nothing about. While it was 
extremely easy to put a skull and torso together, the arms and legs were throwing him off. Was this a forearm or a 
thigh? Did the shoulders go this high up? Alakazam tried to concentrate, remembering everything he knew about 
Tyrantrums, but his mind kept drawing up blank. 

The only image that seemed to reappear in his mind was a sneering face. Alakazam spat on the ground as he heard 
the snide, mocking laugh of Bronzong in his head. 

'Blast him! He's got me second guessing myself!' cursed Alakazam in his head, as he took apart the arm and put it 
together in a different way. 

Bisharp eyed the Bastiodon fossil approvingly. "Very nice, Honchkrow. You've put it together well." 

Honchkrow puffed out her chest proudly, before tipping her hat. "Thank Kabutops, not me. He's da guy wit da intel." 
"Duly noted." 

Bisharp glanced at the skeleton. With the pelvic area he had just given to Honchkrow, the sculpture was almost 
complete. The only things remaining were one front leg and one back leg. Bisharp grinned as he rubbed his hands 
together. They were nearing the home stretch. Alakazam, while holding many pieces, was nowhere near as far in 
progress as they were. Bisharp nodded in grim approval, before turning to Honchkrow. 

"I must return to the waves. Best of luck." 

He ran off in the direction of the ocean. Honchkrow nodded, before turning and facing the sculpture. All in all, it was 
pretty cool looking- maybe Lileep would let her keep it and keep it as a cool piece of furniture in the office... 

Behind her, she heard a dry cough. Honchkrow turned around and took a red foot from Gengar’s hands. 

"Nice find, spooks!" she crowed. She looked up at him, before wincing. "Gengar? Uh...are you okay? You're lookin' a 
little...off right now." 

Gengar growled and walked away, covered in angry welts from the snapping clams. "Shut up." 
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"Twelve to twelve, and not looking good," said Gliscor. "Our resident brain seems...off." 
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Noivern burst from the water, flapping frantically as she shook water out of her wings. She had a bone held fast in her 
tail as she handed it to Alakazam, before shooting back towards the cube. By now, the teams were neck and neck, 
but the Gardevoirs were a step ahead. Noivern dove into the waves, weaving in and out of the maze. 

Banette saw her and nodded. "How many more?" 

Noivern bobbed her head twice. Banette grinned and swam over to Bronzong, giving him the message. 

Bronzong's droning voice sounded in all of his teammates heads. 

'We have two pieces left. Let’s get on with it, I don't trust Alakazam to finish the job quickly-' 

Gothitelle shut off his voice with a quick crunch in her head. She scoffed quietly, glancing at Weavile. 

'How can you stand him?' 

Weavile shrugged, thinking back at her. 



'He can be okay if he's okay with you. Unfortunately, Alakazam's little trial made an enemy out of him.' 

'Bah! Eet makes no difference. Eef he wishes to hold a grudge against us, zat is fine by moi. Come. Let us look for 
the final two pieces.' 

Weavile nodded and swam away from her, diving down deep to go check out the depths. She bumped into Gliscor, 
who gave her a confused look. Weavile held up two claws, grinning. Gliscor punched his claws together and swam 
off. 

Nearby, Crobat was floating in the shadows. Two left for the Gardevoirs? That wasn't going well. He swam around, 
moving through the sand quietly, but no matter how much terrain he covered, he couldn't find anything. He peered 
around many plants and stones, but there was no red bone. 

But what was that? In a tiny little cavern, there was a white bone. Crobat bit his lip, conflicted. On one hand, the white 
bone was the Gardevoirs- taking it would set them back. On the other hand, there was no place to hide it and he'd be 
easily found out. But then again, the Graceful Gardevoirs hadn't found it yet. It should be fine. 

Crobat floated upwards, before he collided with Kabutops. In the prehistoric Pokemon's arms was another red bone, 
resembling a red leg bone. 

"We've got two left after this!" said Kabutops, his eyes gleaming. "I'm gonna grab Mismagius and tell her to round up 
the last two bones for us! We should all start gathering on the surface, got it? I gotta tell Honchkrow what goes 
where!" 

Crobat nodded, bobbing his head. Two left. He had to find a bone quick, before the Gardevoirs found their final two. 

Make that final one. Crobat was almost knocked over by the flashing light that was Luxray, moving through the water 
faster than a train. 

"I AM MASTER OF THE TIDE! CHAOS IS MY GUIDE!" rhymed Luxray, cackling manically, a red bone clutched in 
her paws as her tail spun like a propeller, shooting her towards the surface. Crobat stared for a moment, before 
remembering he had to BREATHE. He shot for the surface, before glancing around. He saw Bisharp emerge nearby. 
Time to pass on the message. 
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"Once we were all up to 14 bones, Lileep made us gather on the surface," said Noivern. "Totally had another 
twist planned." 

000 

Gengar was applying band aids to his body. "I don't even know what happened...how did THAT happen?" 
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Once Luxray had arrived with a bone, Lileep had waddled over to the Graceful Gardevoirs, standing between them 
and the Victorious Vileplumes. 

"Alright guys, it's time for a new rule to the game," she announced. 

Luxray grinned and wobbled violently, while Gothitelle's eyes widened. On the other hand, Kabutops sighed. Great. 
More twists. 

"And what is it this time?" asked Alakazam, but Lileep picked up a mega phone. 

"Campers! All of you make your way to the surface! We need to talk about the remaining rule!" 

One by one, the campers made their way up to the surface, with a pleasant surprise for the Victorious Vileplumes- 
Mismagius had located their 14th bone. Honchkrow grinned as she attached it to the foot of the Bastiodon. Their 
sculpture was near completion. In sharp contrast, Alakazam was still struggling with the Tyrantrum skeleton, although 
to be fair, he was missing a rather large portion of the arm. In addition, Alakazam had grown careless in his anger- 
while the Victorious Vileplume fossil was firm and compact, the Tyrantrum shook and shuddered- the screws holding 
it together were anything but stable. 



"Oh nice, you both have fourteen pieces!" said Lileep cheerfully. "Now it gets fun. Everyone else gets to help the 
builder with their fossil. Well, only by giving advice- the builder still needs to build it, okay?" 

"Joy," muttered Alakazam crossly. Bronzong smirked. 

"But- on the other side, now I'm only going to allow one Pokemon in the cube- only one Pokemon can search for the 
last piece in the water. You've got to choose who you want that to be, right now, because they're your last hope for 
winning the game! Decide quickly, because your time starts NOW!" 

"Only one person gets to look?" asked Mismagius. "Talk about pressure." 

Gengar shrugged. "Thank Arceus-1 do NOT want to be the one down there. 

"Who do we want to go?" asked Bisharp. 

Silence. Then everybody slowly turned to look at Kabutops. He glanced around, almost surprised. "What?" 

"You've gotten us this far," said Honchkrow, tilting her hat. "I trust you to get us all da way to da merge." 

"You've got the best eyes for this," agreed Crobat. 

Kabutops tapped his chin, before nodding. "Okay. I'm the fastest swimmer too, I suppose. Honchkrow, I'm gonna go 
find the last piece- it's a back left leg, so I know the size of it. You're gonna have to attach it really quickly- we have no 
idea how quickly the Graceful Gardevoirs will find their own bone." 

"Good luck," said Bisharp. "And know that as far as I'm concerned, you're safe from elimination." 

"Seconded," agreed Mismagius. 

Kabutops nodded and dashed towards the cube, diving into the ocean before entering it. 

"Who goes?" asked Banette. 

"We need someone fast, but also someone who can look in clever spots, yo!" said Noivern. 

"Well...I don't think that would fit...I'd recommend Luxray if she wasn't welL.Luxray," said Gliscor, scratching his head. 
"Pick someone quick," said Alakazam, eyes closed in frustration. 

Bronzong sighed. "Weavile. Go in the cube, move all. the way to the corner closest to us, swim down. Last bone is 
there." 

There was a stunned silence where everyone looked at Bronzong in astonishment. Bronzong rolled his eyes. 

"How did you-?" began Banette. 

"I stashed it down there in case something like this happened," said Bronzong. "Twists and tricks are pretty common 
this season. I also used it as bait to see if the enemy team would mess with us. Turn's out they didn't. Lucky us, eh?" 

Krookodile stifled a laugh, hastily turning it into a hacking cough. 

"Time's being wasted, Weavile- go grab that bone!" yelled Gliscor, eyes wide. 

Weavile glanced from Bronzong to Banette, before sprinting in the direction of the ocean. Banette watched her, a bit 
dreamily. 

"What a woman." 

"Get ahold of yourself," snapped Bronzong. 
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Kabutops tore through the water, his eyes scanning every inch of the ocean floor and walls for some sign of a red 
bone. This was it- the final hour of the challenge that was HIS moment of glory. He couldn't let his team down- he was 
finally in his element, he HAD to win. 



But for whatever damn reason, he could NOT find that last bone. He swam through caves, under rocks, through 
trenches, but there was nothing there. He peered in cavern after cavern, before stopping with a jolt. What was that? 

A bone! But...damnit, it was a white bone. That wasn't helpful at all. 

"Wrong bone," growled Kabutops. "Where the hell is it?" 

But as long as this bone was still here, he still had time! 

Weavile, on the other hand, had dove down to where Bronzong had told her to go. She shifted the sand around a 
little, before letting out a shocked gasp. It was right there, just as Bronzong had said. The final white bone! 

She broke for the surface, swimming as fast as she could. Kabutops noticed her out of the corner of his eye, his eye 
confused. Did she need air? Did she give up? Her bone was right down here, so she couldn't have found it. 

Damn, he was wasting time. He had to find that final red bone! 
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Weavile burst out of the water, exited the area, and came sprinting towards Alakazam, holding up a bone in her fist 
triumphantly. Banette and Noivern whooped and cheered, while Bronzong smirked in satisfaction. Seconds later, 
Kabutops emerged as well, dashing towards the Victorious Vileplumes with a panicked expression on his face. 
Everyone's faces twisted in confusion- there was no bone in his scythes. 

"Kabutops...you didn't-?" began Crobat. 

"It's not there!" gasped Kabutops, panting. "I looked everywhere, I haven't found a red bone anywhere!" 

Bisharp's eyes flashed. "That's impossible...unless Lileep miscalculated." 

"I did not," said Lileep coolly, although she looked a bit perplexed- the cube, while decent in size, was not very large. 

Meanwhile, everyone was watching Alakazam as he tried to place the last few pieces together- the Psychic appeared 
to be moving awkwardly, and each time he put a set of limbs together, he would shake his head critically and take 
them apart. 

"Come on, Alakazam, you've got this!" said Gliscor, nervously glancing back at the Vileplumes. "They might catch 
up!" 


"At this rate, they probably will," said Bronzong with a sneer. "Glad my trump card is going to waste." 

Krookodile growled in annoyance. No way! They couldn't lose! Not after all the time he had bought them! If they 
figured out his little trick... 

Alakazam cursed quietly. Was this left? Or right? Why did he keep second guessing himself? What was going on? 
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"Hit him with a Confuse Ray at the beginning when his back his turned, and it throws him off his game," said 
Bronzong quietly. He chuckled a bit. "I'll admit, it wore off quickly, but I think I pushed him just enough to 
throw him in a funk the entire challenge." 

Bronzong shrugged. "I don't think anyone saw it coming. Alakazam getting stabbed in the back by his own 
teammate, so close to the merge. And everyone was keeping an eye on me after they saw how annoyed he 
was. Too bad I already made my move. It'll take more than watchful eyes to catch ME in the act." 
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"It has to be down there...it just has to be!" protested Gengar. "It's like...a rule!" 

"You checked everywhere? You didn't find anything?" demanded Bisharp. 

"I only saw a white bone, and that's the Gardevoirs' Bone!" snapped Kabutops. 

"Well, dey don't got a red one!" squawked Honchkrow. "I got no idea what da hell is going on!" 



"...you saw a white bone?" asked Mismagius. "Weavile found the last bone for their team, right? Did you see her grab 
the bone from its hiding spot?" 

Kabutops froze, the realization dawning on him. "...no...no I didn't see her grab that one! But they have all of the..." 

"...I want answers. Where was this last bone located?" asked Bisharp, eyes narrowed. 

"In a small cove near a bunch of treasure chests." 

"Go fetch it. Quickly!" 

As Kabutops sprinted back towards the water, Toxicroak gave Bisharp a worried glance. "Dude...l saw that one 
too...remember it? I pulled it out and looked at it before tossing it aside...! guess it floated back in there." 

"I do," said Bisharp, his tone grave. "Let's see what exactly happens." 

Meanwhile, with the Graceful Gardevoirs... 

"Alakazam, c'mon!" hissed Banette, eyes wide. 

"I...I...," stuttered Alakazam, shaking his head. What was going on? 

"Relax, dearest," said Gothitelle. "Take your time. Zey still have not caught up." 

"Yeah, but they probably will, since this guy is obviously too confused to figure it out." 

Gothitelle grit her teeth at the sound of Bronzong's grating voice. "Ignore him, Alakazam. Just take your time." 

"Yeah, take your time. And ours along with it. Thanks for blowing it again." 

Alakazam opened his mouth to snap a reply, but Gothitelle moved faster. SMACK! 

Bronzong, to his credit, didn't flinch, but his expression was vaguely surprised. Gothitelle stared at him coldly. 

"If you do not wish to help us, zen stay silent- you are simply breaking his concentration and confusing him." 
Something went off in Alakazam's brain. 

"Confusion..." 

"Huh? You okay, dude?" asked Noivern, cocking her head to one side. Bronzong, however, shifted slightly. 
"Confusion...you...my head...what did you do?" asked Alakazam, turning to face the bell. 

"Shouldn't you be more focused on the-?" 

"To hell with the challenge!" snarled Alakazam. "You set me up to fail! I don't know what you did, but you did 
something while my back was turned...my mind's been...all over the place this challenge..." 

Everyone was shocked to hear Bronzong laugh in response. 

"Why don't you try proving it again? I'd love to go another round with Alakazam's court. Of course, knowing you, you'll 
just fail a third time." 

Alakazam clenched a fist. Gothitelle touched his arm, trying to calm him down. 

"Hey guys, I'm loving the drama, but can we save it for after the challenge?" muttered Krookodile nervously. Kabutops 
had to have reached the other bone by now. 

"He doesn't care, his precious ego is more important." 

"You insolent little-!" spat Gothitelle, but Alakazam silenced her. 

"Enough. Must you continue to needle me so? What do you have to gain from this?" 

"Nothing at all," said Bronzong coolly. "I just want you to hurry up and win the challenge." 



"I mean your attitude. For a Pokemon who loathes the solitude he finds comfort in, what purpose do you have 
pushing others away?" 

Everyone exchanged a confused glance, but Banette focused his eyes on Bronzong. He had never seen that 
expression on the bell before. It was as if he had just swallowed a load of Mew's cooking and was trying not to hurl 
from disgust. 

"You jerk," breathed Bronzong, eyes narrowed. "You should keep your mouth shut. How the hell do you know about 
that?" 

"Because as much as Hypno claims that he and I are alike, I disagree. In fact, I would say that you and I are the ones 
most similar here. I recognize that look. That lonely look of yours. But you're uncomfortable around others, so as 
much as you loathe it, loneliness is preferable." 

Bronzong looked absolutely speechless for once, but came back quickly. Everyone was silently watching the 
confrontation between them. 

"Tch. Please. As you said, I prefer the loneliness. I'm not the one trying desperately to fit in." 

"I'm not surprised to see you have an attitude like that, if my assumption is correct. I believe your parents did not take 
care of you very much. But after seeing what it did to you, I can understand why they wouldn't want to be around you 
too much." 

Noivern and Luxray gasped. Gliscor's jaw dropped. 

Bronzong glared, but shrugged. "Takes one to know one. But there was one advantage to it. I was never rejected." 

Gothitelle's eyes flashed, and Alakazam flinched. He stared at Bronzong, with half of his face angry, and the other 
half mortified. 

"Please don't go there." 

"What, you can drag me in the dirt, but the moment I do it, it's bad?" snapped Bronzong. "Go on- we're alike right? 

Tell me how it feels to not fit in, Alakazam. Some genius you turned out to be- too dumb for the rest of your kind, and 
too smart and weak for your father to accept you!" 

The last words were thrown with such venom that didn't suit Bronzong at all. So much so that the enemy team, which 
had glanced over to see what the commotion was, all stared. Weavile gaped in shock while Banette stepped forward. 

"That was too damn far, Bronzong." 

"Why you heartless, little-!" cried Gothitelle, charging up a blast of Psychic energy. 

Alakazam raised a hand. "No." 

Gothitelle gave him a look of confusion. Bronzong scoffed. 

"Fine. You want to see a genius? You really want to see my full potential?" 

Alakzam gave Bronzong a look of pure fury before he began to glow. 
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"Oh man...oh man oh man oh man," muttered Gliscor. "That was...way too intense." 
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"I never would've...I never would've believed that would happen to him," said Weavile. 
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"When two people are hurting, some things get said that should never be said but...holy hell, that whole thing 
was rough," said Crobat, his face troubled. 



000 


Alakazam's body glowed with a harsh light as it began to grow larger as it rose in the air. The legs and arms grew 
longer, while his mustache extended and turned white. A long beard of the same color burst from below his snout. His 
armor changed from dark brown to a dusky pink, while his legs crossed over each other in what appeared to 
resemble a lotus position. His head shifted in shape, his skull almost resembling a star, a red gem studded in the 
center of his forehead. In addition, with a simple snap of his fingers, not one or two spoons appeared, but five. They 
all floated around him. 

Everyone could feel the raw energy exerting from his body. As everyone stared in shock, Mega Alakazam glanced at 
the Victorious Vileplumes sculpture, before looking at his own. 

"So this is it," he said, his voice deep and calm. And yet, for some reason, it didn't sound like Alakazam at all. The 
slight accent had vanished, and where there had once been an air of confidence, there was only cold emotion. 

"Tyrantrum. The Despot Pokemon. A carnivore featuring a powerful jaw. Small arms were not used very often. Legs 
were powerful to carry the heavy stone form. Calculating bone structure." 

Everyone watched as Mega Alakazam simpy stared at the sculpture. Meanwhile, Honchkrow glanced away when she 
heard a splash. 

"Hey! KABUTOPS, QUICK!" 

Kabutops had appeared, a white bone under his arm as he ran as fast as he could towards the sculpture. Mega 
Alakazam, however, paid him no heed. 

"Calculations complete. Assembling skeleton." 

He snapped his fingers once more and the bones rearranged themselves in a perfect skeleton of the prehistoric 
Pokemon. Krookodile sighed in relief as Kabutops skidded to a halt, staring at the completed fossil in dismay. 

"DAMNIT!" 

Mega Alakazam turned to face the Victorious Vileplumes, giving them a hollow look. 

"Victory secured. We have won, you have lost. Bastiodon fossil is no longer necessary." 

He pointed his hand towards the Victorious Vileplumes' hard built fossil and blasted it with raw psychic energy. The 
bones were scattered, while everyone else shielded themselves from the blast. 

Weavile was shocked. THIS was Alakazam's power? He had just won the challenge instantly by Mega Evolving! It 
was insane. She glanced to Gothitelle, expecting her to be proud of him for coming back and proving Bronzong 
wrong. 

But Gothitelle wasn't smiling. Her expression was troubled, as she looked up at what her beloved had changed into. 
"Mega Alakazam, what did Bronzong do to you before?" 

"A simple enough question. The answer is quite obvious. He clearly struck me with a Confuse Ray to addle my weak 
form earlier to try and distort my thoughts, causing my weaker brain to succumb to the strange pulses and perform 
abysmally in the challenge. Calculating motive." 

"He tried to sabotage us!" snarled Luxray. "PUT HIM ON THE RACK!" 

Bronzong nervously backed away from the Psychic, who turned his eyes to stare down Bronzong. 

"Motive solved. Bronzong did not aim to make us lose the challenge. Sabotage was not the goal. The goal was to use 
the situation and taunt Alakazam into using his Mega Evolution to create me. His goal is to make me appear a threat 
and waste my Mega Evolution to prove I have a lack of self control. Calculating success rate. Bronzong's scheme 
was indeed successful to an extent. Running thoughts. I will take advantage of this situation. But first, measures must 
be taken." 

Mega Alakazam reached for Bronzong and grabbed him with his telekinesis, lifting him in the air. The bell grunted and 
attempt to free himself, but he could not break the Mega Evolution's hold. 



"Bronzong. Bronze Bell Pokemon. Scanning ability. Determined to be Levitate. Tracing now. Logic indicates 
weakness to Fire, Darkness, and Ghost typings. Detecting levels of fear in brain at the mention of Fire. Most effective 
method determined but...not deemed necessary. Instead, I will simply return the favor. Now using attack." 

"Put me down!" snarled Bronzong, but Mega Alakazam simply waved a hand and a pink wave of energy struck 
Bronzong directly in the face. The bell was knocked backwards, rolling across the ground in a heap, groaning. 

"Bronzong!" yelped Banette, glancing at Mega Alakazam. Yeah, there were some pretty low blows thrown about, but 
this was too much. 

"Banette. Marionette Pokemon. Ghost type. Emotion of fear detected. Unusual for specimen- data indicates that most 
Banette do not have a sense of fear. Regardless, there is no logical cause for worry. I used a Confusion attack- a 
weak Psychic move that is designed to addle the brains. Bronzong is resistant to such moves. I simply wished to 
return his favor." 

Bronzong grumbled as he tried to float up, but winced. That was a not very effective attack? It certainly felt pretty 
damn effective! His mind was aching. He had expected something strange when he had finally gotten Alakazam to 
use his evolution but...not this. Nothing like this. 

"Determining if additional measures are needed." 

"Nothing additional is needed, you jerk!" snapped Weavile, clenching her fists. 

"Weavile. Sharp Claw Pokemon. Strong readings of anger. Deemed to be irrational." 

"IRRATIONAL?" roared Weavile, sharpening her claws. 

"Indeed. Your anger is directed at my treatment of Bronzong, who wronged me. I have done nothing to you. You have 
no reason to be angry. Such emotion is deemed illogical and will be ignored." 

"Are you serious...THIS is what he had inside of him?" muttered Crobat to Honchkrow. 

Honchkrow just watched in shock. "Let me tell you somethin', Crobat. I am glad dat he ain't mad at us right now." 

Bisharp, on the other hand, watched the confrontation with satisfaction. He couldn't believe his luck! Though they had 
lost the challenge, he could easily manipulate the vote, and Alakazam had squandered his Mega Evolution! It would 
be much easier to eliminate him now. Bisharp made a mental note to thank Bronzong...that is if the bell lasted more 
than another episode. 

"Alakazam," said Gothitelle, a bit difficult. Her voice was a bit hoarse and she seemed to have a wary look in her eye. 
"Please. There is no need for this. She is being illogical, simply ignore her." 

Weavile threw Gothitelle a look of disbelief, but noticed that Gothitelle was staring at her with wide eyes, telling her 
not to say anything. 

"Indeed. All objectives taken care of. Bronzong has been dealt with, and the challenge has been won." 

Gothitelle sighed in relief. 

"New objective made. Calculating..." 

"What?" asked Gothitelle sharply. "Now what are you calculating?" 

"Total Pokemon Redux: A game of challenges to be the last one standing. Prize: One million dollars. Determining if 
prize is worth the effort to secure victory. Calculating now. Calculations complete. Monetary value is indeed worth the 
effort. Plotting next move to securing victory. Noting contestants who hold particular negative feelings for weaker 
form: Bronzong, Honchkrow, Crobat, Bisharp..." 

"Wait...plotting to...secure victory...is he figuring out how he'll win the game?" asked Mismagius incredulously. 

"What a cocky bastard," snapped Krookodile. 

"Translating. Insult of arrogance has been directed towards me. Illogical. Calculations have been run. If these plans 
are followed, success of winning game is 126% at very least. Maximum percentage calculation deemed 



unnecessary." 

"He...he isn't...he's not really gonna make a plan on the spot, is he?" said Gengar in shock. 

"Calculating threat level of remaining campers. Calculations complete. No camper deemed a high enough threat level 
to destroy chances of victory. Moving forward with plan. Calculating and determining next move." 

"He...he can't do it! There's no way we'd just let him waltz up to the victory spot...right?" asked Noivern, a bit weirded 
out. 

"Sensing unease from multiple competitors. Natural reaction to fear. Specimens of lesser intelligence should be 
assured that it is not personal, simply necessary for winning. Determining if unease should be taken advantage of. 
Completed action. Unease is an advantage. Noted for future plans." 

"He's insane!" yelped Toxicroak. "He's like a computer!" 

"He's gonna knock us out one by one!" yelled Kabutops. 

"Mega Alakazam, zat's enough!" said Gothitelle, staring at him with an icy calm. "You need to stop zis at once. You 
are not ze type of man to use zis power against your friends. Have you forgotten your ozzer self? Zis eez why he 
does not use zis form!" 

"Specimens of weaker intelligence often fear knowing too much. Ignorance is bliss to such Pokemon. Argument 
detected. Argument states that emotions of others and self should be taken into account when plotting course of 
action. Illogical- emotions merely complicate plans. Ignoring emotional thoughts." 

"Do not do zhis!" shouted Gothitelle, moving to stand in front of him, while Mega Alakazam simply stared at her. "Zis 
eez not who you are, Alakazam. You have won ze challenge and proven your intellect! Zat eez enough for one day! 
Please return to your normal form." 

"Request noted. Unfortunately, request is flawed- it is illogical to return to a weaker form if unnecessary. Mega 
Evolution has been determined to be strongest form. Strongest form is best suited to winning game. If I am to win this 
game, I shall calculate all moves in this form, ingrain them in my weaker form's mind, and then return to his inferior 
form." 

"Listen to me please!" said Gothitelle, practically pleading with him now. 

"Detecting desperation. Ignoring emotional complications." 

"My love, I beg of you-!" 

Mega Alakazam cocked his head to one side. "Love." 

Gothitelle froze and covered her mouth. "No, what I meant to say was-" 

"Defining love. Love is proven to be illogical ideal set by society. Determining explanation. Gothitelle, you do not feel 
love. None of us feel love. It is simply a pleasure caused by being within contact of someone who fits aesthetics and 
traits that your mind is programmed to be interested in. This line of thought should only be considered for procreation 
and finding a suitable mate. Any other emotional attachment that is deemed to be some form of love is utterly illogical. 
Performing brain scan." 

Mega Alakazam closed his eyes. "Detecting love in weaker side of brain. Illogical. Reprogramming." 

"What the hell?" asked Kabutops, eyes widening. 

"Reprogramming...his own brain?" asked Banette. "Can...can he even do that? He's gonna try and erase any form of 
love?" 


"ALAKAZAM, NO!" screamed Gothitelle, tears flowing down her face. Not this again. She had only witnessed this 
form once before, and it had been just as bad then, though she managed to snap him out of it before he had gone 
this far. But at this point, not even she could reason with him. 


This was NOT Alakazam. This was a monster of Mega Evolution. Banette couldn't even compare. 



"THAT'S ENOUGH!" shouted Luxray, leaping in front of Mega Alakazam, staring him down intensely. 

Mega Alakazam froze. 

"Luxray. Gleam Eyes Pokemon. Electric type. Interesting brain patterns moving through brain. Scanning for more 
information." 

Mega Alakazam stared intently at Luxray, before clutching his head. "Detecting problems. Subject appears to be 
powered by many illogical lines of thought. Lack of sense and reason are astounding in number. Thoughts are very 
random and disorganized. Determining if brain can categorize hers to make more sense. Calculations running. 
Calculations complete. Attempts to study Luxray's brain would be most dangerous for me. Mere presence alone is 
starting to affect me. It appears that retreat will be necessary until Luxray is far enough away. Plans to resume once 
this criteria is met. Returning to weaker form." 

Mega Alakazam glowed once more, before his form shifted back to that of regular Alakazam. He landed on the 
ground, standing perfectly still, before crumpling to the ground. 

Lileep, who had watched the whole thing to make sure nothing horrible happened, pulled out a walkie talkie. "Mew, 
Mewtwo. I’ll need you back here sooner rather than later. Alakazam is a bit unwell. Nothing serious, but he needs 
watching...understood, I'll put him in the infirmary." 

She hung up, before glancing over. "Banette, Gliscor, can you take him to the infirmary? Mewtwo is on his way." 

Banette and Gliscor exchanged a glance, before reaching down grabbing the unconscious Psychic, picking him up 
and carrying him away. Weavile watched them go, before walking over to Luxray. 

"That was...uh...l never thought your uh...thoughts would come in handy like that," said Weavile awkwardly. "How did 
you do-?" 

"Not right now," said Luxray quietly. She crouched down next to Gothitelle. 

Weavile stared in astonishment. Gothitelle was on the ground, frozen. She was no longer crying, but her expression 
was haunted. Weavile remembered how she had always seen the Kalos model- Gothitelle had always been proud, 
confident in her sex appeal, and friendly and willing to help out. This Pokemon crouching on the ground didn't 
resemble her friend in the slightest. She was glancing around warily, her hand clutched together, and sweat dripping 
down her face. 

"Gothitelle...," whispered Weavile, shocked. 

"Are you all right?" asked Luxray, her voice soothing. 

Gothitelle swallowed and nodded, getting to her feet and brushing herself off. "l...you see...zere is a raison zat...he 
eez hesitant to..." 

"I know," said Luxray, her voice calmer than Weavile had ever heard before unless it was around Mamoswine. "You 
don't seem too shocked." 

"You've seen it before," said Gengar uncomfortably, walking over with the rest of them. "Haven't you?" 

Gothitelle hesitated, before nodding. "Only once...when he introduced me to his father. His father liked me well 
enough, but zey...had a querelle about Alakazam's life choices. He did not take it well and Mega Evolved so he would 
not feel ze pain anymore. And eet worked- ze pain of his relationship wiz his pere did not bozzer him...but at a cost." 

"That shift...holy shit...I thought Banette was bad," muttered Mismagius. 

"They're both bad...in different ways," said Weavile quietly. "Are you sure you're okay, Gothitelle?" 

"I'll be fine...I'm more worried about Alakazam when he awakens," murmured Gothitelle. "He will not be happy." 

"Speaking of not being happy," growled Weavile. She turned and glared at Bronzong, who had floated back in the air 
and started to move away. 


"Don't you run away!" snarled Weavile. "You know, I thought you were reforming! I thought I could consider you 
something close to a friend, but you go and pull this shit!" 



"Weavile, stop," said Gothitelle, her voice firm. "Bronzong eez not solely to blame. Zey both did zis." 

She stepped over and looked at Bronzong, her lips in a firm line as she looked at the battered bell. 

"Finally realized that he's done enough crap to me, eh?" he muttered quietly. 

"I will not deny zat Alakazam has his flaws, but zis battle and power struggle between you needs to stop," said 
Gothitelle, her voice calm, but stern. "Eet eez foolish to let little trifles such as accusations and insults rile you up. Zat 
being said, ze next time you attempt to mess wiz mon amour, I will knock you out myself." 

"Are you angry?" said Bronzong with a sneer, giving her a nasty look. "Do you hate me? I can live with that." 

And she saw it. The same look that she saw on Alakazam's face when he was with his father. 

"No," she said. "I feel sorry for you. Because no matter how strong or smart you are, zere eez no way to beat 
solitude." 

She turned around and walked away, leaving a stunned Bronzong gaping at her. 

Lileep sighed. "Well, I suppose that wraps up the challenge. Since the Graceful Gardevoirs completed their skeleton 
first, that means they win the challenge. Victorious Vileplumes, you'll-" 

"AHEM!" 

Lileep looked up and Mew appeared, arms folded as he stared at her in disbelief. 

"What?" asked Lileep. 

"UH...WHAT DO YOU MEAN WHAT? I MISSED A MEGA EVOLUTION, THAT'S WHAT!" yelled Mew. "DUDE! I WAS 
SO PUMPED TO SEE WHAT ALAKAZAM DID AS A MEGA." 

"You can just watch and review the episode footage," muttered Kabutops, folding his arms. 

"IT'S NOT THE SAME!" groaned Mew. "ANYWAY- POINT BEING, IT'S MY DAMN JOB TO TELL THE CAMPERS 
WHO'S GOING TO THE ELIMINATION CEREMONY, SO BACK OFF!" 

"Sheesh, you're immature," muttered Lileep. 

"Anyways- Graceful Gardevoirs! You guys win and get to stay safe! Victorious Vileplumes, not so good for you- head 
to the ceremony and get ready to vote someone off! We good?" 

"No we're not damn good!" snarled Kabutops. "I got a bone to pick with you and Lileep! Literally!" 

"Oh...right, the bone!" said Toxicroak. "Did you get it?" 

"Yeah. I got it. So Lileep. A red bone, right? SO WHAT THE HELL IS THIS?" 

Kabutops tossed the white bone down in front of her. Lileep stared at it, trying to figure out what happened. 

"And that's definitely our bone," commented Crobat. "I mean, it matches the other legs of the Bastiodon. So why is it 
white?" 

"That IS the question, isn't it," said Lileep, sounding genuinely confused. 

"I bet you just forgot to do it," said Bisharp scathingly. 

"I assure you, I didn't." 

"Then...maybe the water washed it off!" shouted Toxicroak. 

Bisharp sighed quietly and pointed Toxicroak to the destroyed Bastiodon skeleton, which was now a pile of red 
bones. Toxicroak stared in confusion, before smacking his forehead. 


"Oh. Right." 



"So, this is definitely our bone," growled Bisharp. "So why is it white and not red like the others?" 

Everyone stared at it carefully, before Honchkrow let out a shocked squawk. 

"Hey wait! Look at dat!" 

She grabbed the bone and held up, pointing to a spot on one of the ends. On the bone, there were a few red specks. 
"Red...so...wait, how did that get there?" asked Toxicroak. 

Kabutops, on the other hand, was examining the bone carefully, before he swore quietly. He glanced at Bisharp, who 
was giving him a similar look of disbelief. 

"So you see it too," said the knight. 

"Yep." 

"What happened?" asked Mismagius, staring down at the paint. 

"...someone scratched the paint off," said Bisharp. "This bone was red, and they scratched the paint off to trick us. 
That's why it was hidden- so no Graceful Gardevoir would find it unless they stumbled on it. They weren't looking for it 
because it wasn't their bone!" 

"But who could've done this?" asked Mismagius. "It's just...it's...it's just crazy!" 

"Alakazam was on the surface...," said Crobat. "But other than that, anyone could've." 

"I dunno...l doubt Bronzong would do it either. Seems like a lot of effort, and he was focused on Alakazam," said 
Bisharp quietly. 

Kabutops, however, was confused. There was some strange marks in the bone, other than the red paint specks. It 
was almost as if...there were slight grooves in it...small indentations in the bone. Kabutops was confused. This wasn't 
just a prehistoric Pokemon- it was a BASTIODON, one of the toughest Pokemon that ever existed. And yet, despite 
the creatures' powerful bones, whatever the cheat had used, he had been able to get through the paint and carve the 
bone slightly. Kabutops frowned. 

"Hey...check this out...there are marks on the bone." 

"So we know how they carved it up, what's your point?" asked Gengar, coming over. 

"It could tell us who the hell did it," said Bisharp, his tone intrigued. "Well? Those look like claw marks...who over 
there has claws?" 

"Krookodile? Gliscor and Noivern...l mean...hang on...wait a second," said Kabutops. "Weavile...she has 
claws...strong ones." 

"As a matter of fact...didn't you say she didn't even look at that bone- she simply found the last one that belonged to 
them?" murmured Toxciroak. 

"...yeah...she didn't," said Kabutops, his blood starting to boil. He turned around and stomped over to the Graceful 
Gardevoirs who were still watching Gothitelle. 

"WEAVILE!" snarled Kabutops. He chucked the bone at her feet. Weavile turned in confusion. 

"What’s that?" 

"Gee, I wonder," drawled Kabutops. "I can't believe this. I thought you'd changed, at least a little, but you're still a little 
sneak, aren't you?" 

"Kabutops...I honestly have NO idea what you're talking about," said Weavile, not sure why the shellfish was so 
pissed. 

"I'LL GIVE YOU A HINT! MAYBE BECAUSE YOU CARVED UP THIS BONE?" 


Weavile stared at it. "Wait...that's white...but it's not a part of our fossil. What's up with it?" 



Kabutops picked it up and shoved it in her face. "SEE THE RED SPECKS? I know what you did, Weavile- you 
scratched the paint off to fuck with us so we'd lose!" 

"What?" gasped Weavile, eyes narrowing in annoyance. "No I didn't!" 

"Oh yeah? Name someone else with claws like yours. And no offense, ice bitch, but I don't think your track record 
holds up!" 

Weavile's nostrils flared. "I haven't pulled any shit like this ALL SEASON! Why would I do it now before the merge? I 
wasn't even being considered for elimination!" 

Kabutops didn't falter. "I remember Island," he rasped. "And I remember you making stupid moves that made no 
sense. Guess what? You win this round, but once that merge hits, I'm coming for you- that I promise." 

He turned around and stomped away, the rest of his team following him. Mismagius and Crobat stared at Weavile in 
disbelief as she clenched her fists. 

"...Weavile that was...really a not cool move, girl," said Noivern. 

"IT WASN'T ME!" snapped Weavile. 

"Well, either way...something tells me this ceremony's going to be a bit tense," said Gliscor, looking uneasy. 
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"The hell she didn't do it. She's going DOWN!" snarled Kabutops, slamming his scythe into a wall. 
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"What a jerk! Just because I used to be...well...a total bitch, doesn't mean I did this! I can't believe that! You'd 
think people would finally get over it!" shouted Weavile, throwing her hands up. 
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"Oh man!" cackled Krookodile. "I can't BELIEVE this is how it turned out! I couldn't have asked for better 
luck than this! That prehistoric sap has no idea what I did to that bone, but he thinks it was claw girl! What an 
idiot! I'm home free to the merge, baby!" 
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Banette walked through the woods, knowing exactly who he was looking for. Since Weavile and Kabutops were both 
in terrible moods for some reason, he might as well take care of some other business. He swerved around a tree and 
bumped into someone. 

"Oof!" 

Banette stumbled, before offering a hand to help Toxicroak up. "Sheesh, you ran right into me. What’s the rush?" 
Toxicroak gave a weak smile. "Well, I mean...I'm a little on edge. It's the last elimination before the merge." 

Banette gave him a sympathetic look. "True enough. You know who you're voting for?" 

"Well uh...not exactly...! was looking for Bisharp, though." 

Banette frowned. Toxicroak seemed to be pretty wary, and he was looking at Banette strangely. Was something 
bothering him. Toxicroak got to his feet, scratching his head, before giving Banette a guarded look. 

"I uh...l better go find him." 

"Uh...yeah...sure," said Banette. Toxicroak took off, but before he disappeared, the frog turned around. 

"Hey uh...Banette...uh..." 

Banette glanced at him curiously. Toxicroak opened his mouth, before shutting it again. "N-nevermind!" 



Banette scratched his head as the frog scampered away. He shook his head. "Man...that was...weird." 

The puppet continued on, his eyes flitting through the trees. He eventually arrived at a great boulder, looked around, 
before he saw what he was looking for. The puppet folded his arms. 

"You went a bit overboard." 

Bronzong, floating above the rock, tossed him a look of annoyance. "What's your point?" 

"What was YOUR point?" snapped Banette. 

"I was petty," growled Bronzong. "I let what that Psychic did to me get to me. I wanted to strike back." 

"You? YOU got angry?" asked Banette, smirking despite the situation. "What did Alakazam do to get under your 
skin?" 


"He's just like me," snapped Bronzong. "Do you know how infuriating that is? To have him act like he's better than 
me? So...l knocked him down a peg." 

"That's still unlike you- why not try to get him voted off?" 

"Who's to say I haven't? Who's more dangerous- Bronzong? Or the guy that has the potential to make a plan to 
eliminate everybody?" 

Banette was about to argue, before he realized exactly what Bronzong had done. "Okay, that was clever, but 
Alakazam knows what you're up to now. And to make him use his Mega...dude, you saw Gothitelle, that was a not 
cool zone. And that thing with his Dad-" 

"You know well enough he threw the first punch there," hissed Bronzong. "Granted, when he evolved I...I didn't 
expect THAT, you know? I didn't think he'd...the thing with the emotions that he was trying to get rid of." 

"Something tells me that's not how all Mega Alakazam work," said Banette. "Call it a Mega's intuition if you will. You 
clearly touched a nerve and his emotions broke down." 

"...I don't plan to apologize," said Bronzong coolly. "You can give my condolences to Gothitelle, but I won't 
apologize...not to him." 

Banette sighed, before nodding. "Got it. I'll see you around then." 

The puppet left, and Bronzong felt a lot darker than he had before. 
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"Uh...Bisharp?" asked Toxicroak, running up to him. 

"There you are," said the knight, with Kabutops and Gengar gathered with him. "Come. We were just discussing our, 
ah...next course of action." 

"Oh...well...uh...the thing is...I got a note." 

"A note?" asked Gengar. "What kind of note?" 

"It's...well...I find it on our door and well...it's probably better you read for yourself." 

Bisharp took the paper and scanned the page quickly, before narrowing his eyes. "While the nature of the note is 
clear to me, I don't understand why they simply...didn't ask us directly. This clearly is someone who wants something 
out of us that they cannot do, so I don't see the harm in admitting it." 

"What kind of note?" asked Kabutops. "A threat? Information? Confession, maybe?" 

"Nothing of the sort," said Bisharp, shaking his head as he held up the note. "An elimination request." 

"What?" asked Kabutops. He looked over and read the note, before frowning grimly. 

Gengar read it as well. "Dude! We can't...l mean..." 



"What’s the alternative?" asked Bisharp coolly. "Unless you'd like to volunteer yourself up, I suggest we simply do as 
the note asks and vote for them." 


"WelL.I mean...that is-" 

"He's got a point Gengar," said Kabutops, eyes closed. "Let's do it. It keeps us safe." 

Gengar sighed. 

"Okay. But I'm not happy about it." 
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"Well, pat yourselves on the backs, because all of you have made it to the merge!" said Mew. Then he laughed. 
"Well...except ONE of you. So, now we've got the Victorious Vileplumes up for elimination tonight. I wonder who's 
going to be the one to go home?" 

"I still think the challenge should be null," said Bisharp. "This was completely unfair. We were SABOTAGED-" 

"There was NO rule against it," said Mew, his tone firm. "I'm not going to change the order and mess with the 
challenge schedule to throw together an extra challenge because YOUR team didn't exploit a loophole. If it means so 
much to you, try and figure out who did it. I've been seeing a lot of sabotage this season on BOTH teams." 

Bisharp scoffed, but didn't argue. Everyone watched carefully as the elimination went under way. Noivern and Gliscor 
looked like they were trying to figure it out, while Banette's pale eyes flickered from face to face. Gothitelle, now 
recovered, watched the proceedings with little interest- Alakazam was notably absent, and it was clear her mind was 
on him. 

"Now then, let's see who's made it to the next round. When I call your name, come on up. Toxicroak...and Kabutops." 

Toxicroak looked shocked to be the first one called, but stretched out his hand to catch his block. Kabutops also 
grabbed his, throwing a mean look at Weavile, who scowled at him. Banette looked between the two, a bit confused. 
Had something gone down between them? 

"Honchkrow...Gengar...and Bisharp!" 

Honchkrow flapped forward, casting a worried glance at Crobat. Crobat gave her a solemn nod. They had suspected 
something might be happening when Bisharp hadn't come to see who they were voting for. So...had the knight finally 
made his move? Their two votes hadn't been enough to send Bisharp packing. She hoped he hadn't caught onto it. 
Mismagius, on the other hand, scowled but looked defiant. 

"Crobat, and Mismagius? Interesting- a pair of longtime veterans down in the final two before the merge," said Mew, 
grinning. "Y'know, Mismagius, I seem to recall you getting eliminated right before the merge in Total Pokemon Island 
as well...courtesy of Weavile." 

Mismagius glared, while Kabutops snorted. "Maybe she's done it again." 

"WHAT WAS THAT?" snarled Weavile. 

"And Crobat...hmmm...maybe you're finally a threat...or a liability...which one do you think?" 

Crobat shrugged. "Get on with it, man. I don’t have time for your drama building." 

Noivern sighed. "Man, Crobat is really cool." 

"Dude!" hissed Gliscor. 

Noivern giggled nervously. "I mean, don't get me wrong, I prefer you, but he's a hot piece of ass. And do you really 
think I'd try to steal HONCHKROW'S man?" 

Gliscor rolled his eyes and moped quietly. Noivern laughed at his droopy expression and started smooching him. 
Bronzong, next to them, pulled a face. 

"Gag me," he muttered to Gothitelle, who happened to be behind him. She couldn't help it- she smirked. 



"The last Poke Block will go to..." 

Mismagius crossed her arms. Crobat bit his lip, glancing at Bisharp, whose expression was unreadable. 

"Crobat. Sorry Mismagius- you're out right before the merge a second time." 

Mismagius's cool expression was gone in an instant. Her jaw dropped. "Wait, what? Me? Why me?" 

"Because you had the most votes, silly!" said Mew, chuckling. "Gotcha!" 

Banette gripped the bleachers tightly, glancing at Weavile. She gave him a questioning look, but he just shrugged. He 
had no idea why Mismagius was going home, honestly. 


"But...but-!" 

"No buts!" shouted Mew. "Time to get on out of here." 
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"Well, can't say I'm shocked- Trevenant was the only thing that was keeping her in the game," scoffed 
Bronzong. 
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"We did as requested, but I still want answers," said Bisharp darkly. 
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"Great! Just great!" grumbled Mismagius. "Out before the merge AGAIN? Come ON! Why the hell was I 
eliminated? I don't think I screwed up enough tonight to warrant that." 

She struck a thoughtful pose. "Still...Mew might see fit to bring me back. Here's hoping I get another shot, 
but I don't...Banette or Gothitelle, my money's on you. Bring this game home!" 

"Well, at least I can put the shitty past behind me while I leave. Time to go home and start over. A nice 
relaxing boat ride should help me unwind." 
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"MEW!" shrieked Mismagius, banging against the somehow impenetrable box she was trapped in. "THIS ISN'T 
FUNNY! WHY CAN'T I FLOAT OUT OF THIS THING? HELP! YOU CAN'T TRAP GHOSTS!" 

"Oh I can, I have methods," said Mew airily. The box containing the claustrophobic ghost banged loudly as she 
struggled to escape. Banette sighed as he shook his head. 

"C'mon Mew, can't you-" 

"Nope! Not hearing it." 

"Immature as always." 

Mew gave Banette a sour look. "From you? Please." 

"How did you manage to trap her?" asked Gothitelle, a bit curious. 

"Tricks of the trade friend. And cheer up, zipperlips! I'll do something nice for her- tell you what, I'll make the boat go 
slower!" 

"HOW IS THAT GOING TO HELP?" screeched Mismagius. 

"Well, the box won't roll around as much!" said Mew brightly. "So you won't be bumping into and feeling so 
claustrophobic. I mean granted, you'll be stuck in there a lot longer while the boat goes slow but...oh well, you win 
some you lose some. Sayonara!" 


The boat blew its whistle and sailed off, taking the screaming Mismagius with it. 



"So...uh...Nightmare Isle?" asked Gengar, scratching his head. 

"No Nightmare Isle!" said Mew, his tone a bit warmer. "You've all made it to the merge. You're going to have a week 
off while I take care of some business, so enjoy the vacation!" 

"A week off?" asked Gliscor. "Really?" 

"Really really," said Mew kindly. "So have fun for the next week, because then the merge is coming up, and it won't 
be easy. Now then, I got to go take care of business." 

With that, he teleported away. Bisharp turned to face everyone. 

"Before we leave for the night, I have a concern on a matter I wish to share with all of you. If you could meet me by 
the campfire, I would be most grateful-1 believe everyone has a right to know about this." 
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"Now what is he up to?" snapped Honchkrow, though she seemed relieved to know that Crobat wasn't on the 
chopping block anymore. "Dat guy rubs me da wrong way." 

000 

"A week off!" cheered Noivern. "I'M READY TO RAAAAAAAAAAAAWK!" 

000 

Bisharp sat in front of everyone, Toxicroak at his side. Everybody gathered around the fire, sitting in the seats usually 
reserved for everyone who could possibly be eliminated. The campers murmured among themselves as Bisharp 
stepped forward. 

"I feel like it is necessary to share with you the reason of Mismagius's elimination. You see, the thought had not 
originally occurred to me, though I won't deny she may have been voted regardless. However, Mismagius's 
elimination was not necessarily a decision we made ourselves. It was a request." 

"A request?" asked Gothitelle. "What eez eet you mean by zat?" 

"Toxicroak- the note." 

Toxicroak handed Bisharp a paper, and he held it up. 

"We received this note on the wall of the Victorious Vileplume's boy cabin. Toxicroak was the first one back after the 
challenge, so he found it and brought it to me. This note asked for us to vote for Mismagius or...suffer the 
consequences." 

"Let me get this straight- you're telling me someone had it out for Mismagius and wanted her voted off?" asked 
Banette, eyes burning. "That’s a load of shit- what did she do to deserve it?" 

"THAT I can't say. But as you can see, we had nothing to lose from this action, so we did as requested." 

Banette looked annoyed, but said nothing. Weavile patted him on the shoulder. Kabutops growled, but just shrugged 
and stepped forward. 

"Gengar and I were shown it too so...we went with it." 

"You guys too?" asked Noivern, shocked. 

"It...didn't hurt us," said Gengar, a bit lamely. 

"I SEE! SO THERE IS A SCOURGE WHO IS ATTEMPTING TO HIRE A HITMAN TO EXORCISE THE LOCAL 
GHOST POPULATION!" laughed Luxray maniacally. "CLEARLY, A VENGEFUL SPIRIT WHO WISHES TO HAUNT 
THE ISLAND ALL TO HIMSELF. FEAR NOT, I WILL BANISH THIS SPECTRAL FIEND WITH A WAR CHANT!" 

"Oh please," huffed Bronzong. But he turned to Bisharp and stared him down. 


"So. You have the note. Can I read it?" 



Bisharp hesitated. "I'm not sure you want to." 

"I'm pretty damn interested in what this thing has to say. So let me read it." 

"Fair enough," said Bisharp, shrugging. "Don't say I didn't warn you." 

"I want to see it too," said Crobat. 

"Me as well," responded Gothitelle. 

"La lay lo la lee!" chanted Luxray, swinging her head. "La lay lo la lee, la lay lo la lee la la!" 

Bronzong held the note in the air with his mind, quickly scanning the page. 

My friends on the Victorious Vileplumes, 

If it does not bother you, I have a request to make. 

See, I would be pleased if you all decided to eliminate Mismagius. 

Tonight, I mean. It would be most gracious of you to do this task for me. 

Everyone on your team wishes to reach the merge, correct? We both win with her elimination. 

Rest easy-1 have nothing against any of you. Simply vote her off for me. 

Be warned that I will not be happy if you fail to abide by my wishes. 

"...interesting," said Bronzong. 

"You see it then?" asked Bisharp. 

"See what?" asked Gliscor. "That's a creepy ass note. And there's no signature? No surprise there." 

"It's not a note, it's a code," murmured Crobat, scanning the page. 

"A code?" asked Banette. "What's that supposed to mean?" 

"A code, a secret message in the writing. Not a very complicated one, so i think they wanted someone to find it." 
"Where eez ze code?" asked Gothitelle. 

Crobat put a wing down on the first letter. "See that? That's a capital M, right? The next two capitals are both V's." 
"MW? What does that mean?" growled Krookodile. 

"La lay lo la lee, la lay lo la lee..." 

"Nothing. Because it's not the code- but the next uppercase letter after THAT is an I in 'If...which is at the beginning 
of the next line...which is right under the M. And after that, the next line under that starts with S. See it now?" 

"Uh...kind of? They know grammar," said Gengar, shrugging. 

"La lay lo la lee la la," chanted Luxray in the background. 

"But if we travel all the way down, it spells out something: a name, actually. In fact, it's an alias. It spells Mister B." 
"La lay lo la lee LA LA!" 

"You're brilliant, babe," said Honchkrow, grinning. 

"So, who's Mister B?" asked Gengar. "Anyone got an idea?" 

Bronzong, however, shared a glance with Bisharp. "Ah. So that's the problem, isn't it?" 

"What is it?" asked Toxicroak. 

"Well...there are three people here that have that initial," said Bisharp. His eyes closed. "Banette, Bronzong, and 
myself. And that’s the issue." 



"What's the big deal? Which one of you clowns left it?" asked Krookodile. 

"LA LAY LO LA LEE!" 

"That's the issue," said Bisharp, eyes closed in vexation. "We don't know if it was one of us, or someone's trying to 
frame us. But that's what the signature is for- it's not just a code. It's a warning and a challenge- he wouldn't have put 
in the code if he didn't want us to figure it out." 

"But the game is figuring it out correctly," said Bronzong quietly. 

"But why figure it out?" asked Noivern. "He got what he wanted! So why would Mister B strike again?" 

"We don't know if he will, but I suspect that something's going to happen. That's why he's getting us ready." 

"And he's marking us as the prime suspects," suggested Banette uncomfortably. "Great." 

"Anyways...we can see what happens later," said Bisharp. "He hasn't made a move yet. Let's hope he doesn't do 
anything else." 

"LA LAY LO LA LEE!" 

"Great...just when Trevenant left, I thought the drama would be over," grumbled Weavile. 

"I get the feeling it's just beginning," said Gengar uneasily. 

"Well...be on your guard. If anything happens, we'll discuss this more," said Bisharp calmly. 

"LA LAY LO LA LEE LA LAAAAAAA!" 

"SHUT UP!" roared Krookodile. 
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Gothitelle was making her way towards the beach. After Bisharp's meeting, she had gone to go see Mewtwo. The co¬ 
host had told her that Alakazam had fully recovered and he had gone for a walk, making his way towards the beach. 
The model was now making her way to the sandy shore to check up on her beloved. 

She broke through the trees and moved along the shore until she reached Lileep's giant cube. And unsurprisingly, 
Alakazam was there. He was sitting by the Tyrantrum statue, which Lileep hadn't cleaned up yet- Gothitelle assumed 
she would do it during the upcoming week. She walked over to Alakazam, cocking her head to one side. 

"Tyrantrum. Despot Pokemon. Rock/Dragon type. Known to be in the Prehistoric Age, a powerful predator...one with 
a very distinct skeleton." 

"Eet was Bronzong," said Gothitelle quietly. "He confused you. You were not yourself." 

"My knowledge on prehistoric specimens is limited- but I should have not nearly have been so baffled...or careless 
enough to let Bronzong catch me," said Alakazam, his tone bitter. 

Gothitelle stepped closer and let her arm fall on his shoulder. 

"Gothitelle...I...I am so sorry." 

"Sorry?" asked Gothitelle, shocked. "Dearest, what eez eet zatyou are apologizing for?" 

"I... I lost control...you know I am when I'm...in that state. I hurt you. I just know it." 

"...yes and no. Yes, you did hurt me. No, eet was not ze true you," argued Gothitelle firmly. "I do not believe zat side 
is who you are truly." 

"...I'm aware," said Alakazam, his tone quiet. "But...damn it all, why must my Mega be so...foul." 

"Because you do not like to be hurt," murmured Gothitelle. "Your Mega shows your hidden feelings, my darling. Your 
Mega eliminated emotions so eet would not suffer like you did." 



Alakazam was silent, before he smiled sadly. 

"Do you know why I don't care about the money, Gothitelle?" 

"Because you wish to have ze glory of victoire," said Gothitelle promptly. "At least, zat eez the reason you gave moi." 
"Yes, that's partially true. But the other reason is...because I know it won't give me what I want." 

"...what do you mean?" asked Gothitelle softly. 

"Ever since I was young...a little lad growing up I just...wanted people to like me," confessed Alakazam. "My father, 
well...that was a place that didn't go anywhere. But I thought...maybe if I had a shot with the other children of my 
generation..." 

He sighed. "But I was too cynical-1 was too weak to run with the physically active Pokemon, and not smart enough 
for my own kind. Too smart to be considered normal. No one trusts the smartest in the room- imagine how it feels 
when you know you're not as smart as they think they are." 

Gothitelle frowned in thought. Alakazam did not like to talk about his childhood, simply insisting that he wasn't too 
fond of those years. But this was the first time he had ever opened up like this. It was both amazing and saddening to 
see- only awful feelings would make her love this vulnerable. 

"And so...as I grew older...I became more cynical and crueL.I joined the show in the first season, hoping to prove 
myself to...everyone who ever outcast me. But...quickly, here, that drive made me the outcast once more. And for two 
long seasons, no one trusted me." 

His voice got a bit shakier, but he kept it under control. "And now...I tried...one more time, one last time...to be a 
leader. To be a good sense of judgment. To...be a trustworthy Pokemon...a good person...a friend...to fit in and 
well...look where I am now." 

"I somehow knew it would happen. My desire to make a rival to stand in my way rose once more once I realized 
nothing would change. Don't you get it Gothitelle? I'm never going to fit in with them. This Mega Evolution...that was 
the nail in the coffin." 

Gothitelle sniffled a bit- when did her eyes get watery. Alakazam was not crying or showing any sign of upset, but the 
utter sense of defeat and hopelessness in his words was the thing that made her the saddest all day. 

He gave her a small smile. "At the very least, I have you, and I'm so grateful for that. You're really...the only one who 
ever accepted me. My father, I tell you-" 

"Zat eez enough!" said Gothitelle, to a different Alakazam for the second time that day, wrapping her arms around 
him. Alakazam froze, before closing his eyes quietly. 

"Please, Alakazam.,.1 can forgive zat bitter Mega Alakazam inside you a 100 times over...but I won't let you give up 
on yourself." 

"Gothitelle," said Alakazam, his voice a bit choked, but he did not break. He swallowed noisily and nodded. 

"I will help you. You'll see." 

"Gothitelle..." 

Alakazam closed his eyes, and for a moment, he forgot about what an outcast he was. 

'Thank you.' 
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Mismagius burst from the box, gasping for air, before remembering she didn't need it. "WHERE AM I?" 

Dragonite gave her a sheepish look. "Sheesh, you look like you've been through the ringer." 

"Dragonite? What the- why are you here?" asked Mismagius, shocked. 

"You didn't think Mew just sent Pokemon to the middle of nowhere, did you? Nah, we've got a system set up!" said 



Dragonite, nodding to the house just behind him by the coast. "This is where Lapras and I live- we host parties every 
night an episode premieres. Since you just got voted off, we'll let you stay the night and rest up." 

"Uh...wow...uh...okay," said Mismagius, a bit dazed. 

"Come inside when you're ready," said Dragonite, smiling as he took the luggage that Mew had sent over. Mismagius 
shook herself off, trying to ignore the fact that she had just been eliminated in the most humiliating way possible. 

But as she was about to float towards the house, a voice stopped her. 

"Uh...hey there." 

Mismagius froze, before turning to see a familiar face. Roserade was standing there, nervously smiling at her. 

"Oh...Roserade...hey listen, sorry about being kind of a jerk, I mean...Trevenant was a stupid mistake of mine and-" 

"I know," said Roserade, shrugging. "Don't worry, he's long gone- still at the hospital I think, and he's not being invited 
around here. But I didn't take it personally. I was never trying to take Trevenant from you." 

"I wish you had," grumbled Mismagius, before she froze in horror. "I MEAN- NOT THAT i WANTED YOU TO TAKE 
MY PLACE, I MEAN I...UH...FUCK, THAT CAME OUT WRONG!" 

Roserade giggled, blushing a bit. "It's fine...and uh...well...like I said I never really...wanted Trevenant." 

Mismagius cocked her head to one side. "Really? But then...wait what do you-" 

Smooch. 

Mismagius stared, dazed, as Roserade backed away from her. Mismagius touched her cheek where Roserade's 
mouth had just been, looking at herself, to Roserade, then back again. 

"WHA...WAIT...ME?" 

"Yeah," said Roserade, a bit nervously. "Sorry about that." 

Mismagius had no idea what to say. All along, she thought Roserade wanted to steal Trevenant from her. But 
Roserade had wanted HER all along. 

"You uh...wanna go grab food sometime?" asked Roserade. 

Mismagius looked up at the moon. A new start, huh? She frowned, thinking carefully. 

She wasn't blind anymore. Now that Trevenant was out of the way, she thought of Banette...and Weavile. And how it 
was so obvious what was going on there. She knew that puppet well- she knew what his eyes looked like when he 
watched Weavile. She used to see that look. 

"Is that what you did Banette?" asked Mismagius quietly. "Did you try and start over after all that stuff in Season 
Two?" 

She shook herself off, before opening her eyes. Well, that was it then. 

If Banette could do it, so could she. 

She gave Roserade a smirk. 

"Grab food sometime? Why not now?" 

"Now?" asked Roserade, shocked. 

"Yeah. I mean, if you're just gonna kiss me, we're already at that point huh. Cmon, show me a place nearby." 
"Uh...uh...well I mean...okay, I know this place that's...that's...well." 

Dragonite watched from the window. Swampert appeared next to him. 



"Well good for her!" said Swampert, grinning. "She did it! That was totally awesome!" 

"Yeah...but I still think it might be too soon for Mismagius," said Dragonite quietly. But he shrugged. "Still, regardless 
of the outcome, it should be a good experience for her." 

"Well, at least someone's solving some problems romantically," said Swampert quietly. 

"Why do I think you're referring to someone we both know?" asked Dragonite, giving him a wry smile. 

Swampert shrugged. "Oh well. She's not completely over it, I think, but it's too late. The knight crossed the line." 

"I agree," said Dragonite. "But you seem to not be too angry." 

Swampert chuckled. "Why would I be? Bisharp's gonna be in for one hell of a surprise when Medicham shows back 
up on the island." 
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The end of a long overdue chapter! 

And so, we have reached the merge. This chapter is more of a build up chapter for some things to come in the 
merge. Hopefully you can see some plots and issues that are slowly heading your way. But first, the basics. 

Lileep is the host this time. My main goal was to provide an interesting fossil challenge, and as you can tell, this is a 
major Kabutops chapter- poor guy is underrated among the fans, but I'm quite fond of him- the big lug. Too bad that 
Krookodile scammed him out of a win, and Weavile's taking the fall. Poor Banette- don't think that will be fun. 

Meanwhile, Alakazam and Bronzong both get emotionally vulnerable this chapter, which is something I wanted to do. 
While Bronzong reverts into being a sneaky jerk this chapter, we get to see him also get upset as well. And as for 
Alakazam...well, that Mega is a bit disturbing isn't it. My goal was to take the notion of Alakazam being as smart as 
super computers, and turn the Mega into a literal computer- though it's implied that not all Mega Alakazam are so 
cold as Alakazam, as it is his coping mechanism. 

And then there's the mystery of Mister B. Should be interesting. But why Mismagius? Any reason for it? We'll find out 
soon enough. 

And so Mismagius takes the fall. I doubt anyone was really shocked by her going so soon, but I had really nothing 
else to do with her- at least on the show. You'll be treated to some new things in the Dragonite Nightly Segment! 
That's right, Celebi's brief segment will be replaced by Dragonite Parties! And believe me, they'll be fun. And 
Mismagius and Roserade are a thing! Hurrah! 

And so, remember the questions you can ask, and be prepared for the next episode when it comes! 

Next Episode: The merge arrives, and two players return- one that everyone is happy to see, and one that intimidates 
everyone else. Two contestants have a feud, while a third tries to sort it out. Meanwhile, a schemer lurks in the 
shadows, making moves that no one else can see. In the end, another target is marked, and one person is absolutely 
devastated by the results. 


Mismagius: Blah blah, review, c'mon let me go people, I've got a date! 



*Chapter 19*: Houndoom's Destructive Demolition Derby! 

Hey everyone, it's time to start the merge and the newest segment- Total Pokemon Party. 

I apologize for the wait, but if you did not read my update, I had very little time to work on this. I was overcome with 
final exams, followed by holidays, followed by a long time being sick (three weeks, in fact). However, once I was 
better, I started working on this as quickly as I can. Hope it was worth the wait! 
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"Hello everybody, and welcome to our new nightly routine, Total Pokemon Party!" shouted Dragonite to the camera. A 
bunch of cheers followed this greeting. 

Dragonite himself grinned and stepped aside, allowing the camera take in the sight before it. Dragonite and Lapras's 
home was large and spacious, but very cozy- it all of the appeal of an old mansion combined with the warmth of a log 
cabin. The walls and floor were wooden, but there were expensive rugs and sofas scattered throughout the room, as 
well as chairs and beanbags. The walls were full of photos and other knick knacks, but there was also a large wide 
screen television in one wall's center, towering over the various sofas. A spacious kitchen was in the background, 
where Lapras nodded and smiled before walking over to the camera herself. 

"We happily welcome you all to our humble home!" said Lapras. "I'm Lapras, and this is Dragonite. We hope you 
enjoy your stay here!" 

"Particularly because we have plans to be around for the remainder of the season!" said Dragonite, smiling. "But 
we're not alone. Lapras dear, could you explain what's going on?" 

"Well, Dragonite, Total Pokemon Party is a chance for you to see the contestants outside of the competition, gather 
all together, to watch our friends compete! We can share the latest news, gossip, theories on who will win or 
lose...and basically have a fun time. So...without further ado...say hi everyone!" 

Lapras and Dragonite stepped aside, revealing a bunch of competitors, all hanging around. Bellsprout and Lileep 
were sitting on a nearby couch, waving quietly, while Diglett was relaxing in his wheelbarrow near them. Electrode 
was rolling around in the kitchen, while Mismagius and Roserade were chatting quietly by the kitchen counter, smiling 
at one another happily. Primeape was talking quietly with Swampert, while Rhydon was seated nearby with a 
Nidoqueen on one side, and Charizard on his other, all casually watching an episode on the television. Finally, there 
were a few Legendaries hanging around- Celebi was quietly talking with what appeared to be Azelf and Raikou in a 
corner. 

Dragonite smiled and headed towards the three lower evolutions first. "So...Bellsprout, Diglett, and Lileep...enjoying 
yourselves?" 

"W-well," muttered Bellsprout, his old stutter having returned. "I uh...this season's been...pretty...crazy, honestly! I 
uh...l'm glad I'm not there." 

Lileep giggled. "I certainly don't mind. My challenge was fun, these parties are great, and well...ever since a certain 
episode, my relationship's been improving." 

Bellsprout looked away, blushing horribly. Dragonite smiled. 

"So, Lileep...any idea what happened? There's been some press coverage saying you had the challenge rigged to be 
won by the Graceful Gardevoirs." 

"A stupid theory," grumbled Lileep. "I had nothing to do with any of that. I'm guessing someone sabotaged it." 
"Kabutops certainly thinks so- he says it was Weavile. Any thoughts about that?" 

"It's possible- but it seems too simple to be Weavile's thing. She's also lost a lot of her bitchiness over the years, and 
if anything, she'd rub it in his face if it was her. I think it was someone else. Maybe Bronzong or Banette- one is 
sneaky, the other has a motive." 

"How about you Diglett? Thoughts on the competition?" 



"Well, I'm rooting for Luxray, obviously," said Diglett, nodding. "But uh...nah, I’m just happy I have a bunch of people 
to watch this with now that...well...uh..." 

"Oh...right...I heard about you and Trapinch," said Dragonite, frowning quietly. "You okay, buddy?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine, no huge deal...she uh...she didn't take it well but I mean...l wasn't gonna keep going in a relationship 
where we wanted different...ugh...can we not talk about this?" said Diglett, looking mortified. 

While Bellsprout and Lileep snickered, Dragonite shrugged. "Fair enough. Let’s hear from some other ex 
contestants!" 

Dragonite approached Swampert and Primeape, who seemed to be calmly talking about work out routines. 
"Swampert, Primeape- enjoying yourselves so far?" 

Swampert smiled. "Absolutely. This place of yours is comfier every time I come here. I might have to move in." 

"Tch. It's okay, I guess," muttered Primeape grumpily. 

"So...Swampert...Medicham has been chosen to go back to the show. Are you going to miss her?" 

"Oh yeah- both of us are," said Swampert, nodding to Primeape. "It's rare we get such good workout partners. But I 
hope she's gone for a long time. She deserves a second chance after that cold move Bisharp pulled." 

"Any reason why you think Bisharp did it?" asked Dragonite. 

"He's a scumbag," snorted Primeape. 

Swampert shrugged. "It's hard to get a good read on Bisharp. He's a bit of an enigma. Pokemon like Trevenant are a 
lot simpler. I hope he's not going to be here anytime soon?" 

"I heard from Celebi that he's still in physical therapy. He doesn't have any permanent damage except a few scars- 
he's refusing to say a word about the incident, however." 

"Poor guy. Serves him right, but I can't help but feel a little bad for him- Banette really messed him up," said 
Swampert. 

"Primeape...any bets on anyone to win?" 

Primeape gave Dragonite an angry growl, but wilted under Swampert's stern gaze. Primeape sighed. 

"C'mon, Primeape, we need to work on these anger issues of yours." 

"I KNOW!" 

"I know you know, but you don't have to yell." 

"I AM PERFECTLY CALM!" 

"Let's...leave those two alone for a while," said Dragonite quietly. 

The camera cut to Lapras, who was over by Charizard, Rhydon, and the Nidoqueen. 

"Hello boys," said Lapras. "Either of you need a drink?" 

"Good for now," rumbled Rhydon, a bit awkwardly. "But uh...thank you. You need anything?" 

He barked the question at the Nidoqueen, who shook her head. 

"So...Charizard...the merge is here and...I'll be perfectly honest, I expected you to go back," said Lapras. "Any reason 
why you avoided it?" 

"I didn't feel like competing again," said Charizard, shrugging quietly. "Still, I was the first one Mew wanted to bring 
back to the merge, but when I turned him down, he seemed to be a bit disappointed. Oh well, I don't see why- he 
made a good choice." 



"I see...and um...many of our fans want to know...you haven't been around for the past few parties. Are you okay?" 

Charizard gave her a small smile. "Yeah, I'm fine...l guess. I’ve sort of gotten over the whole evolution thing, it's been 
a bit of journey, but I've start to get used to it. Been working out more with Rhydon to get some of my old muscle 
back, and I've started getting flying down, so I mean...it wasn't my optimal choice, but I'm okay with it now. I'm 
actually learning how to Mega Evolve, which has been pretty cool." 

He got up, flapped his wings and flexed for a moment, before sitting back down. 

"Any idea what your Mega is like?" teased Lapras. 

"I have no idea and don't want to know," muttered Charizard. 

"Any favorites to win?" queried Lapras. 

"Eh...I dunno.J feel like Banette's got a good shot. Anyone but Bisharp." 

Lapras nodded, before turning to Rhydon. "So! Rhydon...I know we've stated you're allowed to bring guests, but you 
haven't introduced any of us to this fine lady." 

Rhydon looked up in alarm, causing Charizard to start laughing out loud. Rhydon threw him a look of fury. 

"Dude, come on!" 

"Oh man, just admit it." 

The Nidoqueen just rolled her eyes, amused at the spectacle. 

"This is Nidoqueen...my girlfriend," muttered Rhydon quietly. 

"Oh! It's a pleasure to meet you!" said Lapras. 

"Pleasure is all mine," said Nidoqueen, smiling brightly. "I've enjoyed the show for quite some time, so I'm a bit 
shocked to be dating a Season One player." 

"Even if he WAS at the bottom of the list," said Charizard snidely. 

Rhydon scoffed. "That was because of my personality and you know it." 

"Whatever you say, dude." 

"Well, I'm very happy for you but...I must ask, how do you deal with Rhydon and his...moods?" asked Lapras, 
smirking. 

"Well, whenever he gets difficult, I just threaten to call his grandmother on him. She's quite fond of me, you see- 
thinks I help keep Rhydon on a good path," explained Nidoqueen. "But if she should ever hear that her grandson is 
upset and needs a hug from his grandmother..." 

"SHUT. UP!" shouted Rhydon. He clenched his fists. "I'm going to the bathroom!" 

He stomped off in a huff, leaving the three of them laughing loudly. 

Celebi nodded when the camera approached her. Dragonite stepped over, a warm smile on his face. 

"I'm glad you accepted our invitation, Celebi." 

Celebi shrugged. "I mean...it's not like I had anything else to do. I mean, my show's over...it got cancelled for 
welL.uh..." 

Dragonite looked apologetic. "I'm sorry-" 

But Celebi shook her head. "No, no. I shouldn't be angry with you. This is a good opportunity for you, just as I got my 
opportunity for the first half of the season. It was not your decision to replace my show with another." 

"She's taken it pretty hard!" said Azelf. His voice was young and energetic, and he seemed to have a similar 



disposition to Raikou. 

"Oh my goodness, STOP!" shrieked Celebi, covering her face with her hands. 

Dragonite moved over to the final two he planned to interview for the evening. "So...Mismagius, Roserade...are you 
enjoying your time here?" 

Mismagius looked up, smiling. She and Roserade were holding hands. "It's been really cozy here. A nice change from 
well...everything I went through during the competition." 

"Yes...we heard about it," said Dragonite, his tone a bit concerned. "And you're recovering okay?" 

"Yeah...well...Roserade has been helping me," she commented, giving the other girl a smirk. 

Roserade gave a lazy grin. "Yeah man, like...we're totally...dating now...heheh." 

"Any hopes for someone to win?" 

"Well.J mean...Banette, obviously," said Mismagius. 

"I dunno.,.1 kinda like Krookodile.,.1 mean Banette's a cool stud, but Krookodile is-" 

"Krookodile?" asked Mismagius, snorting with laughter. "The guy's a jerk. ..and kind of a sneaky slimeball. Why would 
you want him to win?" 

"Well I mean...he's not so bad," mumbled Roserade. shrugging. 

"Well, here's hoping they get far!" said Dragonite cheerfully. 

"Bro, you hope everyone gets far," said Electrode, rolling his eyes. 

"There's nothing wrong with that!" said Roserade. "He's nice. That's why he's married!" 

"Married?" asked Mismagius, gaping. "When did THAT happen? I thought Gardevoir and Cacturne would be the first 
to tie the knot." 

"It was very quiet and family only but...well, Lapras and I had more time with it, due to the fact we were both 
eliminated so early," said Dragonite, blushing hard. "I popped the question and well...we were engaged and got 
married shortly before the show started. Turns out Lapras already had this place, and I just moved in and helped fix it 
up." 

"That's so sweet...l hope I get married someday," said Mismagius, gushing quietly. Girl with attitude be damned, but 
weddings were always a nice thought 

Roserade, who was imagining some overly fancy ceremony, pulled a face. Marriages weren't her style. 

"Well, we won't be the last," said Lapras, chuckling. "The scarecrow and dancer are inseparable. I wish they were 
here tonight." 

"Apparently they had to attend a meeting with Meloetta regarding advertisements," commented Azelf from a corner. "I 
heard her talking about it with Mesprit not too long ago." 

"Typical Meloetta- always a perfectionist," commented Raikou. 

"Seriously," agreed Celebi. 

"Oh, you're one to talk-1 remember you in school!" laughed Raikou. 

"Shut up!" hissed Celebi. "Whatever. That just means they're not here. No offense to Cacturne and Gardevoir." 

"Well, we'll probably see them next time," said Lapras. "And speaking of next time, it's about time for us to leave. 
Hopefully we'll have different guests for you to check up on, but for now, we have to go." 

"Thanks for tuning in to Total Pokemon Party!" said Dragonite, waving. "See you next time!" 



000 


"Ugh this is going NOWHERE!" screamed Noivern, strumming her guitar in frustration. 

Gliscor, who was lazing about on the beach, glanced over at Noivern as he looked up from the magazine he was 
reading. "Something wrong, Noivern?" 

"I just...can't get a good melody in my head for this...your drums and my guitar aren't enough. We need more stuff for 
this song. We need more players in this band!" 

Noivern sighed and flopped over, glancing at Gliscor tiredly. "Do you know ANYONE here that can play an 
instrument?" 

Gliscor shrugged. "It never really came up much- which is weird, since you'd think that during World Tour everyone 
would be going on about music, but nope. Nothing. I mean, we've got plenty of singers, but other than Cacturne 
playing piano, I haven't really heard much from the others." 

Noivern sighed. "I've asked a few, but nothing. Man...I totally think this place has great stuff for inspiration. Hell, I'd 
settle for a radical singer, dude." 

"You can sing." 

"Yeah, but like...have you heard some of these Pokemon? Luxray and Weavile are singing GODDESSES...and well, 
even if he has an ego, Alakazam sounds so good...although he doesn't have a great rock star voice." 

"Sorry babe, I got nothing," said Gliscor, shrugging his shoulders. 

"It's okay...you're the drummer, you'd already got a role to play," said Noivern. 

"Yeah, but my drumming isn't helping you come up with much in the ways of music," pointed out the Ground-type. 
"True...but you help out with other things," said Noivern, giving him a sultry smile before pouncing on him. 
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Gliscor was swaying gently in the confessional, covered in kiss marks. "Who was Pidgeot again? Oh right. 
No one important. Holy hell I am so in love." 

000 

Bisharp sighed quietly, scrawling in his notebook as he tried to think of more ideas. But as hard as he tried to think of 
a solid idea to write down, every time he put his pen to paper, his mind went blank. It was troubled for some reason. 
He had no idea why...but something seemed...off to him. As if he was missing something. 

"So...who do you think it is?" 

Toxicroak's voice snapped Bisharp out of his thoughts. "Hmm?" 

"Who do you think Mister B is? You looked like you were thinking hard, so I thought...! mean...it's not YOU right?" 
asked Toxicroak, his eyes wide at the thought. 

Bisharp chuckled. "If it WAS me, wouldn't I have filled you in on it? Alternatively...would I really tell you if it is me?" 
Toxicroak sighed. "I figured as much." 

"I assure you, he is of no importance to me. Not until a note shows up with MY name on it," said Bisharp. "And I 
sincerely doubt that will happen." 

"Oh...fair enough...if you think it's nothing to worry about," said Toxicroak, shrugging his shoulders. "Uh...then what 
WERE you thinking about? Your writing?" 

Bisharp's frown returned. "Yes and...no. L.how should I put this? I feel like there's something wrong...something in 
the air just...makes me feel ill at ease. As if there's something bad about to happen...a sense of forewarning, if you 
would. Does that make sense?" 



"Sorta...the island's been pretty dramatic lately...you think you can predict the future?" 

"Nothing so silly as that," responded Bisharp in a low drawl. "If you want to know the future, get Bronzong to read 
those tarot cards for you- I'm sure he'll laugh at you the whole time. It's just...hard to explain. But it doesn't feel good." 

"WelL.uh.J guess we should prepare in case it gets bad, huh?" said Toxicroak. 

"I suppose we should," mused Bisharp, looking out at the ocean, deep in thought. "I suppose we should..." 
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Banette glanced from side to side, his pale eyes flitting around the woods nervously, as if he was wary of being 
followed. He listened around, but heard nothing nearby. Once he was sure he was alone, he made his way around a 
few trees, before giving a grin. 

"We made it." 

Gengar punched the air, grinning wide as he high fived Banette with a loud "DUDE"! Kabutops had his arms folded 
and seemed more calm, but even he offered a small smile. 

"Team Storm, third production, eh? I like the sound of that." 

"Okay so...we're now an alliance, bam," said Banette, not really knowing where to go from here. "So uh...who should 
be the leader?" 

Kabutops and Gengar exchanged a dull look, before nodding to Banette. "You're leader." 

Banette gaped. "THAT quick?" 

"Listen, I don't want to lead- I'd rather just take my orders and do what we need to do," said Kabutops, shrugging. 

"And I was already a leader once- no thank you. You can have the driver's seat this time," replied Gengar. 

Banette sighed. "Okay...fair enough, I'm leader. So uh...first order of business...is there anyone else we should 
invite?" 


Kabutops tapped his chin, while Gengar pulled out a small coin, flipping it in his hand as if he couldn't decide on his 
own. They both shook their heads. 

"No one I can think of," said Kabutops. "I think it's just gonna be us this time." 

"Really? No one?" asked Banette. "I was thinking Gliscor..." 

"You'd have to bring Noivern. Too big of a group," said Kabutops. "I'd agree if it was pre merge, but this is sort of a 
post merge operation- you can't run around with a five man alliance and expect not to get targeted." 

"Okay...what about Crobat? Gengar, you and him are cool-" 

"We sorta drifted apart, and I doubt he'd leave Honchkrow- those two have plans of their own, bro." 

"Hrmmm...Weavile?" asked Banette, but he knew that was his main plan all along. He felt a sinking feeling when he 
saw Kabutops spit on the ground angrily. 

"Hell no. All that new leaf crap is a bunch of bull shit, as usual from her." 

"Uh...really...I haven't seen her uh...do anything lately," said Banette, cocking a brow. 

"Well YOU wouldn't," spat Kabutops. "She wouldn't sabotage her own team, but she's the reason we lost the last 
challenge...indirectly, she's the reason Mismagius is gone." 

Banette froze for a moment. It was a terribly egotistical thought and many would accuse him of being full of himself, 
but it was still there. Weavile had no affection for Mismagius, and even though she and Banette had become official, 
she might've still been worried about the puppet still planning on going back to her. Not that he HAD any plans to do 
that, he was totally over Mismagius! But still...he knew Weavile could be paranoid, and he knew she could have trust 
issues- Hypno saw to that. 



...could she have possibly plotted to make the Vileplumes lose? To plant a note to eliminate Mismagius? Was 
WEAVILE the mysterious Mister B? 


It was possible but...no...he was jumping to conclusions...that'd be crazy...and he trusted her. No way Weavile would 
do that. There had to be some information he was missing. 

Banette shook himself off. "Uh...sabotaged? What do you mean? I wasn't really there for that, I helped haul off 
Alakazam to the infirmary." 

"True enough. You tell him, Gengar. I'm too pissed off to get all the details right." 

Gengar scratched the back of his head. "Well uh...you know how we had the bones, right? Yours were white, ours 
were red. You follow me?" 

"Yeah." 

"Well, someone scratched the paint off one of our bones," explained Gengar, flipping his coin again. "So it looked 
white instead of red...and well, because of that, we didn't find it and figure it out until after the game was over. And 
when Kabutops and Weavile dove in for the last bones, she didn't even go for it." 

Banette frowned. "But Bronzong stashed the last bone we had- that's why she didn't go for it- she already knew 
where it was." 

"And she already knew she sabotaged us!" snarled Kabutops, glaring at Banette. "Also, the proof is right there- claws, 
Banette. You'd need claws to carve that bone off. You know who has claws?" 

"Several people have claws," said Banette. "Krookodile does. And Bisharp has blades...plus Gliscor and Luxray are 
possible..." 

"If you think Bisharp would ever set up his team to lose, you're wrong," snapped the Shellfish. "Gliscor wouldn't think 
of it, and while Luxray's possible, it ain't her style. I'd expect it of Krookodile, but his claws are nowhere near strong 
enough. This ain't any old fossil, Banette, it was a BASTIODON- you'd have to be strong to make a dent in that." 

"...I don't think it was her," said Banette. 

"You don't have to- the proof is there," said Kabutops, calming down. "Look- prove it otherwise, and I'll apologize to 
her. I know when to admit I'm wrong. But in my opinion, the proof is in the bag, there." 

Gengar gave Banette a pitying look. "He's right dude." 

"Okay look...can you like...bring me the bone later?" 

"Do you still have it?" asked Gengar, glancing to Kabutops. 

"Yeah, I kept it as evidence. It was okayed by Lileep," said Kabutops, giving Banette a suspicious look. "Why?" 

"Because I don't think it's Weavile- let's face it, even back in the day, she wasn't that sneaky," said Banette, being 
careful to try and sound neutral here. "And if there's someone sabotaging and making mischief, I want to know who." 

"Good thinking...tell you what. After the challenge today, I'll do it." 

"Challenge? Already?" moaned Gengar. 

"It's been a week dude," said Kabutops, rolling his eyes. "I bet Mew's all kinds of excited to get back on track. Still, we 
get to see one of our friends again, so it shouldn't be absolutely terrible." 

"True." 

Gengar flipped his coin again. Banette gave him an odd look. 

"Where'd you get that?" 

"Froslass sent me a care package!" said Gengar brightly. "Came with some snacks and this coin. Meant for good 
luck, you know?" 



"Care package!?" snapped Kabutops. "The fuck? Seizor hasn't sent me shit! There's no way that’s allowed." 

"You forget she's rich," said Gengar, a bit smug. "Mew takes bribes, dude. A little money to him, a little care package 
to me. You dig?" 

"That's...that's...you know what, fine!" growled Kabutops. "Take your stupid care package. I can win on my own." 
"Without any snacks?" 

"SHUT. UP. GENGAR." 

BRRRRRRRRRRIIIIIIIIIIIING. 

The three of them looked up in confusion, before hearing Mew's voice over the speaker. 

"Okay everyone-1 hope you've enjoyed your week off, because it's time for the next challenge! Meet me at the center 
of the camp for some announcements, before getting to your next challenge." 

"Well then, guys...it's time to take the game by storm again," said Banette, a small grin on his face. 

"Right!" 
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"I'm in the driver's seat this time," said Banette, looking a bit haggard. "It's been pretty rough. I honestly...I 
think I'm getting a bit overwhelmed right now. The nights are kind of...getting hazy. Hard to remember what 
I'm doing and all that jazz. Maybe I'm just still on edge after the whole Trevenant thing. Seriously." 

He sighed. "But now I've got a whole new sort of problem- hot girlfriend, check. Good old friends, check. But 
when they don't mix, that's an issue. I wanted Weavile in the alliance, but I doubt that's gonna happen. I have 
to find out her side of the story...maybe I can prove it wasn't her...gotta think. But even if it wasn't...who DID 
scratch up that bone? Had to be someone..." 
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Gengar grinned. "It's so sweet that Froslass is still rooting for me out there. What a babe. Thanks for the 
good luck charm. With you cheering me on, I feel like I can do anything." 

Gengar frowned. "Unless y'know, I get automatically eliminated...again. Man..." 
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"Two contestants will return, yes?" murmured Gothitelle. "I wonder who Mew will choose..." 

000 

Everyone gradually made their way to the camp. Gothitelle and Alakazam were smiling confidently, while Honchkrow 
calmly smoked a cigar, a quiet Crobat at her side, faithful as always. Weavile waved to Banette as she arrived, 
causing Kabutops to growl and Banette to nervously wave back. Gliscor and Noivern were as happy as ever, while 
Luxray seemed to be far more chipper than normal. 

"You seem in a good mood," said Toxicroak, staring at her. 

Luxray gave him a smile. "The stars and moon do not lie. I received an omen of good fortune by analyzing the skies 
with the skills granted to be by a one-eyed Beldum!" 

"All Beldum have one eye, you idiot," snapped Krookodile. 

"REGARDLESS. FORTUNE IS UPON ME. TODAY, I SHALL RECEIVE A BLESSING TO DESTROY ALL OF YOU." 
"Maybe I can get some of that fortune?" asked Gengar, grinning. 

"Maybe, maybe not!" announced Mew, teleporting in the center. He gave them all a smile as Mewtwo appeared by his 
side. "But still, there IS a bit of fortune going around. You see, you're all in the game. You've reached the merge and 
the teams have been disbanded. Congratulations are in order, guys. Good job." 



Gengar brofisted with Toxicroak, while Noivern cheered. 


"Anyways...to continue this stream of good luck...well...veterans, you know the drill. It's time to bring back two 
contestants. To keep things a bit fair...we thought we'd bring back a veteran and a newbie...to keep things interesting. 
So...I suppose it's time to reveal it. Ladies first...the new contestant returning is..." 

From out of a nearby cabin, a Pokemon emerged. Her eyes were determined, her form lean and muscled. She bowed 
to everyone. Luxray bounced in excitement, while Gengar gave a grin of his own. On the other hand, Honchkrow's 
gaze darkened, Bronzong rolled his eyes, and Krookodile groaned. 

"Greetings...! was graciously given a second chance...l wish everyone luck," said Medicham. She gave them all a 
respectful bow, and made her way among the contestants, giving a few greetings here and there. All of the 
contestants gave a nod, some looking nervous, while others looked interested. 

But none of them compared to Bisharp, as Toxicroak had noted. The knight looked like something had caught in his 
throat. His body was stiffer than usual and his eyes had a mortified, disturbed look glinting in them. As Medicham 
moved through the crowd, greeting everyone, she stopped at Bisharp. 

He decided to play along, just for good measure. "Welcome back." 

He was almost stunned by the intense gaze she fixed him with, as if she was looking right through him. Bisharp rarely 
felt much at all, but even he swallowed a little in nervousness at the look she was giving him. There was no doubt 
about it- she knew. But this was a different Medicham than he was dealing with before. This Medicham was not angry 
or appalled with his methods. This was a Medicham who had watched each episode, studying him, knowing exactly 
how he operated. The cold look she fixed him with was not unlike Bisharp's own freezing glares- only this time, he 
was on the receiving end. 

Without a word, she continued along the line, before settling at the other end. Mew smirked. Bisharp said nothing. 
Toxicroak gulped. 

000 

"I was honored that Mew thought I was a suitable enough competitor to bring back," said Medicham, giving a 
stern nod to the screen. "Of course, now that I have left and returned, one could say that I am more 
dangerous than ever. In addition, my honor code can be...altered slightly. While I shall not resort to 
underhanded tactics, I will have no issue fighting against anybody who remains- if they're still here, they are 
clearly capable, correct? Now it is every warrior for themselves." 

"Of course, I have also done my research. I watched the show...every episode. I know what everyone has 
been up to and while there are still some holes...such as the idol scandaL.I know my enemies. I know my 
weaknesses. I know the way Bronzong acts when he's up to something. I know when Honchkrow is out to 
strike a nasty deal with someone. And as for my biggest betrayer of all." 

Medicham's eyes hardened. "I will show no mercy." 
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"Tch. So he brings back the honorable warrior," said Bronzong. "Well, all of us schemers had better watch 
our step, eh? Please- she's not savvy enough to get me out. Still, I think some of the others are looking pretty 
worried. Heheh...glad I'm not them." 
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"Bisharp looks like he's about to be sick," said Toxicroak, eyes wide as he laughed nervously. "Oh 
man...haha...l uh...l'm pretty nervous too...hahahahAHAHAHA." 

"Oh man...what if she knows I'm his friend," said Toxicroak, his panic a bit odd considering his giggles. 

"I...ha...damn this stupid nervous laugh...HAHAHA." 
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"This...complicates things," said Bisharp, his jaw twitching. He then punched the wall. 

"DAMN IT. WHY HER? I got rid of you! And now you're back and all ready to meddle again." 



He looked at the camera mutinously. "No. You won't get to me this time either. I'll have you packing your 
bags again soon enough." 
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Once Medicham had finished her walk, Mew cleared his throat. 

"And...as for a veteran player..." 

Everyone was bit interested to see what would happen. Who would return? Froslass? Seizor? Maybe even Arcanine? 
"Give it up for...everyone's favorite living stomach...MAMOSWINE!" 

"YESSSSSSSS!" screamed Luxray, as Mamoswine lumbered out of the cabin as well. She bounded over to him and 
snuggled against him. "THANK YOU, BLESSED MUSHARNA!" 

"YOU SAID IT WAS A BELDUM!" snarled Krookodile. But neither of them took any notice of the grouchy crocodile, as 
Mamoswine was bouncing Luxray on his head, happy to be together again. 
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"I was shocked Mew picked me," confessed Mamoswine, Luxray purring beside him. "He's uh...never 
considered me before. I mean, he turned down Charizard, so I guess I just got lucky." 

"IT MATTERS NOT!" shouted Luxray. "YOU ARE BACK, I AM STILL HERE, WE HAVE BEEN REUNITED. NOW 
THEY WILL ALL KNEEL BEFORE US." 

"Luxray, no world domination," said Mamoswine, smiling a bit. 

"Can we at least demand cookies?" 

Mamoswine whined at the thought of cookies. "Oh...oh fine. Just make sure they're chocolate chip." 

"THEY WILL BE OF THE HIGHEST QUALITY CHOCOLATE AND CHIP." 

"Oh boy! Can't wait!" 
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"Ugh. Great. Rich bitch belly boy is back," growled Krookodile. 
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"And another Pokemon that hates Bisharp joins the fray," chuckled Crobat. "Glad Honchkrow and I only have 
to deal with Alakazam- shouldn't even be hard, considering that he's kind of a huge threat. We've got this in 
the bag." 
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"Now that we've gotten everything all done, follow me for the next challenge!" 

Everyone walked along, with Medicham quietly talking with Gothitelle and Gliscor. Luxray, on the other hand, was 
rubbing against Mamoswine, purring loudly. Bisharp stayed near the back, his eyes fixed on the fighter in front of him 
as if he was afraid to blink. 

Mew led them out to one of the wide fields where an enormous coliseum had been built within the past week. The 
walls were tall and black, and everyone could hear the sound of distant cranking and mechanics being used, causing 
a few campers to stare in wonder. Mew grinned as he floated forward, nodding to the gigantic structure behind him, 
before cupping his hands and hollering. 

"HOUNDOOM! I've got them for ya!" 

The noises stopped, before a garage door opened, with Houndoom stepping out. Some oil splattered his fur coat and 
he looked a bit older, but he still had that fiery glare in his eyes as he gave everyone a nod. 



"Good to see you all again. Glad my challenge gets to be tested by the real contenders," he barked. 

"Dude, it's been too long!" said Gengar happily, earning a smile from the dog. 

"Yeah man...you're looking good!" said Gliscor. "How're you and Ninetales?" 

Everyone immediately knew that this was the wrong thing to ask, as Houndoom growled and fixed Gliscor with a hard 
gaze. Gliscor wilted under the look, but the dog sighed and shrugged. 

"That's really not here or there, but we're sorting through some issues. Or at least trying to. No other comments. I 
appreciate the thought." 

"That's code for 'breakup' being the next exit," whispered Crobat to Honchkrow, who nodded. 

"Anyways!" said Houndoom, glancing over at everyone. "As you know, we're basing challenges on old challenges 
from the other two seasons and rehashing them. This trait will continue into the merge, and we've got plenty of ideas 
to keep you on your toes. And now that it's every man and woman for themselves, you've gotta watch your back. 
Keep that in mind going forward." 
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"Solid advice from a solid competitor," said Kabutops. "I liked Houndoom- pity him and Ninetales aren't 
working out. But they're kinda...hrmmm...she's very indecisive, and he's very decisive...sometimes to a fault. 
Not too surprised." 
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"Houndoom was always skilled at mechanics...maybe he's going to make us drive cars?" asked Mamoswine. 
000 

"So, let's cut to the chase and explain what's going on here- what's this thing behind me look like?" 

Everyone glanced at it. Alakazam was the first to make a guess. 

"Coliseum?" 


"Stadium?" suggested Noivern. 

"Either one works," said Houndoom. "This is where we're gonna have the battle take place. You're all going to fight to 
knock each other out of this game in a good old fashioned battle. Last one standing wins. Sounds simple, right?" 

"Sounds just like Lopunny's challenge," said Gengar, scratching his head. "That can't be right. What's the catch?" 

"Oh right...the catch," said Houndoom, giving a grim smile. "You won't be doing battle with your moves. Instead, you'll 
be doing battle with THESE babies." 

He gave a loud, commanding bark and from a side door in the stadium, Mewtwo emerged- behind him he was 
dragging a series of karts. All of the karts were the same and resembled average go karts, although they were 
notably in different sizes depending on which Pokemon would be driving it. Compared to the creations in Total 
Pokemon Island, they seemed rather bland an uninspired, but perhaps that was the intention to keep the game fair. 

"That's right. This isn't a simple battle- you guys are gonna be fighting in a destruction derby," said Houndoom. "Get 
the idea?" 

"Sort of...but why are all of the cars the same?" asked Mamoswine. "I mean, I'm all for fairness but that doesn't seem 
very...what's the word...entertaining?" 

"You're absolutely right. Which is why they won't all be the same at the end of the day. You see, the derby isn't going 
to start until this evening. Until then, you have all day to work on your kart. You see, this stadium doesn't just feature 
a battlefield. It features different garages for each of you to work on your kart, an area where you can pick up spare 
parts, and even a small arena where you can test drive your vehicle to make sure everything works properly." 

"So you're saying we can just make our vehicle RAD? DUDE!" screamed Noivern in excitement. 



"Not that easy, rocker. You're gonna have to know how everything works. You're gonna have to know if your 
weapons will function on command. You’ll need to decide whether to sacrifice speed for armor and vice versa. This 
time limit seems long, but it'll go by quick. And it's important because if your car can no longer function, you're out. 
And here's another thing- you guys are NOT to hurt each other with these vehicles. Not seriously. I mean, you can 
obviously whack each other if you're up close and personal, but these weapons are designed to be NON lethal and 
we have security measures to protect you from taking too much damage. Any questions?" 

"What kind of security?" asked Banette, cocking his head to one side. 

"Special body forcefields that Mew and I will provide from the sidelines," answered Mewtwo. Basically, anything 
dangerous going at you, such as a blades or fire or lasers, isn't gonna hurt you. Less serious things will get through, 
though- sand in your eyes, smoke from your engines, or a punch to the face from someone up close. But nothing 
dangerous is gonna hurt you." 

"Comforting to say the least," admitted Alakazam. "I didn't fancy the idea of a bomb blowing my head off." 

"How much can we change our vehicle?" asked Bronzong. "Are we allowed to alter the frame? The engines? 
Mechanics?" 

"As much as you want- the basic kart is just so no one gets left completely behind if their mechanic skills are lacking," 
explained Houndoom. "As long as you have the flag on the back, you win." 

"How many materials are available to us?" asked Gothitelle. 

Houndoom chuckled. "Enough for everyone- no worries. There is no rush...other than the time limit." 

"Which is pretty unfair within itself- no matter how it works, this challenge deliberately disadvantages some players 
and helps others," said Weavile, eyes narrowed at Houndoom. Houndoom looked back at her, a stony expression 
crossing his face. 

It was a well known fact that Weavile and Houndoom had a bitter history with one another...interestingly enough, it 
also concerned Ninetales. When Ninetales had caught Weavile’s alliance, the kitsune had disapproved, planning on 
outing them. It was this move that caused Weavile to morph from an alliance leader into a paranoid dictator who 
hated everyone. In addition, her attacks on Ninetales had bred a strong hatred in Houndoom as well. Though all was 
said and done and the past was in the past, everyone knew that the two would never see eye to eye...and even 
FRIENDSHIP was questionable. 

"It's the merge," responded Houndoom, calm but cold. He directed his words to everyone. "This isn't a time for 
everyone to get a pat on the back and for honor and equality. This competition is cutthroat- you will have advantages, 
and you will have disadvantages. One challenge may be your gift from Arceus, and the next is your worst nightmare 
that sends you packing home. There's no one to hide behind anymore. Alliances can only carry a weak link for so 
long. Remember this in my challenge and for the future." 

Weavile scowled as she caught a few jabs at her within his words. Kabutops smirked at her, unseen by the angry ex- 
villainess. 
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"Yeah, yeah, I was a bitch, Houndoom was popular, blah blah, bite me," growled Weavile. "I regret a lot of 
what I did, but Ninetales and Houndoom always rubbed me the wrong way." 

She tapped her chin. "Maybe it's the Fire typing..." 
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Gengar raised his hand. "I have a question." 

"Yeah, dude?" asked Houndoom, nodding to the phantom. 

"Can I just not participate in this challenge and leave now?" asked Gengar weakly. 

Kabutops and Banette both sighed and shook their heads. Houndoom's nose twitched. 

"No, Gengar, you can't. There's protection. You won't blow up this time." 



"OH COME ON! 1 


000 

"Gengar's still got that bad fear of race cars, I think...something about Weavile blowing you up never leaves 
you," said Gliscor. 

000 

"Cars...that's something I can do," mused Bisharp. 

000 

"No...not again...here it is, Gengar. In with the merge, check. Horrible injury that has you leave the show...?" 
Gengar gulped. "In progress." 

000 

"If that's everything, then grab your cars and get to work!" barked Houndoom. 

Everyone immediately grabbed their cars to go and lead them to their assigned garages inside of the stadium- most 
of the Gardevoirs and Vileplumes were still grouped up together, so some, like Bisharp and Toxicroak, worked 
together to grab supplies for both players. Others, like Bronzong, merely took off without a word to work on their 
vehicles. 

"Alliance once we're in," whispered Banette as Kabutops and Gengar made their way over to their own work stations. 
Kabutops nodded, while Gengar just sighed quietly. 

"Hey!" 

Banette jumped and turned around, seeing Weavile standing their with a wrench and a toolbox. He thought he heard 
Kabutops scoff in the distance. Weavile, however, didn't seem to notice and smiled at Banette. 

"Ready to work? I figured you should help me out and keep an eye on me- make sure Gengar knows I didn't 
sabotage him this time," she joked. 

"Yeah," said Banette, a bit uneasily, remembering the whole situation with Weavile and Kabutops. "Good 
point...okay...uh...let's get to work." 

000 

Bisharp strode through the garages, noticing how many of them were closed. He smiled grimly, knowing that it was a 
time where nobody trusted each other in the slightest...well, minus a fair few fools who had their doors wide open. 
Bisharp scoffed. These idiots didn't understand that if they left their doors open, they were airing their strategies to the 
public. 

He rounded a corner, careful not to drop any of his tools, before he slowed his steps. Walking down the hall was 
Medicham. She stopped as well, her jaw set and her eyes growing hard. 

Bisharp sighed. "There's no point in you glaring at me like that. After all, I'm no mind reader. If you'd like to say 
something, say it." 

Medicham simply walked past him. She glanced over her shoulder. "Words are a waste with you, and besides, now is 
not the time or place." 

She disappeared in the direction of the warehouse where all of the parts were located. Bisharp frowned, a bit 
bothered. That confrontation had gone fairly smoothly. And Medicham was not known for her subtlety. Bisharp 
muttered under his breath. 

"What is she planning?" 

His disturbed thoughts followed him all the way to the garage, where Toxicroak peered out from under his door. "Hey, 
what's up? You looked annoyed." 



"Medicham," said Bisharp. 

"Thought so. She's out for your blood, man." 

"If it's a fight she wants, I'm happy to oblige," said Bisharp, shrugging his shoulders. "I'm more worried about her 
information and what she plans to do with it." 

"Oh right...she knows you kind of...led the charge on her elimination," said Toxicroak, giving a nervous chuckle. 

"Yes, and the last thing I need is her starting a campaign against me. I don't have many allies left. It would be 
troublesome." 

"You think she'll do that? She's all about honor, right?" 

"Yes...," said Bisharp, a bit vaguely. 

Yes, Medicham WAS all about honor and justice, but was that really the case? Especially now, after she had already 
been hit by the axe once? Not to mention, Clefable's challenge...Medicham had reacted most angrily to the 
accusation of her mugging someone for money. It was strange...that kind of indignation wasn't seen at false 
words...no...that kind of fury was seen when the person was guilty. 

"So...what are we gonna do?" asked the frog, snapping the knight out of his thoughts. 

Bisharp glanced at his car inside of the shop. It was coming along quite nicely. It was sleek, and judging by the 
powerful engine he had put into it, the speed would be incredible. He glanced at Toxicroak, smiling strangely. It 
almost looked like Bisharp was enjoying the tension between him and Medicham. 

"Like any good challenger, I intend to show her respect. I won't hold back against her. If I have to, I’ll smash her car to 
pieces and send her home a second time." 

000 

"So...uh...can I ask you something?" muttered Banette. 

Weavile, who was working nearby with a wrench, glanced over at him, wiping some oil off of her fur coat. "Yeah, sure. 
What's up?" 

"Uh...you seem a little on edge...especially around uh...Kabutops. What happened between you guys?" 

Weavile paused for a moment, before letting out a growl of annoyance. "Look man, I know he's your friend but...UGH! 
The nerve of that guy!" 

"Nerve? I know he can be brash but uh...what'd he do?" asked Banette awkwardly. 

"Okay so...you know last challenge, right? With the bones? How ours were white and the Vileplumes had red?" 

"Yeah, what about it?" 

"Well, someone sabotaged the Vileplumes. They scratched the paint off of their bone, so instead of red, it looked 
white like ours." 

"What, really?" 

"Yeah," continued Weavile. "And who do you think Kabutops thinks did it? Huh? ME! I mean, just because I used to 
be a total bitch doesn't mean I would go to that length to make his team lose? And for what? To eliminate Mismagius! 
Next he'll think I'm Mr. B." 

"So you're NOT Mr. B?" asked Banette too quickly. 

Weavile froze, before glancing at him suspiciously. "No, I'm not. Did you think I was?" 

Banette looked away awkwardly. "I mean...Mismagius going away...l didn't think it was out of malice, but maybe 
y'know...to try and make my life easier..." 


Weavile sighed. "I kind of get that line of thought, but just because Mismagius is your ex doesn't mean I dislike her. I 



mean, we're not best friends or anything, but I wouldn't leave some weirdo anonymous note to do that...are you not 
Mr. B either?" 

"Of course not!" said Banette, stunned. "You think I'd do it?" 

"Well...your initial, Mismagius gone..." 

"We both have strong motives," agreed Banette. "But I swear, it wasn't me!" 

"Calm down, I believe you," said Weavile gently. "But...yeah...I'm not Mr. B, and I'm not the bone scratcher either!" 
"Well, hang on...you've got the claws...is that why he thinks it was you?" 

"And the fact that I ignored the fake white bone altogether...even though Bronzong told me where he stashed ours," 
muttered Weavile, her tone cross. "You think Bronzong...?" 

"No," said Banette. "He was focused on Alakazam, not the Vileplumes." 

"I wonder who did it...definitely not Kabutops, though," admitted Weavile. "But me? Really? The claws of a Weavile 
are distinct...not too mention, my moves wouldn't hurt a Bastiodon that bad...not even the bones. Those things are 
like iron." 

"Hang on...your marks are distinct, right?" said Banette, an idea coming into his head. 

"Yeah...so?" 

"Okay, look I...I might be able to get you the bone...so you could examine it and prove your innocence!" 

"No offense, Banette, but why do I care about proving my innocence?" asked Weavile, rolling her eyes. "Why would 
Kabutops's opinions matter to me?" 

"Well uh...because...we're...in an alliance?" said Banette weakly, giving a halfhearted grin. 

Weavile stared in shock. Banette winced. 

"Don't say-" 

"Are you KIDDING me?" hissed Weavile. "Alliances are the LAST thing this game needs right now-!" 

"Weavile, this game is full of alliances!" snapped Banette. "Romantic couples are going to stick together, and I’m 
pretty sure Bisharp and Toxicroak don't plan to backstab each other anytime soon!" 

"But what they do to the game is-" 

"Not all of the alliances in Total Pokemon Island were like yours! And we're definitely not like HYPNO!" 

Weavile gave him a hurt look. Banette sighed. 

"I'm sorry. That was a little too far-" 

"No, you're right," interrupted Weavile. "Nothing wrong with partnering up with your friends. And lemme guess- you 
wanted to invite me along, but Kabutops isn't so happy about that." 

"I haven't even run it by him yet...l mean, Gengar will probably be cool with it-" 

"Gengar's in it too?" 

"Of course he is, he's a strong player...well, not this challenge, let's face it, he's screwed...but yeah...it's us..." 

"...if we proved it wasn't me, it would help...it'd let us know who set Mismagius up for a fall...," murmured Weavile. 
"And possibly identify Mister B, too," said Banette. 

"Alright...I'll do it. But if Kabutops doesn't want to make nice, I won't be responsible for what goes down between us." 



Banette gulped. "Noted." 

000 

"Get the bone checked, prove it's not Weavile, get a boss alliance, get the girl, oh PLEASE Arceus do me a 
solid this time around?" whispered Banette frantically. 

000 

"Hey," said Kabutops, his tone gruff. "I think something's up." 

"Something? Like what?" mumbled Gengar from his corner. 

"You know...with Banette...he's kinda been acting on edge...you'd think with the merge and alliance set in stone, he'd 
be all smiles but...he's not...it's weird." 

"Maybe he senses our imminent demise through the destruction of this meaningless universe." 

Kabutops snapped a piece of wood he was working with in half. "WOULD YOU STOP SULKING ABOUT THE 
CHALLENGE AND JUST TALK WITH ME?" 

Gengar was slouched in a corner, sadly staring at his cart. Admittedly, he had made a lot of progress. Gengar hadn't 
bothered to attach weapons or add any special features to his car...except for the numerous safety features he had 
implemented. If the bumpers and the protective surfaces weren't enough, the parachute seat was enough to convince 
anyone that Gengar's goal was surviving, not winning. 

When Kabutops had made the point that Gengar COULDN'T die from the challenge because he was a ghost, the 
phantom had called him "insensitive". 

"It's no use...my end is nigh...not even Banette's funky behavior can save me," moaned Gengar. 

"So you HAVE noticed!" 

"Well, yeah," admitted Gengar. 

"...I don't know if it's good or bad, but he's absolutely hiding something," muttered Kabutops. "I want to get to the 
bottom of it." 

"Dude, what if it's his private business?" 

"Then I won't mention it? I don't like secrets. I don't keep them because I've got nothing to hide," growled Kabutops. 

"If it's some big private deal, I'll leave it be and never mention it again but...I'd like my curiosity satisfied." 

"I'd like this challenge to be over so I can rest in peace." 

"You're a ghost." 

"That's offensive." 

000 

"Why doesn't he just hot glue that lucky coin of his to his car?" muttered Kabutops, rolling his eyes. 

000 

Gengar stroked his chin. "That ISN'T a bad idea...oh please, I'm done for." 

000 

Time continued to pass, and before long, the shining sun had begun to set, and twilight hung over the entire island. It 
was at this time when Houndoom had called everyone to move their cars into the arena. Each person moved their 
vehicles to their own personal waiting room before the match. Houndoom decided to make his rounds, examining 
each car (making sure no one had worked in some outside mechanics to tilt the competition). And since Mew had 
wanted everything on video... 



Houndoom sighed. "Alright then. I'm here to examine the cars, check out their stats, and see what makes them tick. 
So anyways, we'll start with you Gliscor. Show me what you've made?" 

"Uh...well...this is my car?" said Gliscor, a bit awkward. Gliscor had transformed his car into what looked more like a 
Jeep. The tires looked like they were good for offroad driving. In addition, Gliscor had added some weapons to the 
side of his truck- what looked like two turrets had been attached to the side, and a large drill had been stuck onto the 
front. In addition, there was a large metal box on the back that caught Houndoom's eye. 

"What’s in the box?" 

"My secret weapon." 

"Looks pretty offensive, but also pretty defensive...I notice some armor on there," said Houndoom, nodding. "Pretty 
balanced over all...I like the drill. What's this thing's name?" 

"Name?" asked Gliscor, giving Houndoom a blank look. Noivern burst in, staring at him. 

"YOU DIDN'T NAME IT?" 

"Gah!" 

"Dude, you gotta name it, or else it's not cool," explained Houndoom, giving Gliscor a weird look. 

"Yeah, dude, naming your ride is like, the funnest part!" agreed Noivern. 

"Uh...okay...it's uh...the Sand Drill?" muttered Gliscor confusedly. 

"...not bad," admitted Houndoom. "Sweet ride, though. Hopefully it'll hold up fine." 

"I hope so," groaned Gliscor. Houndoom padded away from him, before shaking his head at the camera, giving 
Gliscor a weird look. 

000 

"He didn't even name his car?" muttered Houndoom. 

000 

"We're supposed to name our cars?" asked Gengar, eyes wide. 

000 

"The hell do we have to name 'em for?" grumbled Krookodile. 

000 

"...I don't really...name things too much," mumbled Banette awkwardly. 

000 

"Okay, Noivern, what've you got?" asked Houndoom. 

"So, I call this the Boom Buggy!" said Noivern, pointing out her car. It was rather small, but it seemed decently 
armored. Houndoom noticed that Noivern had gone with rather bright colors and she seemed to have taken more 
time decorating her car rather than arming it- the neon paint she had used was eye-burning. Still, she had managed 
to put some good things on- there appeared to be small missile launchers attached to the front of her car, and what 
appeared to be...speakers? 

"I don't want to know what the speakers are for but...it's small...hard to hit...built for speed, I assume?" 

"Yeah man, it's gonna be like the sickest ride ever! And like, check it! Those missiles are gonna be killer. And I put 
that multi-color underglow on it so it's like, constantly changing colors and-!" 

"I think I got the concept," said Houndoom dryly. "I got more cars to check. Good luck." 



Mamoswine was next. The pig had increased the defenses of his car exponentially and had put tusk like spears on 
the front. In addition, there were cannons on the back of the car. While Gliscor had boosted his defenses, 

Mamoswine had made a true tank. The wheels were noticeably suited for offroad. 

"That thing looks vicious," commented Houndoom. 

"Yes it does!" said Mew. 

Houndoom and Mamoswine both jumped. "What are you doing here?" snapped Houndoom. 

"I felt like my commentary was needed...also Mewtwo's preparing popcorn as well as the battlefield, so I figured I had 
nothing better to do. So Mamoswine, nice spears." 

Mamoswine gave a shy smile. "Thanks. I liked the idea and went with it. I call it the Iron Tusk." 

"Seems kind of plain, though," said Houndoom. "And difficult to turn with. You think you'll be safe with it?" 

Mamoswine shrugged. "I think I have enough tricks in it to keep it safe. Luxray helped me out." 

"Speaking of...Luxray," said Houndoom a bit hesitantly. 

"NO BLOWING UP MY ENTIRE ISLAND!" snarled Mew angrily. 

Luxray wheeled her car out...which looked completely normal, other than sporting a new teal paint job. 

"Did you...do anything?" asked Houndoom, gaping. 

"Oh yes I did!" chirped Luxray. "I filled it to the brim with secret weapons. Trust me, Debbie and I will destroy the 
competition easily." 

"You named it...Debbie?" asked Mew, snorting before bursting out into laughter. His cries made Houndoom roll his 
eyes. 

"Debbie? Seriously?" queried the dog. 

"DEBBIE THE DOOMWAGON, YES!" 

"Okay. I'm moving on," growled Houndoom. 

"DEBBIE?" cackled Mew, clutching his sides. "Oh god, Luxray...my sides...I can't breathe...DEBBIE, I tell 
you...Debbie..." 

"Oh stuff it," growled Houndoom, annoyed. This was supposed to be his job alone, damnit. Now he had Mew on his 
back. He arrived at the next contestant. "Okay Alakazam, what have you got?" 

Alakazam revealed his car which...was floating...off of the ground. Houndoom noticed the tires had been altered so 
that instead of driving across the ground, they would hover with anti gravity. In addition, what appeared to be lasers 
were on the side. Houndoom examined the handiwork, stunned. 

"You made a hover car." 

"Not exactly...! merely reworked some of my Psychic energy into a self fueling system that causes the car to run on 
anti-gravity. In addition, the entire car is tailor fit to myself. As in, I am the only one who can run it. It runs not only on 
the fuel, but on my mind. This includes not only steering and motion, but also the weapons as well." 

"That's a bit fancy and cool but...that just means YOU'RE the weak spot. Not the car," commented Mew, smirking. 
"And after last time, well..." 

Alakazam had a mysterious smile of his own. "You think with a week off, I did nothing about my unchecked 
emotions? You would be sadly mistaken. Needless to say, Absolute Victory and I will be the one's to watch tonight." 

"...well, it should be extremely interesting," said Houndoom, gaping at the floating object. The slick paint and futuristic 
shape was still baffling him. "A friggin' hovercar...of course you would." 

"Houndoom? Time limit here," said Mew, coughing. 



"Right, right...Gothitelle! You're next!" grumbled Houndoom, moving on. 

Gothitelle smiled and revealed a shining black car that was adorned with spooky elements. A cobweb design adorned 
the hood of the car and the red seats resembled gothic finery that one could find in an antique store. Despite this, the 
car still had some elements that were less old looking- laser cannons were attached to the front of the car, and what 
looked like a harpoon was mounted on the back. Houndoom looked at the features, tapping his chin with his tail. 

"Not too many weapons, eh?" 

"I believe zat good aim eez ze only weapon I will need," explained Gothitelle. "Zis car's purpose eez not destruction 
alone- Minuit eez designed to dodge with extreme speed." 

"Yeah...with so few weapons, you won't be weighed down. That car will be fast," agreed Mew. "What's with the 
harpoon?" 

"Zat eez my little secret." 

"Good idea to keep stuff hidden...we'll see how it works," said Houndoom. He moved on, going to some of the former 
Vileplumes rather than continuing through the Gardevoirs. 

"Okay, then...Medicham, tell me what you've done here," said Houndoom, staring at her car. 

Medicham hadn't done too much to her car, but the defenses had been reinforced significantly. Plating on her car 
would make it very difficult to for other weapons to hurt her vehicle. The tires had also been reinforced. Medicham 
gave a nod at his approach. 

"The Returning Survivor is a defensive vehicle. Sometimes the best defense is a good offense, but in this case, I 
believe a good offense is a good defense." 

"I assume you have some hidden tricks in there?" asked Houndoom arching a brow. 

"This is Medicham," said Mew, snorting. "She's got the honor thing going on-1 assume there's nothing up your 
sleeve." 

Medicham shrugged. "Maybe there is. It's allowed within the challenge, correct? Then I can do as I please." 

"...well now I'm excited!" said Mew. "Medicham's back and out for BLOOD!" 

"Please do not make it sound so morbid," said Medicham. "But I am here to win." 

Bisharp, who was nearby with his car, frowned. A Medicham who was willing to use tricks that were allowed in the 
challenge? This was NOT good. Her drive to win with honor was thing, but apparently the definition of honor had 
changed. 

"Bisharp!" barked Houndoom. "What do you have?" 

Bisharp nodded to his vehicle, which had the frame changed significantly. The car was long, sleek, and black, and the 
tires looked slick and ready to move. Houndoom examined this vehicle carefully. This thing was built for speed, and 
while it looked like its weaponry was lacking (the only visible weapon was a blade on the hood of the car), the slots on 
the side of the car told a different story. Houndoom whistled. 

"Looks powerful. You have a lot of hidden things on there, eh?" 

"Indeed, the Night Star has a few tricks in its arsenal," said Bisharp quietly. "I would hate to ruin the suspense and 
reveal everything, so if you can forgive me for not divulging more information, I'd appreciate it." 

"One thing's for certain- that thing can move FAST!" said Mew, examining it. 

Houndoom paused for a moment. "Wait a minute...Mew, how the hell do you know so much about cars?" 

"I have a few sports cars, Houndoom, I'm a TV star," said Mew, rolling his eyes. 

"Why the hell do you have sports cars, you can TELEPORT EVERYWHERE!" snapped Houndoom. 

"Yeah, but why teleport when you can ride around in something AWESOME?" asked Mew, gaping at him. 



Bisharp rolled his eyes. Houndoom shrugged and moved on to Toxicroak. 

"So, what do you got Toxicroak?" 

Toxicroak unveiled his blue and purple car which simply looked...strange. There was a small cannon on the hood of 
the car, but other than that, there appeared to be very few weapons. There appeared to be a large mechanism on the 
back and what appeared to be small holes along the bottom of the car. Toxicroak just grinned sheepishly. 

"Uh...this is the uh...Cloud...Hopper?" 

"You just thought of that on the spot didn't you?" grunted Houndoom, cocking a brow. 

"This thing looks...weak, dude," said Mew, chuckling. 

"It's...it's got some stuff...like uh...that little cannon there! I have a plan, I swear!" blustered Toxicroak. 

"I sure hope so," said Houndoom, padding onwards to see Honchkrow's car. "Alright, bird, what do you got?" 

"Check dis Slick out!" said Honchkrow, grinning. The car was long, black, and fancy looking, but Houndoom's eyes 
were drawn to the small cannons hidden on the hood and sides- so small no one would notice. In addition, the car 
was heavily armored- this thing looked like a tank. 

"It looks powerful," said Houndoom. 

"Yeah...like a huge thing...what do you call it?" asked Mew. 

"Slick, right?" 

"We know it's slick," said Mew exasperated. "The name?" 

"Slick." 

"What about it?" snapped Mew. 

"That's the name," said Mewtwo. 

Houndoom and Mew both jumped. 

"Why are you here?" barked Houndoom. 

"Why are YOU here?" hissed Mew. 

"I finished setting up the field and welL.I got bored," muttered Mewtwo. 

"So the car is just called Slick?" asked Houndoom. 

"Das right. Is dere a problem with that?" 

The three hosts glanced at each other. 

"Nope." 

"Not at all." 

"Yeah, it's cool." 

"Den we're good," said Honchkrow, smirking. 

"Let's just...move on," muttered Houndoom. He stepped over to Crobat, sizing up the ride. Unlock Honchkrow's car, 
Crobat's was smaller and more strange looking. A deep purple, he had once large cannon mounted near the driver's 
seat, and large extensions on the sides. A large jet was on the back. The cannon looked rather fancy...as if Crobat 
could move it and aim it well. 

"This car is funky looking. That cannon looks powerful though...the car on the other hand...not so much," commented 
Mewtwo. 



"What's with the wings on it?" asked Houndoom. 

"Keeps melee ranged cars away from my sides," explained Crobat. "Wing Weaver isn't suited for short range 
skirmishes-1 plan to stay on the outskirts and keep to myself." 

"With only one weapon?" asked Mew, scoffing. 

Houndoom eyed the cannon. "I think that's the only weapon he's gonna need. Yikes." 

Houndoom moved on and looked at Kabutops's vehicle. Similar to Gliscor, it looked more like a jeep or truck- 
Kabutops had increased the frame's size (which was pretty impressive with those scythes, to say the least). And in 
typical Kabutops fashion, there were blades. The brown vehicle had blades on the front and back...and what 
appeared to be a hatch on the back. 

"What comes out of the hatch?" asked Houndoom. 

"Drive behind me and find out," replied Kabutops, grinning. Houndoom smirked. 

"Name?" asked Mewtwo. 

"Saw Slicer." 

"Not bad," admitted Mewtwo. 

"Well, you've got a melee range car- this thing is all aggression. Curious to see how it works. So...let's move to 
Gengar," said Mew. 

"You're gonna be disappointed," muttered Kabutops. 

As the three moved to Gengar, Houndoom stopped, before sighing and shaking his head. Mew and Mewtwo 
exchanged a glance of confusion. 

"Gengar, what the hell is that?" 

Gengar's car was nothing more than a massive box on wheels. Still, the defenses appeared to be absolutely titanium- 
there was a small peephole so Gengar could see, but even that had a latch and could be closable. The car appeared 
heavy and weighty- this thing would move very slowly. Gengar stood beside it, eyes twitching. 

"Gengar...dude...come on," said Mew. "It happened TWO seasons ago-" 

"AND IT WON'T HAPPEN AGAIN!" yelled Gengar, eyes wide. 

"Did you glue an Amulet Coin on it?" asked Mewtwo, squinting at one of the sides. 

"It's my lucky coin," mumbled Gengar. 

"Gengar, you have no weapons, this isn't a car, it's a bomb shelter!" said Houndoom, astonished. 

"The Safety Box is a defensive car- it has a purpose!" said Gengar. 

"Gengar, you should be destroying the other vehicles, not camping out in this...how the hell do you even...y'know...get 
in?" asked Mew. 

Gengar crawled under the car and slid in through a hatch. They heard the click of several locks afterwards. 

"...I'm going to move on from this...no comment," said Houndoom, his tone quiet and exasperated. 

000 

"SAFETY FIRST!" screamed Gengar. 

000 

Krookodile cracked a grin, before smacking himself in the face and laughing hysterically. 



000 


"Poor Gengar..." said Mamoswine with a sigh. "Never really got over that one challenge..." 

000 

"Bronzong...do you have anything more interesting than...whoa," mumbled Houndoom, catching himself off guard. 

Bronzong's car was similar to Gengar's as it appeared to be a strange object on wheels- but Bronzong's car 
resembled more of a fortress on wheels than a box. The wheels appeared to be loose and turnable- this giant car 
could turn on a dime. But Bronzong had also provided a powerful offense to his car- various cannons were on all 
sides. It looked like a castle that was ready to defend itself from any siege. Bronzong gave it a glance. 

"Whirling Tower. That's the name." 

"I expected you to go all defense," said Mew in awe. "This thing is gonna piss EVERYBODY off." 

"Wait until you see what it shoots," said Bronzong, chuckling. "It'll make matters fun." 

"That thing's gonna turn on a dime...and fire in every direction...talk about offense," commented Mewtwo. 

"Curious to see that thing in action," admitted Houndoom. "Next up is the crocodile. What've you got, Krookodile?" 

Krookodile's ride seemed...fairly plain. He had painted it with an interesting red and black color scheme, but other 
than the back (which looked bulky) it appeared rather ordinary. Although there were two strange slots on the front, 
where Houndoom assumed weapons were stashed. 

"It's called Greed," explained Krookodile. "As for what it does...enjoy the show." 

"Hidden tricks and traps, huh?" asked Mewtwo. "Hope it measures up." 

"It will," said Krookodile, chuckling. "It certainly will." 

Houndoom nodded, before he padded over to Banette, a smile on his face. But then his face turned into confusion. 
"Banette...where's your car?" 

Banette chuckled a bit. "It's here?" 

"I don't see anything," commented Mew flatly. 

Mewtwo arched a brow. 

"Well Mew can't see it...it must not exist. Or you know, you're dumb and not looking the right way," said Banette 
smoothly. 

"Okay seriously, this is getting annoying- MEWTWO IS YOUR RIVAL, NOT ME!" growled Mew. Behind him, Mewtwo 
smirked. 

Banette reached over and tapped the air. Suddenly, out of nowhere, a small car appeared. It was small, black, and 
gold and looked like it had good speed. Mew and Houndoom leaped back. 

"Meet the Phantom Zipper," said Banette coolly. 

"What the HELL? You managed to make it cloak?" sputtered Houndoom. "Cloaking armor? Damn." 

"That's all well and good, but you'll still be visible!" said Mew, annoyed that he had been spooked. 

Banette grinned and turned into a shadow briefly. He reappeared, before sliding into another shadow. 

"Phantom Force and Shadow Sneak...that combined with your cloaking...makes you slippery as hell...which you'll 
need since you have no armor," commented Houndoom. 

"Okay...that's fine...but where are your weapons?" asked Mew. 



Banette tapped the vehicle. Out of the front, a blade made of pure energy emerged. Mew leapt back, causing Banette 
to laugh. 

"...this is an assassin car. You cloak, go in close, and I swear, this thing'll mess someone up," said Mewtwo. 

"But you're gonna have to dodge like crazy," warned Houndoom. 

"Makes it more fun that way, though," said Banette, grinning. 

"True enough," admitted Houndoom. "And lastly...Weavile." 

He stepped over to Weavile. The two eyed each other warily. 

"Weavile." 

"Houndoom." 

The tones were civil, nothing more, nothing less. 

"What have you got?" 

Weavile nodded to her sleek, silvery blue car. A large harpoon was on the front, as well as slots that Houndoom had 
no clue what they would do. It appeared to have good speed, though Houndoom noticed the tires for her car would be 
bad for turning. 

"Looks like a powerful chaser...is that the goal?" 

"Step one is catch them. Step two is break them." 

"Harpoon looks pretty beastly," admitted Mew. 

"WelL.I look forward to seeing the uh...what's it called?" asked Houndoom. 

"Frostbite." 

"Frostbite...in action," finished Houndoom. 

"Thanks. I look forward to driving it," responded Weavile. 

"Good luck," said Mewtwo, smiling. Weavile nodded at him, smiling in return. 

"Alright, guys!" announced Mew. "Drive your cars into the coliseum through the door with your name on it! Before we 
get started, we're gonna provide the audience with some statistics on your cars! Get ready and get your final repairs 
and fixes done before you go!" 

000 

Gliscor: Sand Drill 

Advantages: Good Offroad, Good Defense, Powerful Drill 
Disadvantages: Short Range, Slow Due to Weight 
000 

Noivern: Boom Buggy 

Advantages: Small Size, Missiles, Good Turning, Contains Several Tricks 
Disadvantages: Poor Defense, Average Speed 
000 

Mamoswine: Iron Tusk 

Advantages: Powerful Defense, Cannons to Defend Rear, Powerful Tusks to Guard Front, Strong Engines 



Disadvantages: Poor Turning, Large Size, Short Range 
000 

Luxray: Debbie...? 

Advantages:? 

Disadvantages: ? 

000 

Alakazam: Absolute Victory 

Advantages: Hovering Capabilities (Ignores Terrain), Powerful Lasers, Runs on Mental Power, Long Range 
Disadvantages: Relies on Alakazam, Weak Defenses without Alakazam 
000 

Gothitelle: Minuit 

Advantages: High Speed, Interesting Weaponry, Long Range Lasers 
Disadvantages: Low Defense- Relies on Dodging, Poor Turning 
000 

Medicham: Returning Survivor 

Advantages: Amazing Armored Defense, Hidden Weaponry? 

Disadvantages: Average Turning and Speed, Appears to be Short Ranged 
000 

Bisharp: Night Star 

Advantages: Fastest Car, Blade on Front, Hidden Weaponry 
Disadvantages: Appears to be Short Ranged, Poor Offroad, Poor Turning 
000 

Toxicroak: Cloud Hopper 

Advantages: Hidden Weaponry, Most Likely Has Good Turning 
Disadvantages: Weak Defenses, Poor Offroad, Average Speed 
000 

Honchkrow: Slick 

Advantages: Heavy Armor, Good Firepower, Good Turning 
Disadvantages: Sluggish Speed, Poor Offroad 
000 

Crobat: Wing Weaver 

Advantages: Long Range Weapon, Powerful Engine, Defense Against Melee Vehicles 
Disadvantages: Worst Turning, Limited Weaponry, Weak Defenses 



000 


Kabutops: Saw Slicer 

Advantages: Powerful Weaponry, Good Offroad, Good Turning, Hidden Weaponry 
Disadvantages: Short Range, Average Speed, Poor Defenses 
000 

Gengar: Safety Box 
Advantages: Strongest Defenses 

Disadvantages: Slowest Vehicle, Poor Turning, No Weapons? 

000 

Bronzong: Whirling Tower 

Advantages: Amazing Offense, Amazing Turning, Good Defense 
Disadvantages: Low Speed, Large Size, Weak Offroad 
000 

Krookodile: Greed 

Advantages: Good Speed, Good Turning, Good Offroad, Hidden Weaponry 
Disadvantages: Poor Defenses, Short Range 
000 

Banette: Phantom Zipper 

Advantages: Fast Speed, Fast Turning, Cloaking Device, Extremely Powerful Attack 
Disadvantages: Fragile Vehicle, Melee Range Only, Below Average Offroad 
000 

Weavile: Frostbite 

Advantages: Fast Speed, Harpoon gives Powerful Chasing Ability, Decent Offroad 
Disadvantages: Poor Turning, Low Defenses 
000 

"Hello everyone!" announced Houndoom, who was now sitting in a podium alongside Mew and Mewtwo. "I'm here 
with Mew and Mewtwo to commentate our Destruction Derby! How are you feeling Mew?" 

"Feeling pretty great, Houndoom! I'm pretty excited for this challenge- it's certainly better than some of the others, like 
Hitmonlee's or Trapinch's, that's for sure!" commented Mew. 

Houndoom nodded. "So, Mewtwo, tell us about the field." 

Mewtwo looked out at the large stadium. There were three rings of road that were all connected by smaller roads. 

The three rings of road got smaller the closer they were to the center of the stadium. In addition, there were large 
blocks and poles that were obstacles in the middle of these roads, and there were also jumps and boosts. In the area 
between and outside of the rings, rough dirt terrain could be seen. 

"Well, the rings provide different battle zones for the contestants- there are also boosts and jumps in case anyone 
wants to perform some flashy maneuvers," said Mewtwo. 



"Such as?" asked Mew. 


"Well, I'm guess Crobat can glide with those weird wings on his car," suggested Houndoom. "And Bisharp will love 
those boosts with his high speed car." 

"In addition, there's rough terrain between the rings and around them. While some cars won't be able to handle it, 
cars with good offroad tires can cut through that rough area as a shortcut- or possibly to lose another car that's 
attacking them," explained Mewtwo. "Lots of advantages here for various cars." 

"Any favorites to win?" asked Houndoom. 

"I really liked how buff Mamoswine and Medicham's cars looked," commented Mew. "I think defensive is good, but 
Bisharp's car looked REALLY mean. And never underestimate Luxray. We'll see what happens." 

"I disagree-1 think speed and daring is good. I feel Banette and Bisharp have good shots with their speed and power. 
I wouldn't count Kabutops, Weavile, or Alakazam out either." 

"I personally think the ones with the powerful weapons have it- Alakazam, Honchkrow, and Crobat all fall into that 
category," said Houndoom. "Anyways, enough with our guesses! Let's bring out the cars!" 

All around the stadium, doors opened. From each door, cars emerged, containing campers within them. They all had 
a different look on their faces. Banette had a confident smile. Medicham had a determined look. Noivern was rocking 
out with some headphones on, while Mamoswine looked nervous. 

"Alright, everyone!" yelled Mew in his megaphone. "Remember the rules and get ready to battle! On your mark!" 
Kabutops sharpened his scythes. Gengar whined in his box. Bisharp revved his engine. 

"Get set!" 

Toxicroak gulped. Alakazam focused his mind. Weavile grimaced. 


"GO!" 


Immediately, all of the cars began to move, speeding around the arena (with the exception of some of the slower 
cars, which simply drifted along). The cars began to rush into the arena, moving along the rings, although Gliscor and 
Kabutops noticeably rushed over the terrain towards the center with their good offroad vehicles. Bisharp, Banette, 
Luxray and Kabutops were the first to reach the center, with Weavile, Medicham, Alakazam, and Gothitelle not far 
behind. 

And then, the chaos erupted. 

Almost immediately, Kabutops broke the calm and drove towards Gothitelle. Gothitelle feared away, firing lasers at 
Kabutops's tires, but he managed to avoid the blasts. Kabutops dashed forward, the sickles on the front of his car 
lunging out, barely scratching at the rear of Gothitelle's car. Banette smirked and vanished, his cloaking car's abilities 
coming in handy. Mamoswine charged in, but had to carefully avoid attacks from Honchkrow, who had revealed that 
her car had plenty of rapidfire guns on every part. Alakazam fired at Bronzong, who easily turned away to avoid him. 

000 

"Shit was crazy," admitted Banette. "Like, on one side, Gliscor's chasing Mamoswine or something, and on 
the other, Weavile's dodging attacks from Bisharp and Honchkrow. It was a mad house. And it was 
AWESOME." 

000 

"This challenge was BONKERS!" yelped Toxicroak. 

000 

Medicham drove forward, moving towards Bisharp, but the Night Star sped off, moving around the outer rings to gain 
speed. Crobat was being chased by Gothitelle, but the bat managed to drive over a jump. Gothitelle gaped at the 
Wing Weaver as it glided over the hard outer earth and into a different ring. 



"There goes Crobat, gliding like a maniac," said Houndoom. "Thought that might happen." 

Meanwhile, Toxicroak had been cornered by Alakazam on one side, and Mamoswine on the other. As Mamoswine 
closed the gap, Toxicroak gulped and pressed a switch. Mamoswine and Alakazam gaped as jets under Toxicroak's 
car activated, and his car sprung into the air. The car flew over onto the other side of Mamoswine, having turned in 
midair, before speeding off. 

Kabutops and Weavile were circling each other, before Bronzong's powerful car rushed in. Kabutops and Weavile 
braced themselves for the cannons, but when Bronzong fire, the only thing that emerged was a large, floating orb. 

"Are you kidding?" scoffed Kabutops. "That thing's so slow I won't get hit!" 

"Oh, it's not designed to be fast," said Bronzong, chuckling. "But they do linger." 

It was true. The slow moving ball wasn't exactly threatening, but it didn't vanish. It simply hung in the middle of the 
battlefield- taking up space and giving the cars less room to move. 

"So Bronzong's car doesn't fire bullets or cannonballs...but floating traps instead...clever," said Mewtwo. 

"Nevermind that, Toxicroak's car can JUMP!" yelled Mew. "That’s a useful get out of jail free card!" 

Soon, enough, however, the initial chaos died and the game became a lot more focused. Bronzong was laying traps 
all around himself. Medicham was in hot pursuit of Bisharp, though the faster car was always out of reach. 

Honchkrow and Gothitelle were chasing each other around, while Banette shifted around, going in and out of sight 
(the cloaking wasn't permanent and had to recharge). The only ones who were doing nothing was Gengar, who was 
simply driving along the sides, and Luxray, who was quietly sitting in the chaos, blowing bubbles with her mouth. 

Honchkrow was hot on the tail of Gothitelle, who swerved around Luxray. As the Minuit escaped, Honchkrow scowled 
at Luxray sitting in her simple car. 

"Outta da way, twerp!" snapped Honchkrow, firing a couple rounds at Luxray. But she was shocked to see that the 
attacks simply bounced off. A large forcefield surrounded Luxray. And more than that. As the attacks struck Debbie's 
forcefield, a large shock lashed back at Honchkrow, jolting her vehicle. 

"OY!" 

"AHAHAHAHA! FEAR DEBBIE'S MIGHT!" 

"She called it Debbie?" muttered Kabutops nearby, swerving away from Gliscor. 
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"I gave Debbie the best strength of all! An unbreakable forcefield that zaps anyone who touches it!" shouted 
Luxray triumphantly. "AHAHAHAHAHA! I SHALL BRING CHAOS TO ALL TANGELA! ON THE WINGS OF 
DESTRUCTION KNOWN AS DEBBIE!" 

000 

"Debbie. You fucking kidding me?" snarled Krookodile. 

000 

Krookodile was driving around the outer ring, with Crobat lazily taking shots at him and a nearby Weavile. Kabutops 
shrugged, turning his car around and noticing Noivern driving along. He grinned as he drove at her, his blades getting 
ready to strike. Noivern noticed him coming and fire a few missiles at him, but they were destroyed by his blades as 
they got close. 

Noivern gulped and pressed a button. 

A screeching sound, that of a loud electric guitar, blasted out of her car, causing Kabutops, as well as a nearby 
Alakazam and Mamoswine, to all swerve out of control for a second. The blast of sound hit everyone hard, and even 
the hosts in the crowd covered their ears. 

"Damn, that's loud!" groaned Mewtwo. "How the hell does Noivern stand it?" 



000 


Noivern tapped her head, before a large object fell into her hand. "Earplugs rule!" 

000 

As Noivern drove away, she almost collided with Bisharp, who bumped against her and sent her hurtling away. In a 
panic, she pressed the button again, disrupting everyone with the loud burst of sound again. 

"Arceus, that's loud!" snarled Krookodile. "Reminds me of Clefable's stupid shit!" 

"Yeah, that needs to stop," said Weavile, eyes narrowed. 

"Agreed," commented Alakazam. 

"Aw damn," muttered Noivern. 

"DRIVE BABE, DRIVE!" shouted Gliscor. 

As if she had a target on her back, Alakazam, Honchkrow, and Bisharp all sped after Noivern. Alakazam focused his 
mind, firing beams at Noivern's car, while Honchkrow kept a barrage of bullets on the dragon's car. Noivern kept 
pressing the button on her vehicle to cause more sound bursts to explode from her car. She pressed another button 
to fire missiles, which flew backwards and homed in on Alakazam. But the Psychic just chortled and put up a 
forcefield to block the hit. He glanced at Honchkrow and fired a bolt at her for good measure. 

"CUT IT OUT!" squawked the bird, turning on him. 

Noivern breathed a sigh of relief. She couldn't believe her luck- her car was in pretty rough shape- the lasers had 
done a lot of damage...but she was safe. Honchkrow and Alakazam focused on each other more than her. And 
Bisharp had broken away since he had been attacked by Gothitelle. She sighed with relief and looked forward. 

A large pink orb was hovering in her face. Noivern scream as she hit the orb, causing a mini explosion to rock her car, 
though Mew and Mewtwo protected her from the forcefield. 

Bronzong, who was under siege from Kabutops and Mamoswine, smirked from afar. "Got one." 

Noivern spun out of control, but managed to keep on the road. She panted, getting ready to press her button, but 
when she did, nothing happened. Noivern stared at her button in confusion before glancing at her car. 

The speakers had been destroyed by Bronzong’s blast! She couldn't use her sound anymore! Oh man! 

"And that's the price you pay for wandering into Bronzong's traps," said Houndoom, shaking his head. "The longer 
your car takes hits, the less you can do. Noivern's only got her missiles now." 

Noivern checked her car quickly- steering wheel still worked, engine seemed to be fine, wheels had taken a beating, 
but they could still work, if only a bit slower. And she still had her missiles. Noivern grinned and turned her car, getting 
ready to fire missiles at an oncoming Banette. 

BOOM! 

A large beam shot across the battlefield, striking Noivern's vehicle hard. Noivern screamed as she flew into the air, 
while Boom Buggy took damage straight through it's body, destroying the engine and half of the car. Banette 
screeched to a halt and stared in shock, before glancing across the field. Smirking from afar was Crobat, who had his 
cannon pointed at Noivern, but was slowly switching it to Banette. Banette gulped before cloaking himself and 
speeding off. 

Noivern, on the other hand, groaned on the ground. Gliscor drove over, staring at her in shock. 

"Babe! You okay?" 

"I'm fine- didn't get hit or nothing," mumbled Noivern. "Uh...what do I do? I think I'm out." 

"Go to the stands, Noivern!" shouted Mew. "And leave your car- debris makes for great obstacles. And with that 
awesome sniping from Crobat, Noivern is the first one out of the competition!" 



000 


"Sucks being the first one out but...that was one hell of a ride!" said Noivern cheerfully. 

000 

"I forgot about Crobat," murmured Alakazam. He glanced away from Mamoswine and started driving towards Crobat. 
"Gothitelle! Come on!" 

Gothitelle broke away from her skirmish with Gliscor and drove off, taking the roads while Alakazam hovered along. 
Crobat saw them coming and turned, trying to get away. 

"Honchkrow!" he shouted. "I could use a hand!" 

Honchkrow barged past Kabutops and followed Crobat. Crobat saw Gothitelle getting close and decided that offense 
was necessary. He fired a powerful shot at her car, destroying one of her laser cannons and sending her reeling. 

"Why you little...!" snapped Gothitelle. She aimed her harpoon and fired. Crobat’s eyes widened in horror as a net 
expanded from the harpoon, falling onto his car and slowing him down. Alakazam closed in, firing lasers at Crobat. 

"Not if I can help it!" snarled Honchkrow, who rode up behind Gothitelle and started firing. Gothitelle's eyes widened 
as she tried to get away, but the onslaught from Honchkrow was doing heavy damage to her car. 

"Alakazam, I require assistance!" 

Alakazam turned around with a sneer and dashed towards Honchkrow to get her away. Crobat managed to remove 
the net and slink off. Honchkrow grinned and turned away to retreat from Alakazam. Gothitelle, on the other hand, 
moved away quickly. 

Meanwhile, Kabutops growled as he was being chased by Gliscor. He glanced behind him. That drill was getting 
closer. As they drove off the road, Kabutops pressed a button. Immediately, caltrops dropped out the back of his car 
onto the ground. 

"He had caltrops in there?" gasped Mew. "That's dirty. Not bad...if you drive on those, say bye to your tires." 

Gliscor screeched to a stop, but still fired on Kabutops. Kabutops smirked as he pressed another button- whirling 
blades popped out the back of his car, spinning against the dirt and causing clouds of sand to fly into the air and 
conceal his position. He sped off, leaving a huge cloud of dust in his wake. Gliscor abandoned the chase, instead 
turning to see Gengar's box. Shrugging, he fire some cannons at it, but they just bounced off. 

"Figures," muttered Gliscor. Then he shrugged and decided to try ramming it. He charged forward, drill at the ready. 

CLUNK! 

Gliscor gaped as his car stopped dead. Nothing. It couldn't pierce Gengar's vehicle. Gliscor backed up, staring in 
astonishment. 

"LEAVE ME ALONE!" screamed Gengar, though it was muffled from within the box. 

000 

"Dude has issues," muttered Gliscor. 

000 

Gothitelle dragged her half destroyed car to the outer ring to try and fix it. 

"Let me see...ze engine eez still running...but my weapons have been ruined...and my net was wasted...zis eez not 
an ideal situation." 

She glanced around. No one was nearby. Honchkrow was still fleeing Alakazam, while Crobat was on the opposite 
corner of the map. She could definitely repair her car. Not even Bronzong was nearby. He was still spinning around 
and firing those traps in every direction. 

Gothitelle focused her mind, using telekinesis to fit pieces back into place. She sighed in relief. She didn't notice the 



flicker next to her, and suddenly, Banette appeared. He rammed his energy blade right into Gothitelle's car, slicing the 
entire front end off. Gothitelle let out a cry of shock as Banette sliced through her car like butter. The car could no 
longer move. Banette gave her a sheepish grin. 

"Sorry...the opportunity was too good." 

Gothitelle pouted. "I thought you and I were on good terms." 

"All's fair in love and merge." 

"Dang, he totally, like, GOT HER!" shouted Noivern from the stands. 

"AND GOTHITELLE IS OUT!" shouted Houndoom. 

"What?" said Alakazam sharply. Honchkrow took the opportunity to dodge away from him. Banette smirked from afar 
and waved to Alakazam, who growled in annoyance as he turned and rocketed towards the ghost. Banette grinned 
and flicked a switch on his car, before frowning. Crap. Cloaking still had to recharge. 

"Crud.J gotta bail!" muttered Banette, rushing off as the Psychic closed in. 

On the other side of the map, Kabutops swerved and bolted off the road, managing to escape Bisharp. Kabutops 
glanced back with a smirk, seeing the knight grit his teeth as he sped off. He saw the Night Star pull up to 
Mamoswine and start to do battle with him. 

Still, he had sustained damage. Alakazam had destroyed his rear blades with some well placed lasers, and he had 
attempted to slice up Luxray at melee range...which turned out to be a huge mistake. That shock shield of hers really 
hurt. 

Scoffing, Kabutops turned, before noticing a small car drifting on the outer ring. Krookodile's vehicle was slowly 
moving along, trying not to be noticed. Kabutops grinned and charged towards him, blades at the ready. The 
crocodile noticed, but rather than looking fearful, he grinned. 

"Alright, Greed, let's do your stuff!" he crowed, speeding off. Kabutops followed him in hot pursuit. His vehicle was 
fast, but Krookodile always managed to be just out of range. The Ground-type chuckled and flipped a switch. 
Kabutops gaped as smoke burst from the back of Krookodile's car. Hacking and coughing, Kabutops refused to give 
up the chase. But despite his best efforts, the prehistoric Pokemon couldn't see and began to swerve out. 

Krookodile grinned and flicked another switch, causing oil to spill out behind his car. Kabutops burst through the 
smoke, only to curse loudly as he hit the oil. His car slid through the black substance, spinning out and crashing into a 
nearby wall, destroying one of his frontal blades. Krookodile spun his car back around and charged the crashed 
Kabutops. As he did so, he pressed a button, causing two powerful drills to appear out of the front of his car. 

Kabutops whirled around in horror as Krookodile punctures his tires. The crocodile continued ramming his car into 
Kabutops, who tried in vain to slash back at Krookodile with his scythes, but to no avail. 

Banette saw what was happening, swore, and drove for Kabutops. Crap! What had he gotten himself into? 

"Oh wow!" yelled Mew. "Look at that!" 

"So Krookodile's car is full of traps...that explains the speed of the thing...he doesn't want to attack you...he wants you 
to chase him so he can trap you," mused Houndoom. 

"That's dirty!" shouted Noivern. 

"Eet eez still allowed in ze rules...but what a sneaky tactic...he eez not playing on his opponent's weaknesses, but he 
eez taunting zem into recklessness," commented Gothitelle. 

Krookodile cackled as he continued ramming the Saw Slicer with Greed's drills, eventually beating the car until it 
could function no more. Kabutops grit his teeth as his engine exploded and his tires gave out. Krookodile laughed as 
he pulled away, making sure to get dirt in Kabutops's face. 

"Next time, don't be so greedy!" taunted Krookodile, driving off into the distance. Banette closed in, but Kabutops 
yelled out. 

"No, Banette, don't follow him! That's his stupid fucking trick!" growled Kabutops. 



"Eh?" 


"He wanted me to chase him...he's got that thing full of traps," muttered Kabutops crossly. "You'll have to sneak up on 
him. Carefully." 

Banette sighed. "Got it." 

He sped up and drove off. 

000 

"Greed has no defenses, but the best defense I need is ensuring that those idiots chase me around...once 
I've hooked them, they're gonna keep chasing me until there car is nothing but a hunk of junk!" laughed 
Krookodile. 

000 

"He played me like a fiddle," snarled Kabutops. "First Weavile, now this. Seems like the competition is 
getting vicious." 

000 

Bisharp flashed past Alakazam, who was currently floating away from Luxray, attempting to break Debbie's barrier, 
but to no avail. He glanced beside him. Medicham was to his right, and she was glaring him down. Bisharp sighed as 
he spun around and shot towards her. He flicked a switch, causing saw blades to burst out of the sides of his car. The 
whirling saws shot out towards Medicham. 

But Medicham was ready. She pressed a switch and all of a sudden, a part of her armor popped out of her car, 
striking the blade and damaging it. Bisharp gaped, while Medicham charged him. Pressing a button, Bisharp's 
engines went into overdrive and he shot away from her, glancing over his shoulder as he did so. 

"So Bisharp is packed with blades...color me surprised," said Mewtwo, chuckling. 

"And Medicham apparently packed a punch into her car! All of that armor can pop out...almost like a boxing glove or 
something!" said Mew, gaping. 

"Yeah...that's a neat trick...armor that defends, but can pop out and double as a weapon...too bad it's all melee," 
commented Houndoom. 

"That won't matter against Bisharp," argued Mewtwo. "His car is all melee too, at least from what we've seen. And in 
a one on one, she beats him, no contest." 

Meanwhile, Mamoswine was near Toxicroak, who was backing his car up to get away from Mamoswine. Mamoswine 
charged, pressing a button, causing the tusk spears on the front of his car to extend. Toxicroak panicked and pressed 
his jet switch, causing his car to leap in the air again. However, he quickly pressed something else, causing a large 
cloud of smoke to emerge around his car. 

"Smoke?" asked Mamoswine. Then his eyes widened at the yellow colored powder falling down towards him. "Oh 
crap! That’s Stun Spore!" 

Toxicroak floated off before landing his car, while Mamoswine tapped into his powerful engine, bolting. He built a 
powerful charge and slammed into the nearest car, which turned out to be Medicham. Medicham let out a yelp as her 
car spun out, but the damage it sustained was fairly minor. Bisharp smirked at the spectacle as he started to close in 
on Weavile... 

Gliscor was on Toxicroak the moment he landed, but Toxicroak was ready. He activated his cannon, firing a small 
cannonball at Gliscor's car. Gliscor stopped, smirking for a moment. 

"That's it?" he asked. Then he noticed smoke rising from the metal ball. Gliscor stared into it, before he felt his eyes 
drooping. He shook himself off before speeding away. 

"Oh...that's clever," said Mewtwo, grinning. 

"What the hell? What was that?" asked Kabutops, sitting down next to Noivern on the sidelines. 



"Toxicroak's attacks do nothing to anyone's car...but the varying smoke effects he has can paralyze drivers or put 
them to sleep...that’s actually rather smart," said Houndoom. 

Toxicroak panted in relief, before Banette flashed past him, bumping as he went. The frog spun around and was face 
to face with Alakazam. 

"Out of my way!" snapped the Psychic, knocking Toxicroak back with a laser from the air. Toxicroak barely managed 
to avoid it, before leaping into the air. The frog looked a bit surprised, before a crazy grin flashed on his face. He let 
out a nervous cackle as he shot into the air, ramming Alakazam's hovercar. 

"Blast," muttered Alakazam, activating his forcefields, but Toxicroak was ready. He pressed a button, causing a cloud 
of smoke to surround his car again. Alakazam scoffed, before he felt strange. 

"What...what did you...l...l feel...," mumbled Alakazam, yawning loudly. Everyone who was driving stopped to stare at 
the phenomenon. 

Alakazam rubbed his eyes, groaning, before he fell asleep. The moment his mind shut off, his car deactivated, 
plummeting to the ground and crashing hard. The lack of defenses caused the car to shatter upon impact with the 
hard earth below. The noise caused Alakazam to wake back up and look around wildly, while Toxicroak lowered 
himself to safety. 

"What...what happened?" demanded Alakazam. He stared at his car. "How did you...?" 

"Unbelievable!" shouted Mew. "Toxicroak used his sleeping smoke effects to put Alakazam to sleep...and since that 
car runs on mind power, it's crashed, destroyed, and out of the game!" 

Alakazam stared at the ruins of his vehicle, before staring at Toxicroak, who was in a fit of nervous giggles. 
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"Did I really just lose to that fool?" muttered Alakazam, his face red. "I can tolerate Honchkrow and maybe 
Bronzong occasionally, but...this is just embarrassing." 

000 

"I did it! I did it! I totally took someone big out!" shouted Toxicroak. "I bet everyone's gonna think I'm 
awesome now!" 

000 

"Well, dumb luck exists," said Weavile, shrugging. 

000 

"I can't believe we got that lucky," said Crobat. "I can't believe HE got that lucky." 

000 

"Bad luck, Alakazam- Toxicroak packed the one weapon that would take you down," said Medicham. 

000 

Alakazam lifted the pieces of his car off the field, while Toxicroak had to get his act together, as Bronzong's swirling 
tower was closing in. As Alakazam made his way towards the audience, he stopped. 

"Wait a minute, how did Toxicroak stay awake in that cloud? That doesn't make sense!" 

000 

Toxicroak grinned, holding up a bunch of berries. "I totally have a bag of these stashed in my car! Helps 
when I start to feel the effects of the smoke, huh?" 

000 


Bisharp pulled up beside Toxicroak, giving the frog a rare smile. 



"That was brilliant, Toxicroak. Well done." 

"Well, you helped, what with the whole jumping idea," admitted Toxicroak. 

"Still...you took down Alakazam. That takes skill." 

"Yeah, I guess I-" 

BOOM! 

Bisharp gaped as Mamoswine smashed into Toxicroak, taking the frog with him as he charged across the arena. 
Toxicroak screamed in horror as Mamoswine pushed him away. Bisharp pulled to a stop and stared in shock. 

"Holy shit," whispered Bisharp, before shaking himself off. "I mean, er...whoa." 

"OH GOD OH GOD OH GOD!" screamed Toxicroak as Mamoswine dragged him off. With a tiny laugh, Mamoswine 
stopped his car and sent Toxicroak rolling away. The Cloud Hopper was down, but not out. Mamoswine allowed 
himself a small smile of triumph, before his eyes widened as his car was pierced on the right side. He turned to see 
Gliscor's drill boring into his car. Gliscor grinned. 

"Hey buddy." 

Mamoswine tried to turn away, but his car wasn't built for evasive maneuvering. Instead, he charged his engines and 
blasted forward, escaping Gliscor, but unfortunately getting right in line with one of Bronzong's traps. Bronzong's 
tower was nearby, and Bronzong lined up another shot. Mamoswine took another heavy blow, but his high armor was 
powerful enough to withstand the hit. Mamoswine backed up, not eager to go into a battle with Bronzong's heavy 
artillery, before he heard the sound of whirling blades. Bisharp flashed past, a dark smile on his face as he slashed 
through Mamoswine's back tires. 

"I sent you home once," vowed the knight. "And I'll do it again. THAT was for Toxicroak." 

Mamoswine groaned. His car was a powerful tank, but it couldn't take much more of this. He needed to blast his 
engines to get out of there and repair his vehicle before it was too late. Bronzong's gigantic towering menace was 
currently focused on Honchkrow behind him. 

"You know, I'm really growing tired of your attempts to take me out," drawled the bell. 

"Then lay down and lose already!" snapped the bird, blasting him with more rapid fire attacks while carefully 
navigating Bronzong's floating minefield. 

Mamoswine groaned as Bisharp drove circles around him, hacking away at his armor with powerful sawblades. But 
his engine was almost fully charged...he could break for it! But then he heard a nervous laugh behind him, and 
glanced over to see Toxicroak firing at the jets on the back of his car. The frog carefully lodged a smoke ball in the 
jets. Mamoswine frantically pressed the button, but they weren't responding. Mamoswine groaned as his car began to 
fall apart. Toxicroak grinned and leapt into the air, firing at Mamoswine again while Bisharp carved him up. 

Mamoswine's car began to smoke and break down. The large pig groaned as his car was finally reduced to a 
smoldering heap of broken parts, sighing as he exited the smoking vehicle. 

"And Mamoswine and the Iron Tusk have been destroyed! They're out of the game!" 

"WHAT?" shrieked Luxray, who spun her car away from Medicham, turning to glance at Mamoswine's broken vehicle. 
Bisharp had already sped off, leaving just Toxicroak next to the remains of the Iron Tusk. Luxray's eyes glowed red 
as she sped towards Toxicroak. 

"NOT MY MAMOSWINE! NOT THIS TIME, YOU OVERGROWN TADPOLE!" 

"Overgrown tadpole?" mumbled Toxicroak. Then his eyes widened as Luxray's car shot in the air. The forcefield 
around her car vanished as it glowed with a harsh light and charged towards Toxicroak. 

"TIME FOR DEBBIE TO LIVE OUT HER PURPOSE. DESTROY HIM!" screamed Luxray. 

"Oh no," whispered Toxicroak, as Debbie hurtled towards him. 



The explosion that followed rocked the entire arena- luckily, Mew and Mewtwo's forcefields kept the campers safe 
from the effects. On the other hand, Toxicroak went soaring through the sky, screaming, as both the Cloud Hopper 
and Debbie completely disappeared in a massive blast. Their cars vanished and there was nothing left to find. Luxray 
stood among the rubble, grinning maniacally as she bounced back and forth. 

"FOOL. DEBBIE WILL DRAG YOUR CAR TO THE UNDERWORLD! YOU'LL NEVER DRIVE IN THIS TOWN 
AGAIN!" 

"Well, Toxicroak's gone," said Mew, chuckling at the knocked out frog on the sidelines. Mamoswine picked him up 
and dragged him off towards the audience, carrying him on his tusks. 

"Well...he did well...even if it was short lived," commented Alakazam grudgingly. 

"What about Luxray?" yelled Krookodile, dodging a shot from Crobat. 

"She destroyed her car too!" shouted Weavile. "Does that mean she's out?" 

"Uh...well...uh...yeah...l guess they're both out," said Houndoom. "Wow...uh...Luxray, Toxicroak...both out...along with 
Mamoswine...damn... haha." 

"LUXRAY, GET OFF THE FIELD!" roared Mew. 

"Okay!" said Luxray cheerfully, walking backwards towards the stands. 

000 

Toxicroak's eyes were bulging as he rocked back and forth in the confessional. 

000 

"Fuckin' Debbie, man," said Banette, shaking his head with a short laugh. 

000 

Bisharp scoffed as he watched the spectacle from afar- thankfully, Medicham was busy dodging sniper shots from 
Crobat. Then his eyes widened as a barrage of bullets struck his vehicle. He turned to see Honchkrow pulling up, a 
roguish grin on her face as she fired more shots at him. 

"You?" snapped Bisharp. "I thought we were allies during the time of voting." 

"Times change," rasped Honchkrow. "And since you're so used to my help, I tink it's time I remind you who da real 
power is around here." 

She slammed her car against Bisharps, grinning as the Night Star wobbled. Bisharp's eyes narrowed, flicking a switch 
on his car. 

"And if you think I'm that easy to take care of, then it doesn't matter if you have power- you're a fool," quipped 
Bisharp, as blades were thrust out from the side of his vehicle. Honchkrow frowned, noticing that her heavy armor 
was not doing as well against those blades as she thought. While her car had plenty of armor, Bisharp's weaponry 
was powerful. New strategy time. The bird growled and veered off, sending Bisharp driving away. She'd get him next 
time. 

Meanwhile, Gliscor was being chased down by Banette, who kept blinking in and out of sight, trying to give the 
illusion that he was giving up the chase. Luckily, Gliscor knew better than that. He punched a button in his car, 
sending a barrage of sand into Banette's face. The ghost rubbed his eyes and turned away. Gliscor grinned, only to 
bump into Medicham. Medicham's eyes narrowed behind the wheel as she rammed her car against Gliscor's, Gliscor 
bit his lip, noticing that his car had taken quite a beating. Wincing as Medicham's moving armor whacked his car 
again, he backed up into the cloud of sand. Medicham tried to hit him again, but Gliscor veered off the road and sped 
away over the dirt. 

Gliscor sighed. His drill was intact, but he was low on sand. It was gonna be hard to pick people off. But he noticed 
Krookodile, slowly moving around the outer ring. He grinned. 


Kabutops noticed Gliscor heading towards Krookodile and swore. "Don't do it, Gliscor. That's a bad idea." 



Noivern cocked her head to one side. "Bad idea? Wait, really? Why?" 

"Krookodile's car lays traps while you chase him," explained Mamoswine. "Caught a glimpse of it when Kabutops was 
out." 

"Ah...so he weakens you during the chase, before turning around and finishing you off...clever strategy, but it relies 
on your opponent’s stupidity," commented Alakazam. 

"Well, Gliscor's no brainiac," said Kabutops. 

"Hey!" yelled Noivern. "He may be a bit timid and maybe he’s no egghead like Alakazam-!" 

"Egghead?" asked Alakazam, stunned. Gothitelle chuckled next to him. 

"But he’s got heart and determination and I bet he can do this!" 

Alakazam watched Gliscor close in on Krookodile. "I’ll take that bet, Noivern." 

Krookodile heard the whirling of a drill behind him and turned. A grin snaked its way onto his face as he saw Gliscor 
speeding towards him. Grinning, he veered away and laid down the trail, making sure Gliscor was close behind him 
when he dropped an oil slick. Gliscor frowned, before skidding around it, chasing Krookodile while he was off road, 
making sure not to be completely behind the crocodile. 

"Not that stupid," commented Kabutops. "Chasing him at an angle is smart." 

Krookodile eyed Gliscor behind him, before shrugging. He stopped his car completely, while Gliscor blazed past. But 
Krookodile made no move to chase him, instead just driving away. Gliscor gaped behind him, before turning his car 
around and chasing Krookodile again. 

"No, Gliscor, no," muttered Mamoswine. "Don’t take the bait. He’s snaring you right now." 

Gliscor continued to follow Greed, but Krookodile was ready for him. He sent out a cloud of white smoke behind his 
car. Gliscor grumbled and charged through it, bursting out of the smoke, closing in on Krookodile. But Krookodile had 
him now. He flipped a lever and slowed down. A cloud of white emerged from the rear of his vehicle, and everyone 
gaped in shock as the road behind Krookodile changed to ice. 

"Oh...he’s changing the terrain itself...clever," said Mewtwo. 

"Zat eez one tricky vehicle," said Gothitelle, stretching as she watched the proceedings. 

Gliscor, always wary around ice, attempted to screech to a halt, but he slipped and his car slid a ways away from 
Krookodile. Krookodile himself grinned, turned his car quickly, and charged the Sand Drill, blades at the ready. 
Gliscor's eyes widened as Krookodile began to carve up his car, just like he had done to Kabutops earlier. Gliscor 
tried to back his car away, but Krookodile had done way too much damage and soon his car ceased to move. 

"And that's the end of that," said Alakazam. 

"Stupid crocodile," grumbled Noivern. 

"Gliscor's fallen victim to the same traps as Kabutops, with the Sand Drill being destroyed by the Greed. And now 
he's out of the race!" shouted Mew. 

"There have been some interesting upsets in this game," commented Houndoom. "Never thought Toxicroak would be 
the one to take down Alakazam." 

"Banette and Bisharp have been on point with their attacks as well," replied Mewtwo. "So far, the aggressive, short 
ranged cars have been proving to be powerful. Defensive cars, while slow and bulky, can't keep up." 

Mew smirked. "So, that would mean Honchkrow and Medicham don't have good odds in your mind, doesn't it 
Mewtwo?" 

"They've come far, but I doubt they'll win," admitted Mewtwo. 

Honchkrow in question was firing at Bisharp, but the Night Star sped off, avoiding most of the attacks with ease. 
Honchkrow growled in annoyance, glancing around the battlefield. Crobat was trying to pick off Krookodile from afar, 



but Weavile was closing in on him fast and the bat was getting ready to move away. Banette had vanished completely 
again, so she was going to have to be on her toes. And nearby, Bronzong was swirling around in his massive car, 
laying traps and moving all around. 

Honchkrow smirked, deciding to test her luck against the massive tower. While the traps WERE powerful, Bronzong's 
vehicle couldn't be THAT strong at close range, and even if she tripped one, her armor could prevent the worst of it. 
She turned Slick towards the Whirling Tower and decided to engage. Bronzong felt the cannons hit him and he turned 
in annoyance. 

"Really? A head on assault?" he drawled. "You really ARE an idiot, for a mobster kingpin anyway." 

"I have no idea what you're talking about," snapped Honchkrow dismissively. 

Weavile, meanwhile, chased after Crobat, but he carefully glided over a patch of Bronzong's mines. Weavile tried to 
pursue him, but the field was difficult to navigate. She glared at Crobat's retreating vehicle, before looking over at 
Bronzong. These mines were a problem. The more time Bronzong was on the field, the more mines he could place. 

Banette, on the other hand, was currently weaving through the minefield, trying to get close to Bronzong, but 
everytime he was about to make it, the Whirling Tower moved away and planted more mines. 

"Bronzong's car is certainly troublesome," commented Mamoswine. 

"Yeah, seriously, talk about a raging Magmortar," agreed Luxray, getting a weird look from Kabutops. 

"Like, how the hell do they take that thing down?" asked Noivern. 

"Well, it's well designed," said Alakazam, a bit grudgingly. "It lays traps, and it possesses the turning and careful 
maneuvering to drive through the traps. All it has to do is keep dodging through them and no one can touch 
Bronzong. The only issue is I don't think he has any other methods of attack. Honchkrow has a decent shot, since her 
car as a lot of bulk." 

"As for Banette, Weavile, and Bisharp, it's gonna be a rough time" commented Kabutops. "They're all close range. I 
doubt Krookodile will help, and Gengar's literally just camping in a box and praying to Arceus. Crobat's got a good 
chance if the others got off his back. But point is, unless they all mob him, he's got this in the bag." 

"Looks like Honchkrow is going to challenge the crazy fortress that is Bronzong!" announced Houndoom. "Let's see 
what's going to happen." 

"Oh please take him out...that bell needs to be knocked down a peg," said Mew with a sneer. 

Mewtwo snorted. 

Honchkrow sped towards Bronzong, who swirled through the mines easily, firing back at Honchkrow. But Honchkrow 
simply moved slowly through the mines, keeping the many cannons on her car aimed at Bronzong. The bell scoffed 
at the minor damage, but realized he'd have to reveal his trump card early. 

"You got nothin' on me!" shouted Honchkrow. "Ya may have a crazy mine shooter, but if I ain't stupid enough to drive 
into it, it's useless!" 

Bronzong let out a chuckle. He didn't want to use this yet, but he had no choice- Honchkrow's vehicle was armored 
enough to take blasts from his mines, and his car, while strong, couldn't handle repeated blows. He needed his 
cannons active. 

"And if you're really dim enough to think that I only brought mines, then I have no idea how you think you're smart 
enough to take out Alakazam," said Bronzong with a loud laugh. 

Bronzong telekinetically flipped a switch within his ship, before every cannon started to glow with a bright light. 
Honchkrow pulled her a car to a stop, staring in confusion. 

"What the...OH FUCK-!" swore the bird loudly. 

Instead of slow moving mines, long ranged lasers blasted from Bronzong's cannons. Honchkrow's car was caught 
directly in one of the blasts, her car being severely damaged in the process. Banette, who was still nearby, widened 
his eyes and drove off, avoiding most of the blasts, but still getting skimmed. Weavile, who was still chasing Crobat, 



stopped and stared in shock, before narrowly avoiding a blow. Gengar was still in his box, which took the hit easily, 
while Bisharp and Medicham stopped their current skirmish to avoid the attack. 

"Whoa," said Toxicroak, who had finally woken up. 

"Wow! Look at those lasers! Do me proud, Bronzong!" commented Luxray approvingly. 

"It appears I was mistaken...he had another trick up his sleeve," said Alakazam quietly. Then he smirked. "But if 
Honchkrow is taking the fall, then I suppose I'm grateful." 

"Holy shit! Where the hell was he hiding that?" exclaimed Gliscor, eyes wide. 

"Well, looks like Bronzong had another trick up his sleeve for you!" said Mewtwo, laughing at Mew's enraged 
expression. 

"Don't talk to me," hissed the host. 

Honchkrow swore quietly as she tried to get her car back in gear. The damage was heavy, but Bronzong wasn't firing 
again yet. She could just turn around and get Slick to the sidelines. Crobat could cover her while she repaired it. 
Slowly, she turned the vehicle around, only to tap one of Bronzong's mines. Honchkrow sighed angrily as her car was 
blown backwards again, hitting another mine. Crobat watched in horror as Honchkrow's car flipped over and laid on 
the ground in a smoking heap. He stopped taking lazy shots at Medicham and Bisharp, before driving towards her. 

"Honchkrow! HONCHKROW! You okay?" 

Honchkrow pushed herself out of the debris. "I'm fine, ya dingbat, Mew and Mewtwo got shields on us. As for...the 
Slick I uh...tink it's outta commission." 

"Looks like it!" said Houndoom. "Honchkrow is out of the game." 

Weavile looked on from afar, staring as Honchkrow had gone from a strong car to a pile of metal in only a few 
moments. Still, she stared at Bronzong's vehicle carefully. Those countless lasers were deadly but...he had only fired 
once. It must be on a charge system. In addition, the minefield had been hit by the lasers as well. The area around 
Bronzong had been cleared. 

Weavile pulled towards the center of the field. "GUYS!" 

000 

"You know, I may not have a lot to say about Weavile...not a lot of good anyway, but she's a pretty good 
leader- she kinda knows how to bring people together," said Gliscor. "Not surprised she ran an alliance." 

000 

"Dem mines...I dunno who irks me more...da bell or da brain," grumbled Honchkrow. 

000 

"What's this?" asked Mew. "Weavile's calling out to the other drivers." 

Bisharp listened with interest, while Banette reappeared nearby. Crobat stopped his shooting for a moment. 

"Okay, look, I know we're not all friends...in fact, some of us are bitter enemies. I get that," stated Weavile. "However, 

I think we need a truce for a minute." 

She pointed to Bronzong's car. "Because THAT thing is a problem for all of us, and this is our only good chance to 
take him down. His lasers are down, and he doesn't have a lot of mines. Let's all take Bronzong out and get back to 
our crazy car smashing routine. That sound like a plan?" 

"What?" exclaimed Mew. 

"Huh?" said the other drivers as one. 


"Excuse me?" snapped Bronzong. 



"I can't get you on my own," growled Weavile in response. "But if I have to team up with others to take you down, so 
be it. Look at us- none of us can approach this thing alone. Let's take him out, guys." 

"...sure, I'm game," said Banette, shrugging. 

Bronzong threw him a look of astonishment. "I thought you and I were on decent terms!" 

"Yeah but...I wanna win?" explained Banette, giving him an apologetic smile. 

"Why you cheeky little-!" 

"An enticing proposition," admitted Bisharp. "I'm interested. Medicham, care to put our argument on hold?" 

Medicham narrowed her eyes. "I suppose so. But I have my eye on you." 

000 

"Damn it!" snarled Bronzong. "I designed this car specifically with the idea that no one would work 
TOGETHER to defeat me...I mean, it could handle two cars at once, since I expected Alakazam and Gothitelle 
or the mafia members to try something...but three cars? Four? Five? Ugh...Weavile, you've made me very 
annoyed." 

000 

"Sure...I'm game," agreed Crobat. "I doubt we'll get help from the box ghost and croco-jerk." 

"I resent that," snapped Krookodile. 

"I'M NOT MOVING FROM THIS SPOT!" screamed Gengar. 

"Forget them," said Weavile, rolling her eyes. "Let's get the bell!" 

"You little turncoat, after all the help I gave you in all those challenges!" snapped Bronzong. 

"Nothing personal," replied Weavile, chuckling. "But you would do the same thing, wouldn't you?" 

Bronzong scowled as Bisharp, Medicham, and Weavile raced towards him. The same thing? Yeah, he'd absolutely 
gang up on a threat, but he probably wouldn't have asked everyone to help him. He was a loner, he did his work 
alone for the most part, unless someone could help his plans and schemes out. Regardless, the whole situation was 
NOT ideal for him. But then again, he supposed he sort of deserved this on some level. 

Bronzong rolled his eyes. His chances of winning this season were at an all time low anyway. Yeah, he hadn't really 
cared about Season One, and his chances there were low as well. Season Two had been his best shot, and he 
squandered it on the honorable and emotional "right thing to do". It was stupid- if he hadn't rescued Gardevoir in that 
one challenge, HE would've been on the winner platform instead of her. 

But maybe he did win something out of it. Even if it was annoyance at being attacked by his closest acquaintances in 
this competition, it was good he at least felt SOMETHING, rather than that cold emptiness he had before. 

"You were right after all Gardevoir," said Bronzong to himself quietly. "And I hate you for it." 

Bronzong snapped back into action as a hoard of cars rushed at him. 

"Attack on Bronzong!" shouted Banette. "Let’s go!" 

"You little puppet jerk, don't think I'll let this slide easily!" growled Bronzong, moving backwards and firing his mines. 
But Banette had already vanished from the spot. Weavile moved past him, scratching her blades against his car, but 
carefully avoiding his cannon. Medicham barreled in as well, although she took some damage from a mine blast that 
tipped the edge of her car. She began to bash Bronzong with her vehicle. Bronzong growled and moved away, 
slipping through the mines. He aimed one of his cannons directly at Medicham. 

"You'll go down with me," he said with a sneer. But he gaped when a large shot destroyed one of his cannons. 

Crobat grinned from afar. "Not today, Bronzong." 



Bronzong groaned, but simply shifted and pointed another cannon at Medicham. But he was shocked to see Bisharp 
rush in and slice up that cannon with his blades. Even Medicham seemed shocked, as Bisharp continued to attack 
Bronzong, before rushing away, moving slower than normal to bypass the mines. 

Medicham turned to face him as he drove by. "Did you just save-?" 

"Don't read into it- I'd rather put you on the stands myself," said Bisharp, his tone carefully neutral. 

Medicham huffed in annoyance. 

Bronzong read the signs of his vehicle and cursed inwardly- his wheels were strained, and most of his cannons were 
down. In addition, his lasers weren't going to be ready nearly soon enough. As Banette zoomed in and stabbed one 
of his wheels, Bronzong simply sighed. He wasn't getting out of this. He might as well cause some havoc before he 
went. He drove forward and rammed into Bisharp, sending Bisharp into Medicham, and both cars hit a mine, getting 
sent skidding away. He then whirled around and bashed Banette lightly, sending him skidding. 

"Hey!" hissed Banette. 

"No hard feelings," said Bronzong, permitting himself a roguish grin. 

Bronzong was then hit by Crobat again- due to his weakened armor, he was sent skidding. Bronzong flew into one of 
his own mines and took a heavy hit from the explosion that followed. Yet for all the punishment it took, the Whirling 
Tower was still standing. 

"How much can that thing take?" asked Mew incredulously. 

"Not much more," responded Mewtwo. "Take a good look- it's on its last legs." 

It was true. Bronzong's vehicle was tottering and slowly, they all watched as it collapsed and fell to the ground. 
Bronzong emerged from the vehicle. 

"Yeah...you're pretty much done, aren't you?" he muttered to the car. Banette was still nearby, and was shocked to 
see Bronzong with a small smirk on his face. 

"Oh well. It's probably for the best anyway." 

Bronzong floated off to the stands, leaving a confused Banette in his wake. 

000 

"Something was off with him...he seemed a little less...angry then before? Kinda just seemed like he wasn't 
bothered by losing," said Banette. He shrugged. "Oh well." 

000 

"Thank god they all teamed up on him," said Krookodiie. "He was making it real difficult to lead people on my 
trail. Damn mines." 

000 

Bisharp sighed with relief now that Bronzong was out, before he felt himself get slammed by Medicham. 

"What the-?!" 

"Bronzong is out- we have no reason to work together anymore," said Medicham simply. Her armor began to pop out 
and slam against Bisharp, breaking up his vehicle. Bisharp growled and brought out his blades. While he managed to 
carve up Medicham's car slightly, the Night Star was no match for the constant pummeling and soon, Bisharp's car 
was unable to move. Though Medicham's car sustained heavy damage, she was the victor. 

"You lose," she said simply. "And you will continue to do so." 

Bisharp just spat and strode off towards the audience. 

"And just moments after Bronzong, Bisharp follows!" yelled Mew. "Looks Medicham won that little grudge match!" 



"Not for long though," said Mewtwo, a faint smile on his lips. "I saw someone heading right for her." 

"Really?" said Mew, looking around. "Where?" 

But everyone saw it a few moments later. As Bisharp walked off the field and Medicham tried to get her car back in 
gear, a dark shadow appeared as Banette sped towards her. Medicham looked over her shoulder just in time to see 
the plasma blade on Banette's car pierce her vehicle. Medicham frantically tried to pummel Banette's car, but only got 
a few hits on the Phantom Zipper before her car broke down. 

"Damn! Banette's on a roll with these take downs!" yelled Mew. 

"How da hell is dat stupid invisible car so powerful?" asked Honchkrow. 

"Well, it isn't, not really," explained Bronzong. "Banette's weapon is extremely powerful, but his car is riddled with 
weaknesses. For starters, he can't cloak and dagger constantly, and the only weapon he has is melee ranged. And in 
order to be fast and agile, he couldn't armor his car too much." 

"It's a glass cannon," agreed Alakazam. "He has to get in close to do damage, but he also needs to be fast. Look at 
his vehicle. He only took glancing blows from Bronzong and a few hits from Medicham, and it's already beat up." 

"So if he gets hit hard one more time, he's most likely finished," said Houndoom, who had been listening in. "Still, 
gotta hand to him- that car is probably the most fragile thing besides Alakazam’s hovercar, and he's made it far." 

Banette grinned, but frowned. The remaining fighters were Krookodile, Crobat, Gengar, and Weavile. He had to take 
care of Crobat right away. Krookodile would be annoying, but he could handle it. Weavile...well, he'd cross that bridge 
when he got to it. And he was pretty sure he was the only one that could pierce Gengar's defenses. 

In fact...that might not be a bad idea. Banette veered around and drove towards Gengar, his blade at the ready. 

"Oh damn...you think he can get Gengar?" asked Toxicroak, eyes wide. 

"I dunno.,.1 couldn't pierce that block at all," commented Gliscor. 

"Your drill might not do it, but that blade can cut through cars like butter- and since Gengar seems to be entirely 
defense, he has a shot," said Bisharp. 

"Hey...why didn't you guys take the plasma blades?" asked Noivern, looking at Bisharp and Kabutops. "You both 
seem stab happy..." 

"My car was built for speed- that blade would've made me slower," answered Bisharp. 

"And I didn't have any cloaking crap to get in close, so everyone would've easily seen me coming with that thing...and 
I didn't find it," responded Kabutops, a bit glumly. "Where the hell did he find it...?" 

Noivern and Gothitelle chuckled at Kabutops's sulking. 

As Banette sped towards Gengar, however, a powerful shot struck his back wheels. Spinning out of control, Banette 
tried to steer his car and get it back in gear, but it fell over and skidded into Gengar. Everybody winced as his fragile 
car struck Gengar's box hard, with the blade getting bent out of shape. Another shot quickly followed, destroying the 
remains of Banette's car. 

Crobat grinned from afar, fangs twinkling. "No sneaking up on me, Banette!" 

"Atta boy!" squawked Honchkrow from the crowd. "You show him, Crobat!" 

Banette crawled out of his car, shaking his head. "Have to admit...that was a pretty good shot...should've cloaked, but 
I didn't think Gengar would've seen me coming." 

"Y'know, if Crobat manages to pick off Krookodile and Weavile, he has a good chance of winning overall. I doubt 
Krookodile or Weavile can pierce Gengar's Safety Box," said Bisharp. 

"His laser WOULD work quite well. It appears that Gengar does not have any attacks," pointed out Medicham. 

"His priority is Weavile- Krookodile is designed to be chased, and Crobat has no need to chase him with that sniper 
ray," said Mew. 



"But if Weavile gets him first, Crobat's in trouble," said Houndoom. 

Weavile knew it too, and she was heading straight for him, driving on the longest ring in the stadium to head for him. 
But she let out a cry of surprise when Krookodile swerved in front of her. 

"Try this before you go for him!" taunted the crocodile. He could dodge Crobat's shots easily and just savage him up 
close- he didn't need the bat to chase him. And after that, Gengar's stupid box would break eventually, right? 

Weavile, on the other hand, glare at the crocodile. She had never really gotten along with Krookodile. He had always 
been nasty, rude, crass, and a bit of a jerk. And the way he was taking out competitors in this challenge was giving 
him a big head. Krookodile smirked as he kicked up a cloud of dust behind him. Weavile glared as the sand got in her 
eyes. 

"Come on and get me if you can!" taunted Krookodile, revving his engines. He looked behind, before he heard a loud 
click. 

Hurtling through the sand was a harpoon that whistled through air and embedded itself in the back of Krookodile's 
car. Krookodile's eye bulged. Gliscor and Noivern cheered. Krookodile tried to drive, but he couldn't move. As the 
dust cleared, he saw Weavile driving backwards, a long chain connected to the harpoon. Weavile smirked as she 
flicked a switch, causing the chain to retract and pull Greed closer to her. Krookodile frantically tried to drive away, but 
he only succeeded in dragging Weavile with him. 

"That's right! Get him, Weavile!" shouted Banette. 

"Get him out of there!" yelled Gliscor. 

Weavile charged forward, long blades sprouting from the front of her car, before slamming into Krookodile. She 
began to cut up his car. Krookodile tried to use his traps, but it was no use- she had closed in on him, and even if her 
car was taking damage, she was hurting him more. Krookodile grunted with effort as he tried to escape, but it was no 
use. Eventually, his car stopped responding and collapsed in a heap. 

"Gotcha!" 

But Weavile's smile turned to a frown as a piercing shot hit both her and Krookodile. She checked her car's damage 
before another shot was fired, totaling her car completely. Crobat smirked from across the field. 

"You made it easy for me!" said the bat, charging his cannon up again. "When you two got close, I could kill two birds 
with one stone." 

"Damnit...my car...won't move!" hissed Weavile. 

"Way to go, ice for brains, now we're both out!" snarled Krookodile. Weavile, annoyed, bopped him on the nose. 

"OW! DAMNIT!" 

"WelL.I don't believe that one folks- while Weavile proved herself to be the one to finally catch the Greed, her 
Frostbite was also destroyed along with him by a powerful shot from Crobat!" cried Mew. 

"And that leaves two left...so it's a matter of if Crobat can get Gengar or not," said Mewtwo. 

"But Gengar has no friggin' attacks! HE'S CURLED UP IN THE DAMN BOX AND WHIMPERING LIKE AN IDIOT!" 
spat Kabutops. 

"Which means Crobat's got dis in da bag!" stated Honchkrow with a smirk. 

Crobat lined up his cannon with Gengar, turning his cannon on Gengar and blasting him with a powerful shot. 
Everyone stared with held breath, seeing if it would finally destroy Gengar's almighty defenses. 

The car was pushed back, and everyone saw that Gengar's defenses weren't perfect- Crobat had left scorch marks 
on the side of the car, and there was a dent. 

"He can do it!" yelled Noivern. "He...Crobat can break Gengar's car!" 

"I thought so...physical attacks are one thing, but that sniper laser can probably damage anything," said Bisharp. 



Crobat grinned as he lined up his cannon for another shot. Gengar opened up the small peephole in his car to look 
out. 

"WHY ARE YOU SHOOTING ME? GO FOR SOMEONE ELSE!" 

"YOU'RE THE LAST ONE, IDIOT!" roared Kabutops. "EVERYONE ELSE GOT BLOWN TO SHIT WHILE YOU 
WERE MOPING IN YOUR CAR!" 

"Wait...I'm...I’m the last one?" asked Gengar, gaping. 

"YES!" yelled everyone. 

"You and Crobat are the final two!" hissed Weavile. 

"...well...uh...dang," said Gengar. "This lucky coin did work! I'm alive!" 

"Not for long," joked Crobat. "Sorry buddy, but I'm gonna break through that defense." 

"Well uh...I guess...hrmmm...maybe I can activate this...it was sort of a last resort but...," muttered Gengar. 

He pressed a button, and everyone gaped as the box of Gengar's car shifted. It slowly turned around, all of the pieces 
moving to different locations as they started to build something completely different. Crobat gaped as the Safety Box 
reformed, shifting into a giant laser, which was aimed directly at Crobat. 

"What...the...FUCK IS THAT?" yelped Krookodile in horror. 

"He was charging zis thing ze whole time?" gasped Gothitelle. 

Luxray was drooling. "Wowie...l...oh man...that thing looks DEADLY!" 

Crobat, on the other hand, was mortified. "What the...how did you...what is..." 

"Well, it was sort of my final move...it takes forever to charge though," admitted Gengar, who was still in a small box 
at the base of his laser. "But...uh...here goes." 

He pressed a button, and a massive blast fired from the laser. Crobat's car was it, and everyone watched as the Wing 
Weaver was utterly vaporized from the hit. Crobat covered his eyes, but thankfully Mew and Mewtwo were protecting 
him from the attack. Everyone just gaped at the spectacle, waiting to see what would happen. Kabutops's jaw had 
dropped, Honchkrow had dropped her cigar, and Luxray was cackling with glee. 

And in a few moments, it was over. Crobat was lying on the ground, his car completely gone. And Gengar sat there, 
staring in shock. 

"I...I won...I DID IT! I WON! I SURVIVED A KART CHALLENGE!" 
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"Are you SHITTING me," said Kabutops. "You have GOT to be shitting me!" 
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"Wow...that laser...I’m so...PROUD!" whispered Luxray, wiping tears from her eyes. 
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Crobat was wearing sunglasses. "I'm fine with losing, but damn that light was harsh." 
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"THE COIN WORKED! THE COIN WORKED! FROSLASS, BABE, WITH THIS LUCKY COIN, I'M GONNA BE 
UNSTOPPABLE!" yelled Gengar. "I SURVIVED A KART CHALLENGE! WOOOOOOOO HOOOOOO! PARTY 
TONIGHT!" 


000 



Everyone crowded the field, partially to see if Crobat was okay, and partially to question Gengar. Crobat was fine, 
though his eyes hurt from the light. Gengar, on the other hand, was being bombarded with questions. 

"WHERE DID YOU GET THE LASERNATOR TO FORM THE DEATH CANNON?" demanded Luxray. "OR DID YOU 
FIND THE HEART OF A SPEAROW AND THE TEARS OF ZUBAT TO MAKE IT?" 

"Zubat don't have eyes, IDIOT!" growled Krookodile. 

Crobat glared at that comment, before sighing. "It's true." 

"I mean uh...what?" asked Gengar. 

"No, don't you 'what' me!" shouted Kabutops. "HOW THE HELL DID YOU DO THAT?" 

Gengar just stared. "Dude, you don't think Mega Gengar is his own separate thing, do you? Like, we're pretty 
separate, but I still have the knowledge how to build a cannon." 

"So let me get this straight," said Bisharp, clutching his head from the throbbing headache he was enduring. "Your 
cheesy, cartoon villain persona with middle school syndrome-" 

"Hey!" protested Gengar. 

"Knows how to build THAT?" asked Bisharp, pointing the the cannon. "And by that knowledge, so do you?" 

"It's not like we're two different people. We remember stuff from our Mega Evolutions, we just don't talk about it," 
insisted Gengar. 

"...I need a drink," mumbled Honchkrow. 

"As do we all!" said Mew. "Except not from my private stash. THAT IS A NOT COOL ZONE. Anyways, Gengar! You 
are immune for the challenge, and since I'm feeling nice, you can hand out immunity to one of your fellow campers!" 

Gengar paused for a moment, looking through them. While Kabutops was his closest bro at the moment, Gengar 
highly doubted he was in danger. From what he had gathered, Banette had lasted longer (he had peered out when 
the ghost had crashed against his car). 

"Banette." 

Kabutops shrugged. He didn't feel like he was gonna be voted for anyway. 

"Alright, the two Ghosts have immunity!" said Mew. "And everyone get ready, because tonight is gonna be your first 
MERGE elimination! Have fun figuring it out!" 
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"Well, at least Banette's safe...now I hope I am too," muttered Weavile. 
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"We should've known he'd be back...or she...whoever they are," said Bisharp grimly. 
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All of the campers tiredly made their way back to camp, with Honchkrow and Gliscor supporting Crobat (who was 
wearing shades and STILL struggling to see). They were exhausted, but a ceremony was still coming. Everyone was 
quietly moving along, but before they all dispersed, Kabutops let out a loud shout. 

"OY! Guys, someone left a note on the door! You might wanna see this!" 

"Grab it and bring it over," said Bisharp. Kabutops threw him a sour look. Noivern grabbed instead. 

"Oh crap...guys...it's the Mister B guy again!" yelled Noivern, scanning the note. 

"I figured they'd be back," said Alakazam, rolling their eyes. "And I'm not so keen to follow their orders as you might 
be. Who do they want gone this time?" 



"Uh...no one really...," muttered Noivern. "Well...not anyone in particular but-" 

"Give me the note," said Bisharp, his tone cool. Noivern handed it to him. 

Unlike last time, the note was short and sweet. 

Crobat or Gothitelle- your choice. 

-Mr. B 

"What?" exclaimed Honchkrow, reading that note again. 

"Zat eez outrageous!" yelled Gothitelle. 

Alakazam glared at Honchkrow. "You set this up didn't you?" 

"Me? YOU should be da one answering dat!" 

"Guys, forget the note for a minute," said Banette uneasily. 

"It's easy for you to forget, your name isn't on it!" said Crobat, grimacing. 

"We shouldn't be focused on the names! We should be trying to figure this out!" insisted Weavile. 

"More importantly, let's focus on it- the handwriting is the same as last time," said Bisharp calmly. "So at least we 
know it's the same person." 

"As for their motive, we can assume they just want to break up the alliances...this is a trap, guys," piped up 
Mamoswine. 

"Yeah? Well guess what? I'm gonna make sure it's Gothitelle going, not Crobat!" snapped Honchkrow. 

"Eez zat a challenge?" breathed Gothitelle, her eyes blazing. 

"ENOUGH!" shouted Mamoswine, stomping his foot. "Everyone calm down. We shouldn't take the note seriously. I 
mean, there's no threat or anything. We don't know if this Mister B can DO anything." 

"Which IS the dilemma," commented Bronzong. "They could do ANYTHING. If you want to take the risk of not 
obeying them, be my guest." 

"Oh stuff it, you're enjoying this," growled Weavile. Bronzong didn't argue. 

"Well, we'll see who wins at da elimination!" snapped Honchkrow. 

"It won't be you," hissed Alakazam. 

"We'll see about that!" 
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"Great! Just great...," muttered Weavile. 
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"They took that bait and made this elimination all about themselves," said Bronzong chuckling. "Now one's 
guaranteed to go home. The question is which one." 
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"Looks like this is going to be a troubling elimination," muttered Mamoswine. 
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"That laser though...," said Luxray, sighing dreamily. "Man, if I had 20 of those..." 


000 



Weavile picked at her food grumpily, with Banette awkwardly sitting next to her. Kabutops was across the room, 
picking at his food, eyeing the two warily. Gengar and Toxicroak were near him, while Bronzong lurked in a corner, 
eating quietly. 

"This is so stupid. Stupid, stupid, stupid!" hissed Weavile. "Those four just fell into a trap. It didn't HAVE to be about 
them, but they MADE it that way." 

"Well...nothing can be done now but...well...why are you so upset?" asked Banette. 

"Because we're all listening to a note rather than ourselves," grumbled Weavile. 

"Well you don't have to," pointed out Gengar from afar. 

"Yes I do. I'm forced into it-1 don't want Gothitelle to leave because she's my friend, and so is Alakazam. I don't want 
to vote Crobat, but I have to if it means keeping Gothitelle in." 

"Who did you want to vote for?" asked Banette curiously. 

"Krookodile, honestly, he was a jerk the whole challenge," huffed Weavile. 

"Well that we can agree on," muttered Kabutops quietly. 

"But now it's gonna be either Gothitelle or Crobat, mark my words- because you can bet Alakazam and Honchkrow 
are doing EXACTLY what that note wants. And I'll bet their making allies as we speak." 

"True enough," admitted Banette, walking over to get another drink. He whispered to Kabutops and Gengar as he 
went by. 

"Meeting tonight." 

Kabutops nodded. Gengar flashed a thumb's up. 

"I don't see the issue. You're not on the note, so rest easy," said Bronzong, rolling his eyes. 

"Shut up. You're one of the primary candidates to write it!" growled Weavile. 

"What, to shift the focus on those four rather than me? Yeah, it helps me out, but you're thinking strangely- why would 
I have wanted Mismagius out? I was in no danger last time." 

"You were a dick to Alakazam, though- that Mr. B thing got everyone focused on something else," pointed out 
Toxicroak. 

"True, but we don't even know if it's the same Mr. B," argued Gengar. "I'm not convinced someone else just copied 
the first." 

"Nah, it's the same person," said Bronzong. "The handwriting matched the first note. We're dealing with one guy, 
who's playing a smart game, I have to admit." 

"Whatever. Either way, this is way too convenient for you," growled Weavile. 

"If you think I'm Mr. B, prove it. Put me on another trial." 

"Let it go, Bronzong. This isn't the time to be fighting," said Banette tiredly. "We have to pick people to vote." 

"I know my choice," said Bronzong simply. "You guys have fun." 

With that, he floated out. 

Gengar glanced at Kabutops. "Who are you voting for?" 

"As much as I want Weavile out, I know it ain't happening. I'll vote her or Krookodile and not take part in this 
nonsense," replied Kabutops. 

Gengar's eyes widened. "Really? It’s the chance to eliminate a threat." 



"I don't care what happens, and I'm pretty sure Banette doesn't either- who are you voting for?" 

"Gothitelle, probably- Crobat and I were close friends once. Don't know Gothitelle too well and since she's Alakazam's 
closest ally..." 

"Fair point. I wonder who Banette's voting for." 

"I dunno. He probably doesn't want any part in this either," guessed Gengar. 

"Well, this should be a crazy night, but at least a threat is on the way out," admitted Kabutops. "THAT'S something." 
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"Yo Bisharp!" gasped Toxicroak, noticing Bisharp walk over to a boulder in the woods. "Dude, wait up!" 

Bisharp glanced behind him, before slowing his pace, allowing the frog to catch up. 

"Evening, Toxicroak." 

"Dude!" yelped Toxicroak. "Slow down, I had a crazy fall and can't move as fast." 

"Apologies. I walk fast while I'm thinking." 

"About the elimination thing, right? So like, what's the plan?" 

Bisharp shrugged. "Well...I know who I WANT to eliminate but-" 

"Good. Because it better be da same as who I want eliminated." 

Bisharp and Toxicroak both jumped and looked up to see Honchkrow descending from above, talons set. She landed 
on Bisharp's shoulder, gripping it violently. Bisharp twisted in her grip, scowling at her. 

"Get off of me!" 

"Not until you hear what I have to say," growled Honchkrow, her voice quiet, but filled with menace. "You vote 
Gothitelle tonight, pal. Got it?" 

"And if I don't?" asked Bisharp. 

Honchkrow gave him a grim smile and dug her talons in tighter. "Listen, Bisharp- you were a good ally. A good 
teammate. And in an effort to be a good, helpful teammate to you, I helped you out with Medicham and other 
situations. And now it's time to return the favor." 

Her eyes hardened and her eyes held unmistakable intent. "And if you even TINK about voting Crobat off tonight, I 
will make dis competition a living HELL for you. You're not da most popular contestant, and it won't be hard to make 
others turn on you. So make da right choice tonight, because if Gothitelle doesn't go tonight, I can take time out of 
beating Alakazam to TAKE YOU DOWN. Capiche?" 

Bisharp, who had been very quiet up until this point, gave her a grudging nod. Honchkrow relaxed her grip and took to 
the skies. "Good. Toxicroak, can you do me a favor and vote for her, too?" 

Toxicroak, who was trembling, gave a weak nod. 

"Excellent. See you at da elimination ceremony, boys." 

Toxicroak glanced at Bisharp. "So uh...what're you going to do?" 

Bisharp sighed. "What I have to, Toxicroak. But if Honchkrow thinks she can intimidate me, she's wrong." 
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"Welcome, one and all, to another exciting elimination ceremony!" shouted Mew. "And this is great, because this is 
the first elimination ceremony of the merge! Congratulations to all that have made it! Hopefully this one won't be your 
last!" 



"Get the hell on with it!" complained Krookodile. 

"But alas, unfortunately, for one of you, this IS the last ceremony. So...let's find out who it'll be. Gengar and Banette, 
you two have immunity! Come on up!' 

Gengar and Banette exchanged a brofist before running up to take their blocks. 
"...Toxicroak...Mamoswine...Luxray...and Kabutops, come on up!" 

Toxicroak leapt forward, while Mamoswine and Luxray went up more slowly. Kabutops tried to catch his block, but 
struggled with his blades and just stomped over to Banette and Gengar. 

"Medicham, you're in the clear as well. Both returnees are making it through an episode!" 

Medicham bowed and stepped forward. 

"Gliscor, Noivern, you're in the clear as well." 

The two Flying-types exchanged a hug and flew up, with Noivern miming an electric guitar afterwards. 

"Bronzong...surprisingly...and Bisharp." 

Bisharp strode forward, smirking, while Bronzong shrugged. 

"Honchkrow, Alakazam, Weavile...you're all safe," said Mew. "And Krookodile as well- you only got a few votes." 

Krookodile's eyes narrowed at that, but he followed Honchkrow, Alakazam, and Weavile. The only two left were, as 
everyone expected, Gothitelle and Crobat. 

"Well...this IS an interesting final two- kinda funny, actually- Gothitelle, you were the second one out, and Crobat, you 
were second to LAST. And you're both kind of the second commands of Alakazam and Honchkrow, aren't you? That 
note certainly livened this up." 

"Wait a minute...Mew...was it you who-?" asked Weavile, suspicious. 

"No, it’s not me-1 don't interfere with the show unless something goes wrong like Hitmonlee's return and Gliscor's 
illness. Seriously, if I was controlling the eliminations? That would be boring," said Mew, rolling his eyes. 

"You already control the eliminations," pointed out Bisharp. "At least on a technical standpoint." 

"Which is all I need- look, one of YOU wrote the note, don't pin it out me," grumbled Mew, before he livened back up. 
"Anyways! Gothitelle, you're the ravishing model we all know and love, but you're also a threat alongside Alakazam 
that scares the competition." 

"Good," said Gothitelle simply, folding her arms and waiting. 

"And Crobat- you're a veteran, but you've definitely stepped up your game and proven yourself a threat. Everyone 
can see that, even if you can't right now." 

"Ha ha," said Crobat sarcastically, his shades still on his face. 

"So...the final block goes to..." 

Gothitelle's eyes narrowed. Crobat bit his lip. 

"NEITHER OF YOU! YOU'RE BOTH GOING HOME!" 

"WHAT?" yelled everyone. 

"I'm kidding, I'm kidding, I would've said if it was a double elimination," growled Mew. "It's the MERGE! Take a joke! 
Let me have a little fun. Seriously. Anyways, for real this time...the camper who is staying tonight is..." 

Everyone held their breath. 


"...Crobat. 1 



"No!" hissed Alakazam. 


"Merde," muttered Gothitelle. 

"Yes," breathed Honchkrow. 

"Just you wait," snarled Alakazam. "I swear I'll-" 

"Alakazam, zat eez enough," said Gothitelle, her tone firm. "Eet eez what eet eez. I will go home with my dignity 
intact. Please keep yours." 

Alakazam looked like he wanted to argue, but held his tongue. 
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"Gothitelle is a greater threat than Crobat- and I can read Honchkrow easily. I need Alakazam down a peg 
before he turns on me again," said Bronzong. 
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"I want Crobat gone," said Weavile. "If only for the sake of saving Gothitelle." 
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Kabutops shrugged. "Krookodile." 
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Banette sighed. "Krookodile." 
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"Gothitelle is the strongest threat," admitted Medicham. "I believe I can easily defeat Crobat." 
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"I feel like the bird and bat don't know me as well- better get rid of goth girl!" cackled Krookodile. 
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"Gothitelle- I'll go along with Honchkrow...for now," said Bisharp, chuckling. 
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"Well, I am a bit surprised I've been eliminated zis early...although if it were not for zat stupid note, I'd still be 
here, I think," commented Gothitelle. 

"Still, zis was a lovely experience for moi. Eet was very fun to work wiz Alakazam, and I made some lovely 
new friends. Alakazam, my love, keep calm and carry yourself wiz your head high. I believe you can easily 
defeat Honchkrow, even if I am not present. Good luck." 

"As for everyone else, catch zis Monsieur B, si vou plait. I have quite a bone to pick wiz zem. But for now, I 
bid you all adieu. Good luck." 
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"This...this is what was supposed to...DAMN!" snarled Alakazam. 
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Gothitelle stared at the long catwalk that had been attached to the dock. "I am confused." 

"Well, since you're a model, I figured you'd like a catwalk!" said Mew. 

"I can see zat but...where does eet end?" queried the Psychic-type. 



"Who knows?" asked Mew. "You have to walk ALL THE WAY TO THE OTHER SIDE! Have fun." 


"Oh, fils de pute," groaned Gothitelle. She had to WALK? She would've much preferred Arcanine's jetpack or 
Froslass's speedboat. Sighing, she turned to face Alakazam. He looked conflicted. 

"I'm...so sorry, Gothitelle," he murmured. "I couldn't protect you from-" 

"Relax, darling," said Gothitelle, patting him on the shoulder with a smile. "You haven't done anything wrong, and I do 
not blame you for zis. Simply do your best, and be ze winner I know you are." 

"Gothitelle, l-l" 

"Sh. I will see you soon. Au revoir, my friends." 

And with that, Gothitelle picked up her luggage and left, walking quietly away on the catwalk. Alakazam watched her 
go, but as she moved in the distance, the catwalk slowly followed her, breaking away from the dock. Alakazam simply 
stood and watched, looking a bit lost by the dock. 

"Well, that was fun!" said Mew cheerfully. "See you guys at the next one!" 

Alakazam turned to glare at Honchkrow. "I still can't believe you'd pull a stunt like this just to eliminate her." 

"How many times do I have to tell ya, I didn't do it," snarled Honchkrow. "I'd never risk Crobat like dat, jerkwad." 

Alakazam frowned. There was truth in that- he knew Honchkrow believed that no one should be left behind...then 
who...? 

His gaze shifted along the faces before resting on Bronzong. 

"You...," he whispered. 

Bronzong caught his look, before rolling his eyes. "I didn't do it either." 

"Silence," growled Alakazam. "I don't trust you. Not for an instant. Let it be known that I WILL get to the bottom of this. 
And Bronzong? That's a promise." 

He walked a way, and everyone knew he meant those words. 
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"And dat's how it's gonna be," said Honchkrow. "You're next, Alakazam." 
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Medicham was walking through the woods, quietly enjoying the evening atmosphere. She remembered her old 
training days with Swampert, sparring with one another in the deep woods and feeling so strong and free with herself. 
Unfortunately, those days had been tainted by her unjust elimination, and the knowledge that despite being friendly, 
everyone was here for themselves. At least to some degree. 

As for herself, she had decided to reevaluate her own choices as far as the competition went. She had watched 
herself and judged herself. And she knew the problem. She hadn't been too strong. She had been too kind. Not 
attacking Diglett was one thing, and she still would not have changed that decision. But her honor code, at least in 
this competition, was a fool's choice. 

As long as she followed the rules, there was still honor in that. She didn't have to be a doormat to have honor. She 
had a new attitude and new resolve to win. And she supposed they noticed that. HE certainly did. 

Bisharp. He was certainly the most confusing person on the island. At one moment, he loathed her. Another, he 
opened up to her, softened towards her. And then he backstabbed her. What a guy. 

Needless to say, her...feelings towards him had shifted. And yet there was still SOMETHING there. Something that 
thoroughly irritated her. But she was willing to put that aside and- 

Well speak of the devil. Bisharp appeared from the gloom, a crossword puzzle in his hand as he muttered to himself. 
He glanced up and immediately his eyes shifted from relaxed to wary. 



"Bisharp." 

"Don't bother with the pleasantries," said Bisharp, his eyes narrowed. "What do you intend to do?" 

"About what?" asked Medicham, arching a brow. 

"You KNOW what, Medicham, don't play innocent. You've watched the show. You know everything that happened." 

"I do not know everything- Mew cut a lot of footage. We are all rather curious as to what happened to Trevenant," 
said Medicham coolly. "Though we have theories." 

"I couldn't care less about Trevenant." 

"Really? He was in your alliance." 

"He wasn't my friend, he was a means to an end-" 

"Ah yes. You do not have a single friend, do you Bisharp?" 

The knight had been silenced. 

"And you strive for perfection, which you hate...though I still wonder why. You never got around to telling me." 

"Enough of this. You have confirmed you rewatched the episodes...so what are you plans for me?" growled Bisharp, 
his patience waning thin. 

"For you?" asked Medicham. "Nothing. I can see you're already lost within yourself. I simply vow to defeat you, just 
like I'll defeat everyone else." 

"Are you planning on revealing Toxicroak and I?" 

"You're as good as revealed, everyone thinks you two are friends, even though you do not have any," said 
Medicham, her tone disdainful. "I have no interest in you." 

That stung a bit. Bisharp almost felt as if he was being dismissed. "Is that true, or is your honor code preventing you 
from exacting revenge?" 

Medicham's eyes flashed, and Bisharp knew he had hit a nerve. "My honor code has changed. And I assure you, I 
won't hold back. Be on your guard, Bisharp. I will have no regrets, same as you." 

She walked past him, and Bisharp glanced after her. 

"I have had regrets," he said quietly. 

Medicham froze. It wasn't much, but it was the closest thing to an apology she was going to get. But it wasn't good 
enough. Medicham sighed and turned to face Bisharp, giving him a pitying look. 

"I wish I could believe that. But until you stop lying, I will not believe you. Goodnight Bisharp." 

As she left, Bisharp turned around. 

"So if you think my unanswered secret is true, then let me ask- what of yours, Medicham? Why are you willing to do 
wrong to do right? Why did you mug that innocent Pokemon for money?" 

Medicham whirled around. "How do you-?" 

"There are files on the Nightmare Isle," said Bisharp. "Containing information. Yours was rather interesting. So...care 
to explain?" 

"...when you are willing to tell the truth, Bisharp, I will tell you my truths," responded Medicham evenly, turning away 
from him again. 

"I've TOLD you the truth-1 never truly lied to you," scoffed Bisharp. 

"Not to me. To yourself." 



With those parting words, Medicham disappeared, and Bisharp felt as if the forest around him had grown much 
darker. 

000 

Kabutops sighed, carving another design in a tree. "What the hell is taking him so long?" 

"I don't know, dude," muttered Gengar. "Hey, you remembered the bone right?" 

"Yeah, I still got it- Lileep let me keep it as evidence, right? I don't know why Banette wanted me to bring it." 

After the elimination ceremony, Banette had given them the meeting location and asked Kabutops to bring the 
scratched bone. The prehistoric Pokemon had no idea why, but he knew he had questions of his own. Something 
was up with Banette and Weavile, and if his suspicions were right... 

"Hey...glad you guys are here." 

"Finally!" said Gengar, turning to see Banette emerge from some bushes, but his eyes widened in shock as he saw 
Weavile following behind him. Kabutops jumped, his eyes blazing, but Weavile just folded her arms. 

"What the hell is SHE doing here?" hissed Kabutops. "Are you nuts? You just-" 

"I already told her about the alliance, and I want her in it," said Banette shortly. 

"Are you nuts? Do you know who she- do you know what she is?" snapped Kabutops. 

"You were cool with me at the beginning of the season!" snapped Weavile. "You didn't treat me like shit, you were 
civil with me!" 

"Didn't mean I TRUSTED you, and after the shit you pulled last time-!" 

"I didn't do it!" 

"Yeah right, you lying little-!" 

"Hey!" yelled Banette. "Don't talk to my-!" 

He froze, glancing at Weavile. The silence went on for several minutes, before Kabutops broke it. 

"Your WHAT, Banette," said Kabutops, his tone quiet. He let out a groan. "Don't tell me-" 

"Yes, okay?" snapped the puppet. "Weavile and I are...she's uh..." 

"I'm his girlfriend," finished Weavile dryly. 

"Nice dude!" yelled Gengar, but a glare from Kabutops silenced him. Kabutops sighed. 

"Banette, buddy, I respect you and I'm glad you're over Mismagius, but of ALL POKEMON-!" 

"What's THAT supposed to mean, you ancient asshole?" hissed Weavile. 

"THAT'S ENOUGH!" snarled Banette, silencing both of them. He took a deep breath. 

"Kabutops, you have the bone, right? I have Weavile here to prove her innocence. Out of curiosity, what happens if 
she's innocent?" 

"...then I apologize," said Kabutops simply. "I was wrong, I'll take back everything I said, and I'll accept her in the 
alliance and as your girlfriend." 

Everyone gaped. Even Weavile was stunned. "Wait, you'd really take it all back?" 

"I'm not afraid to admit when I'm wrong," snarled Kabutops. "We're all in the wrong sometimes. But until you prove it, 
then I'm not gonna eat my words." 

"...that's pretty fair," admitted Weavile. Kabutops couldn't help it- he gave a low snort of laughter. 



"Okay, let me see the bone," said Weavile. Banette held out a hand, and Kabutops dropped it. Banette held it out to 
Weavile, who put her claws against it. She narrowed her eyes, before slashing the ground. 

"Okay...look at the marks on the paint, versus my claws. See the difference?” 

Kabutops and Gengar glanced from the ground to the bone, frowning slightly. There was a slight difference. Weavile' 
claws were a bit more spaced out than the ones on the bone. And in addition, the marks made by her claws were 
wider- the ones on the bone looked a bit more like puncture marks. 

"They DO look different," said Gengar, stunned. 

"Yeah...they do...," admitted Kabutops. 

"It's a Bastiodon, Kabutops. Yeah, I could Night Slash it, but those marks would be more distinct. You think I could 
really make a mark on it that easily?" 

"...true...Ice and Dark alone wouldn't cut it that well," agreed Banette. 

"So...do you believe it's not me now?" asked Weavile, cocking a brow. "The only reason I ignored it is because 
Bronzong stashed our last bone and told me where it was. Banette can confirm that, too." 

"It's true," said Banette. "I was there." 

"...okay...well, there it is then," said Kabutops. He held out a scythe to Weavile. "I'm sorry I doubted you, I was wrong 
Since I'm pretty sure you're innocent, I'll trust you. And congrats on actually finding a good boyfriend." 

Weavile was actually stunned that he went through with it, but held out her claws. "All is forgiven. I can't really blame 
you for suspecting me, I guess." 

"HOWEVER," continued Kabutops. "Maybe you can tell us who DID do it? You know claws, Weavile. You might be 
able to tell us." 

Weavile examined it closely. "The only ones with claws left on our team are Banette, who I know didn't do it, Gliscor, 
Noivern, Luxray, and Krookodile. But none of those claws fit the bill. Krookodile's claws would leave different marks, 
same with Noivern and Luxray. I'd honestly guess Gliscor, but the marks of his claws are bigger than these." 

"Bronzong, maybe?" suggested Gengar. "Or maybe it was a Victorious Vileplume?" 

"It definitely wasn't one of us," said Kabutops. "Bisharp would never throw a challenge, and Honchkrow was on the 
shore the whole time. Who else has claws or slicing tools? I do, but it damn well wasn't me." 

Weavile tapped her finger, before cocking a brow. "Hang on a sec. How do we know those were claw marks? What 
confirmed that?" 

"I...uh...nothing really," said Kabutops. "Why do you ask? You don't think someone scratched off the paint?" 

"No, I don't- at least not with claws," said Weavile, her eyes narrowed. "This is a Bastiodon. Besides me, there 
wouldn't be claws even CLOSE to scratching the bones. No one here has claws that match the marks." 

"So you don't think it's claws?" said Banette. 

"Not at all. Those look like teeth." 

"Teeth?" asked Gengar. "But who would be able to...?" 

Banette's eyes lit up. "Ah...you know, that does make sense. Krookodile." 

"Krookodile? You think his teeth carved off the paint?" asked Kabutops, gaping. 

"It's not unbelievable. Look at those small marks...that's not the marks of claws, that's the mark of a ton of teeth, 
grinding the paint off." 

"But a Crunch from Krookodile wouldn't be able to do that much damage to a Bastiodon either- just like your Night 
Slash!" protested Gengar. 



"Not if he weakened the bone with a Ground move- Bastiodon get destroyed by those," said Kabutops darkly. "And 
he knows some of those moves." 

"But how would he do it without being seen? Earthquake isn't exactly subtle," said Banette. 

Weavile tapped her chin, before freezing. 

"He did it underground." 

"What?" asked Kabutops sharply. 

"He knows Dig, I saw him use it in Lopunny's challenge. I bet you anything he dug into the sand in Lileep's 
Underwater world, took the bone with him to weaken it, and then crunched the paint off to make the marks." 

"...those are definitely teeth marks, now that I look at it," said Banette. 

"And who else would have a strong enough jaw to crush bones?" suggested Weavile. 

"Just Krookodile," said Kabutops, a grin on his face. "Now we know. Welcome to Team Storm, Weavile. And thanks 
to you, I'm finally gonna take that croc out." 

000 

Panting, Gothitelle arrived at the shore at the end of the catwalk. She threw down her luggage before collapsing on 
the ground. 

"Good...god...zat was...ugh..." 

"Looks like you made it," came a clear voice from behind. 

Gothitelle looked up to see Cacturne and Gardevoir walking down. 

"Cacturne? And Gardevoir? What are you-?" 

"Welcome to Dragonite's house, the halfway stop for all eliminated players. If you'd like to come inside, we're all 
playing cards." 

"And I would LOVE to discuss fashion with you," said Gardevoir, smiling. 

Gothitelle immediately got to her feet, her energy returned. "Oh please, eet eez you who I want to know more about!" 
Both of the girls began talking animatedly, while Cacturne glanced out at the ocean. 

"Well, Alakazam.J hope you get to it soon," he murmured. 

"You say something, hon?" asked Gardevoir, glancing to Cacturne. He shook his head. 

"Nope. Nothing at all." 

000 

The gentle waves crashed along the shoreline as Alakazam walked. He kept glancing out at the sea, wondering if 
Gothitelle was still on that catwalk, or if she had made it back to land. He sighed. 

It wasn't fair. No matter how many enemies he should have made, SHE should have never been caught in the 
crossfire. And whether or not that blasted bell was responsible didn't matter. It was wrong. 

He needed her. Not like anyone before. But he was at ease when she was around, and she brought out the best in 
him...a side he could be proud of unlike...other parts of himself. 

But now...everything had been messed up... 

"It would've been perfect, Gothitelle," whispered Alakazam, closing his eyes in vexation. "Once we had won the 
game...but now..." 



He open his palm, but instead of one of his spoons, there was a lovely ring. He sighed. 

"What the hell am I going to do with this?" 

000 

The end of the chapter! And it was a really fun one to write! 

And so Houndoom returns, with ill tidings of him and Ninetales, but a fun challenge! I really liked this one-1 took 
inspiration from Battle Modes in racing games and Demolition Derbies. 

Which car was your favorite? Tell me in your reviews! 

Mamoswine and Medicham returns. M&M. The question is, what does this mean for Luxray and Bisharp? Who 
knows? Well, I do. It should be fun! 

Gengar wins by a crazy luck streak and showing a hidden dark side to our favorite party ghost. And a bunch of other 
things happen too! Weavile proves her innocence and gets Krookodile on radar! Toxicroak takes down Alakazam. 
And Mister B makes another appearance, forcing a power struggle between Honchkrow and Alakazam that gets 
Gothitelle eliminated. 

Fun Fact: Gothitelle was originally going to have trouble speaking English, and she was going to occasionally use the 
wrong words and have problems with metaphors, but I decided to cut this out- she's a model, so she probably has 
gone international and learned how to speak English well. She's a clever girl. 

Poor Alakazam. That plan will have to be put on hold for now. 

Anyways, glad to finally post this! On with the next chapter! 

Next Episode: A series of different challenges are presented in a tournament that tests the returning player's skills. 
With a test from a friendly, but fierce competitor, the campers are all struggling to prove themselves. However, things 
get personal, and one contestant finally lets out something they've held back for a long time. Another player is 
struggling with their newfound place in the game. Mysterious events are happening in the shadows throughout the 
game, and at the end, someone finally runs out of luck. 


Gothitelle: Review for ze author, si vou plait. All reviews are loved! 



*Chapter 20*: Dragonite's Outstanding Olympics! 

It's time for another chapter, readers! Let's see what happens next! 

I apologize for how long it took to get this chapter out. There was a lot of things going on in my life for the past few 
months, and I certainly needed a break from writing this story. That being said, I was writing a little bit the whole time. 
Hopefully updates won't take as long in the future, but I frequently post notes in the Review sections if something 
comes up. Anymore questions and feel free to shoot me a message. 

This chapter features a lot of Olympic Events. I tried to simplify it mostly, so it's not as complicated. Just a little note. 

000 

"Hello everyone! Welcome to another night of Total Pokemon Party!" shouted Lapras cheerfully. "We've got plenty of 
people here tonight, so I hope this’ll be a fun episode for everyone!" 

She nodded around her home, which was once again full of Pokemon, although the selection had a few changes here 
and there. For starters, Cacturne and Gardevoir had made it this time, and were currently seated with Froslass and 
Gothitelle, making simple conversation. Gardevoir and Gothitelle had become fast friends, and she got along well with 
Cacturne too due to their shared interest in the morbid and disturbing. Nearby was Celebi, who was sitting with 
Deoxys-S, Darkrai, and Virizion. Nearby, Roserade was smoking quietly by the counter top, talking casually with 
Seizor and Lileep, who was alone this time. Rhydon was in the corner chatting with Wooper (surprisingly), and lastly, 
Garchomp appeared a bit out of place, glancing around nervously. Lapras made her way to the couches first. 

"So...Cacturne, Gardevoir, glad you could finally show up!" said Lapras. 

"I'm happy we could make it too...," said Gardevoir, smiling brightly. "It's been a few episodes since we've both been 
here, what with the challenges and Meloetta working us hard." 

"I assume another album is in the works?" asked Lapras. 

"Eventually," muttered Cacturne. "Not for a while, we've actually requested quite a break in the future so we should 
be around more. Need time to plan the damn wedding." 

"I am envious...zat sounds like a lot of fun," said Gothitelle, sighing dreamily, visions of a gothic wedding with 
Alakazam floating in her head. Cacturne looked like he wanted to say something, but instead turned to Lapras. 

"So...Dragonite's not here, eh? Does that mean-?" 

"Yep!" said Lapras, smirking. "He's up next. And then it's just Vileplume and Electrode." 

"Funny...first place and last place in Season One," commented Froslass. 

"So...how about Gengar and his win last time?" asked Lapras. 

Froslass shook her head. "I never knew about his Mega Evolution, and I certainly didn't know he was capable of 
THAT. I mean, yeah, the lucky coin boosted his confidence, but seriously, I was shocked he pulled it off." 

"You should have been zere.Jt was something to see in person," said Gothitelle. 

"So, Gothitelle, you were the last one eliminated...first to go after the merge," said Lapras, a bit hesitant. "Thoughts on 
that?" 

"I was a threat, but my elimination was merely caused by some fiend in ze shadows...I trust they'll expose zat fool 
soon enough." 

"Who do you think Mister B is?" asked Cacturne, eyes gleaming with interest. 

"Why Cacturne...you say zat like you know," responded Gothitelle, smirking. 

Cacturne snorted. "I have suspicions, but if Alakazam hasn't figured it out, I don't think you can expect me to." 

"You really DON'T know?" asked Gardevoir, glancing at Cacturne. "You told me the same thing, but I thought you just 



wanted to keep it a secret to surprise me." 

Cacturne shrugged. "It could be any of the newbies. I don't know them that well. And a number of veterans could 
have done the scheme. I honestly have know idea who did it- not yet anyway. I don't think it was Alakazam or 
Honchkrow though." 

"You didn't rule out Crobat," pointed out Lapras. 

"I can see Crobat taking a gamble and rolling the dice while betting himself," said Froslass quietly. "Now that his bad 
luck curse is gone, he might be more willing to play risky." 

"Zere is always ze bell," said Gothitelle, a bit sour. 

"Well.J mean...Bronzong is...," trailed off Gardevoir. 

"I know he eez your friend," interrupted Gothitelle. "And I know zat he eez not as bad as he behaves. I can see it 
within him. But he needs to stop with ze charades." 

Gardevoir smiled. "I agree." 

"Well, I'll leave you all to it," said Lapras, smiling. She wandered over to Roserade, Seizor, and Lileep next. 

"Hello ladies! Having a good time?" 

Seizor was munching a cookie, nodding to Lapras. "As good a cook as ever, Lapras. Seriously, I need this recipe!" 

"You cook?" asked Roserade, a bit shocked. "You never really seemed like the type to...y'know?" 

"Yeah, I get that a lot," admitted Seizor, shrugging. "But really, between me and Kabutops, someone has to make 
sure all of the cooking supplies don't get stabbed and cut up, y'know. Kabutops has his talents, but cooking...not his 
strongest suit. He doesn't have the finesse." 

"You're quick to point out his flaws," said Lileep, giggling. "Aren't you rooting for him?" 

"Hey! I fully support him!" snapped Seizor. "Even if he is teaming up with Banette...who...well I don't DISLIKE him 
but..." 

"You're still a bit sore from Season One?" asked Lapras, with a wry grin. 

"I AM NOT!" shouted Seizor, while Lapras and Lileep both laughed. "I...I just...I HAD A GOOD SHOT-!" 

"We know, we know, we're not saying you didn't," soothed Lileep. 

"Banette's fine and...well...I guess Weavile's not evil anymore," muttered Seizor. She flushed to her annoyance, her 
red face reddening further. "I just worry about him, that's all." 

"You DO care!" shouted Lileep with a laugh. 

"I- YES I CARE, BUT DON'T MAKE IT SOUND SO...EMBARRASSING!" growled Seizor. "I'm getting a glass of 
water." 

She stomped away to the kitchen refrigerator. 

"So, both of you ladies alone tonight?" asked Lapras. 

"Bellsprout's a bit under the weather," said Lileep. "He's sleeping it off back at home. He'll probably be okay by next 
time, but he wanted me to go out...I was taking care of him for days." 

"That's sweet," said Lapras, smiling. It was good to see Bellsprout was losing his nasty self important streak and 
returning to the kind flower he once was. She glanced at Roserade questioningly. 

Roserade gave a small smile. "Uh...well...Mismagius and I are uh...still a thing but...well...uh..." 

"But?" asked Lileep, concerned. 



"It's...it's not like a big deal or anything but she's kinda...insecure right now?" asked Roserade, frowning a bit. "She's 
kinda taking a break at her place...maybe she'll be here next time..." 


Lapras frowned. Dragonite had said this might happen- that it might be too soon for Mismagius to be in another 
relationship. Personally, Lapras was inclined to agree- the ghost had to work on herself before going out with 
Roserade. It wasn't that she didn't want the best for them, but Lapras wasn't placing bets on this lasting too long. 

"Well.J hope it goes well!" said Lileep encouragingly. Roserade gave a weak smile. 

"Y-yeah...me too!" 

Lapras managed to slide over towards the legendaries, giving a kind nod to Celebi. "Hello Celebi." 

Celebi gave a smile. "Thanks for having me again, Lapras. I hope you don't mind a few of my Legendary friends 
coming." 

"Not at all...l mean, let's face it, they're smaller than Kyogre," said Lapras, remembering when the giant Legend had 
shown up once before Total Pokemon Party had started, relaxing in the beach outside their home. 

"At least he stayed outside when he came," pointed out Deoxys-S. "Kyogre's kind of a loner, honestly- he rarely chills 
with anyone but the Water-types. But he totally gets along with Manaphy- they're like best friends." 

"Better that Water-type than you know who," groaned Darkrai. 

Every legendary shuddered. 

"Yeah, seriously...screw that guy," muttered S crossly. 

"Indeed," said Virizion. He had a low, dramatic voice and tossed his head in a flamboyant fashion. Lapras was 
immediately reminded of Heatran from the Mount Stark episode she had watched. "While most of our kind are simply 
delightful, I'm afraid that space brute is utterly impossible." 

"You're one to talk," commented Darkrai. "Do you know how often I hear Terrakion complain about you? Seriously 
dude, stop trying to decorate his room with flowers." 

"I was simply trying to spruce up the place. It's so DROLL in that mountain, you know? And I'm sure a bit of LOVELY 
flora would improve his attitude." 

"I don't see Terrakion lightening up soon, he was always kind of a grump," said Celebi with a chuckle. 

"At least he doesn't pick on Keldeo as much anymore," pointed out S. 

"He still does!" 

"But not as MUCH!" 

"I still pick on Keldeo a little," admitted Darkrai. 

"Darkrai, you're not helping!" hissed Celebi. Lapras decided that this was the time for her to leave. She decided to see 
what the odd two in the corner were talking about. 

"So...Rhydon and uh...Wooper...l uh...okay, this is pretty awkward, honestly?" muttered Lapras. "You two? 

Seriously?" 

"What's the big deal?" asked Wooper, cocking his head to one side. 

"Well, he DID put you in a full body cast." 

"Thanks for reminding him," muttered Rhydon. "Look, I apologized to him for that a while ago, can we move on? The 
two fireballs were here, too. We were just talking about well...not much really. But then Charizard wanted a smoke 
break and Houndoom went with him." 

Lapras rolled her eyes. Fire-types, honestly. But that explained why Garchomp looked so out of place among 
everyone. Lapras frowned, before looking back at Rhydon. 



"Wait...both of them? Houndoom doesn't smoke, right?" 

"He doesn't!" piped up Wooper. "But I think he had a phone call. They've been gone for a while now." 

"Phone call? Really...who called him?" asked Lapras. 

Rhydon shook his head, giving Lapras a look. Lapras immediately picked up on it. "Ah. So, Wooper, Rhydon. 
Thoughts on the competitors?" 

"Not really, but the Team Storm revival is lookin' like a powerhouse. Medicham, too. Primeape's told me she's got 
guts." 

"Yeah, she's pretty tough," said Garchomp quietly from the corner. Lapras and the others turned to face her. 
Garchomp gave them a challenging look. "What? She is. And I'd rather her win than stickler Bisharp or turncoat 
Bronzong." 

"Yeah, Bisharp’s no one's first choice," snorted Rhydon. "Too many enemies, too much of a dick." 

"Rhydon!" hissed Lapras. 

"He's got a point," said Garchomp. 

Lapras decided to change the subject. "So, Garchomp, you haven't been here in a long time...ever since your 
elimination, actually. Finally coming back? What've you been up to?" 

"Working out...anger management...therapy," muttered Garchomp. "I have a lot of untapped rage that I let build up 
and explode out of me. Primeape hooked me up with a good psychologist though, so it's going well. Other than that? 
Working." 

"Sounds uh...fun?" muttered Lapras. Garchomp snorted. 

"Look, I know you and I ain't really friends, but I really got nothing else to do tonight. So don't try and make me feel 
comfortable." 

Lapras frowned. "Well I don't want you to be UNCOMFORTABLE." 

Garchomp chuckled. Normally the shark would have a snappy comeback, but she didn't have a biting comment in 
return. 

"It's not your fault, Lapras. Let's say it's the company." 

Lapras and Rhydon exchanged another look, before she took Rhydon aside. 

"So...her and Charizard...?" 

"No," answered Rhydon, his tone blunt. "He's been firm about never dating her again, saying he doesn't want her 
anymore, said he's moving on. I've heard him- whenever it comes up, that's always his answer." 

"Wow...is that true?" asked Wooper, who was listening in, eyes wide. 

"Of course it isn't true!" spat Rhydon quietly. "He misses the hell out of her and he's been smoking more and more, 
but he ain't gonna go crawling back. You've gotta work out all of your shit before you get back with someone, or else 
you wind up like Banette and Mismagius, or Houndoom and Ninetales...hell, even Mismagius and Roserade are 
having issues..." 

"So you've noticed too," muttered Lapras. 

"Everyone and their family knew Mismagius wasn't completely ready for this yet." 

"Quiet down Rhydon!" hissed Lapras, but Roserade hadn't heard him, thankfully. Before she could give Rhydon a 
further talking to, the back door opened and the two Fire-types made their way back into the warm house. Lileep and 
Roserade waved from the kitchen, but Seizor didn't. Something was up. Wooper, who had been all smiles, frowned 
suddenly. Houndoom looked pretty normal, but there was a strange stiffness in his limbs as he entered the room, and 
he had a strange expression on his face- like he was angry, but holding it in. Charizard looked the same as usual, but 
there was a sort of alert look in his eyes, and a cigarette in my mouth. 



Lapras talked to him first. "Charizard, for the last time! Don't light up in the house!" 

"Ah jeez, yeah...I forgot it's just uh...," muttered Charizard awkwardly, putting out his cigarette. 

Cacturne, who had a knack for knowing when shit was about to hit the fan, got out of his chair, Gardevoir hot on his 
heels. 

"Houndoom, what's wrong? Who called you?" 

He had a guess, but wanted to confirm it. 

"...it was Ninetales," he said quietly. "She wasn't happy about what I said while I was on the show and well...it's over. 
That's all." 

"What? Really? Just like that?" asked Seizor, eyes widening. 

"Dang," muttered Darkrai, before being shushed by S. 

"Yeah...Lapras, do you have anything to drink?" 

"Water?" 

"No." 

Gardevoir frowned. "Houndoom you shouldn't-" 

"I know I shouldn't. But right now I don't care. Mind if I spend the night?" asked Houndoom tiredly. "Unless someone 
else has the spare room. I really don't want to move my stuff out tonight." 

"N-no, that's okay," said Lapras quietly. 

"Thanks..." 

Houndoom padded over to the kitchen, grabbed himself a drink, and went up, the stairs creaking under his feet. 
Cacturne frowned, looking like he had more to say, but let it go. Everyone heard the door upstairs shut quietly, and a 
faint whine, but no one said anything. Gardevoir gripped Cacturne's hand tightly, while Seizor just sighed quietly. 
Charizard glanced over at Garchomp, biting his lip. She glanced at him and their eyes met, before they both looked 
away. Now wasn't the time. 

"Well...that uh...that was not exactly the greatest note to end on but...urn...hopefully the next party will be all smiles!" 
said Lapras, laughing nervously in a poor attempt to bring the mood back. "We'll see you next time!" 

000 

The confessional was dark. Slowly, a small plush object was lowered in front of the camera. There was a 
quiet chuckle before the camera cut off. 

000 

"Guitar...drummer...guitar...drummer..." 

Gliscor glanced over at Noivern, cocking a brow. "You've been muttering that for a while, babe. What exactly are you 
going on about? Still planning your band?" 

"ABSOLUTELY!" shouted Noivern, strumming her guitar agitatedly. "Here's the thing, Gliscor. Level with me. Bands 
are AWESOME. And bands where the band members are dating are AMAZING for publicity! DO YOU KNOW WHAT 
THIS MEANS? WE HAVE THE POTENTIAL TO BE THE HOTTEST, AWESOMEST BAND AROUND! It'll be 
like...totally killer!" 

"l...okay, that IS true...but you only have us right now." 

"I know! Hence my weird muttering, yo," said Noivern, touching her chin. "Damn...two isn't really good enough for a 
fully fledged band. We really need stuff that ties it together. A third person would be great...like another guitarist...or a 
keyboardist..." 



"Well the only two who can play pianos are Cacturne and Alakazam I think...," muttered Gliscor. "And Cacturne has a 
career of his own with Gardevoir. And Alakazam probably wouldn't...wait...Cacturne and Gardevoir. Hey, wait, they're 
a band with two people!" 

"They're like...a dynamic duo, babe. They do duets...with our skills, I don't think we can!" explained Noivern as if it 
was obvious. "Ugh. Keyboardist aside...a bass player would be great...but no one here plays bass." 

Gliscor tapped his chin. "Doesn't Banette play bass?" 

Noivern froze, before whirling around. "WHAT DID YOU SAY? YOU NEVER MENTIONED THIS!" 

"Yeah, he has a bass guitar I'm pretty sure...I just don't think he brings it on the show." 

"THIS IS EXTREMELY RELEVANT INFORMATION, BRO! YOU THINK HE'LL JOIN OUR BAND? IS HE GOOD? 
HOLY CRAP, THIS IS A BREAKTHROUGH. SHIT, I HAVE TO GO FIND BANETTE!" 

She took to the skies. "Hold my guitar, bro! I need to find Banette and see if he plays bass!" 

Gliscor just watched her go, before tapping his chin. "Y'know.Jt sounds crazy but if Noivern won...she could maybe 
pull this off. That would be pretty cool." 

He shrugged and leaned back in the sand, humming beats in his head while he waited for her return. 
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"This is perfect," purred Weavile, snuggling into Banette's chest. 

Banette glanced down at her, a small smile gracing his face. Everything was running pretty smoothly, even after the 
fiasco that was Gothitelle's elimination. His alliance was under control, his friends and his girlfriend were getting 
along, and they now knew the game that Krookodile was playing. All they had to do was catch him and convince the 
others to vote him. Though that part wouldn't be easy, considering everyone else's drama. 

Alakazam was looking more grim and determined each daay, and after Crobat's name had appeared on the letter, 
Honchkrow was out for blood as she hunted for Mister B- Toxicroak had been ambushed and interrogated by her 
twice, and Noivern had barely managed to outfly her yesterday. Banette amusingly noted that while Bronzong was 
the prime suspect, neither Alakazam or Honchkrow had managed to get their hands on him. In addition, everyone 
could sense the tension between Bisharp and Medicham (although Kabutops had crudely referred to it as them 
wanting to get to "hate boning", which made Banette laugh at the time). And while he knew Mamoswine was never 
the type to look for trouble, his return was causing a stir among several of the more serious players. 

Still, at the moment, that wasn't Banette's concern. Right now everything was easy breezy. With Trevenant gone, he 
was flying so far under the radar, he didn't think anything was gonna come barreling out of nowhere. 

Until it did. 

"BANETTE!" 

Weavile jumped out of his arms, while Banette scrambled to his feet. The two of them hadn't really thought of a way 
to break it to all of their friends that they were "officially dating". Yeah, Gengar and Kabutops knew...and 
Gothitelle...and the entire world that was watching...but still! They were trying to be discreet about it. After all, that was 
a rule with couples- don't be too obvious, or you're marked as a threat to go home. 

Noivern slammed into the ground in front of Banette, screeching to a halt. She whirled around. "YO! YOU, ME, 
DISCUSSION!" 

"Noivern, warn someone before you divebomb them!" hissed Weavile, frustrated and worried. What had she seen? 

"Yeah, I mean, you might hear something private or see something and get a misunderstanding...," mumbled 
Banette. 

"Oh, I don't care that you two are dating, but I need to talk to Banette!" snapped Noivern, turning her piercing gaze to 
the ghost. "You play bass right?" 


Weavile and Banette, who had been exchanging a confused glance (how had NOIVERN known), looked to Noivern in 



surprise. Of all the things they had expected to come out of her mouth, asking Banette if he had musical skill 
was...well, actually, that WAS a pretty valid question coming from Noivern. Banette gave her a weird look, before 
shrugging. "Yeah. I play bass. Why do you ask?" 

"JOIN MY BAND!" yelled Noivern, her enthusiasm causing Weavile and Banette to flinch again. Noivern winced, 
before grinning apologetically, calming herself down a bit. "I mean, not right now of course, but like...after the show is 
over! I need to make my glorious return to music!" 

"What kind of band did you have before?" asked Weavile, a bit curious. 

"I was in a band called Candy Explosion!" said Noivern proudly. "Lead guitarist and one of our lead singers!" 

"Sounds very...pop-ish," said Weavile, cocking a brow. Noivern gave her a weird look. 
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Noivern folded her arms defiantly. "Candy Explosion was far more than a pop band! It wasn't EVEN a pop 
band! And this is seriously such a good opportunity. If I won this game, I would totally have the radical funds 
to make my dream band a reality. Just think...we'd have high tech gear, be able to rock at awesome venues, 
and most importantly? A totally bitchin' tour bus!" 
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Gliscor was listening to an album by Candy Explosion. Loud screeching could be heard from his 
headphones. Gliscor gave the camera a frightened look. 

"I think Noivern's calmed down a bit." 
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"Okay well the point is, I want to do some different stuff, maybe some rock or punk or whatever, but it's gonna be hard 
to do because as of right now I only have Gliscor and myself and we really need a bass player and another guitarist, 
and there's a lot of things I need-!" 

Noivern stopped to gasp for air, before continuing, "-and you're the only one I've managed to find so far! So do you 
wanna do it once the game is over? Or at least give it a chance?" 

"Sure," said Banette, shrugging. 

Both Weavile and Noivern gaped at him. Seriously? He had answered right away. He wasn't even going to think 
about it or second guess it? Dang. 

"You...uh...accepted it quicker than I thought you would," said Weavile. 

"Ditto," agreed Noivern. 

"Eh...l have a one in sixteen chance of winning this," pointed out Banette, rolling his eyes. "Might as well have a fall 
back plan in case I get screwed over by another Legendary." 

"...fair point," admitted Weavile. 

"Weavile! Do you play anything?" 

Weavile shook her head. "I sing. Hard to do anything else with these claws." 

"Bummer...," muttered Noivern. But then she brightened up. "Well, I mean, maybe we can figure something out for 
you! I'll think it over! Now I have at least three Pokemon willing to do this shit! Awesome! I can finally design a logo! 
Think of a band name! WORK ON DESIGNING A TOUR BUS WITH A HOT TUB!" 

She flew off, laughing madly. Banette and Weavile watched her go. 
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"There's something sort of sad about the fact that we all entered a competition and go through numerous 
hardships and ridiculousness all for the sake of being set for life," muttered Weavile. "Especially the third- 



time players. You'd think some of us would wise up." 

Weavile tapped her chin, before shrugging. "Eh. I've made this far. Might as well keep going." 
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"BEHOLD, I HAVE CONSTRUCTED SAMURAI BISCUIT!" roared Luxray, gesturing to a figure made out of cookie 
dough and silverware. "RELINQUISH YOUR HOLD OVER THE WHIPPED CREAM MOUNTAIN, MAMOSWINE!" 

Mamoswine nudged his own figure closer, which was large and made of fruit- it had an apple for a body, a kiwi for a 
head, and toothipick for arms with little grapes attached. It stood in front of a large pile of whip cream on a sundae. 
"Fruit guardian will never let you win, Samurai Biscuit. The Whipped Cream Mountain of Frozen Dairy Province is 
mine." 

"No! One day...I will make my glorious return...!" moaned Luxray dramatically, knocking her cookie samurai on the 
ground. "But this is all a part of my strategy, foolish fruit behemoth! ALL ACCORDING TO KEIKAKU!" 

"IS THAT SO?" asked Mamoswine, his eyes glittering dangerously. "WELL HERE'S A PLAN OF MY OWN." 

Luxray tensed up, ready to see what unholy retribution Mamoswine had prepared for her. But she giggled when he 
leaned forward and kissed her on the head. 

"Oh you...you always know how to ease the tension after Food Fighter Standoff." 

"That's why you keep me around," said Mamoswine cheerfully. 

"Is she twelve?" muttered Mewtwo, glancing at the two playing with food near the kitchen. Mamoswine and Luxray 
had been practically inseparable since his return. The two of them went on walks, stayed up late watching the stars, 
and would often stay in the cafeteria, simply talking (and it was convenient for Mamoswine's black hole of a stomach). 
Today was another episode of food warriors, where the two would construct various figures out of food and make 
them battle. Luxray enjoyed the tactics of war, while Mamoswine got to eat the enemies. 

Mewtwo had to admit, despite his annoyance with them playing with their food, the exchanges WERE entertaining. 

He remembered two days ago when Luxray's knight mixed with pirate squared off against a gigantic dragon made of 
bananas and pie. Mamoswine had particularly enjoyed the clean up of that episode. 

"OY!" 

Mewtwo turned away from the two (where Mamoswine was downing the sundae as Luxray cheered him on), to see 
Krookodile waiting for food, a sour expression on his face. Mewtwo gave the skinny reptile a once over, before folding 
his arms. 

"Yes?" 

"Uh...food?" 

"You can say please." 

"Please give me some fucking food," growled Krookodile. 

Mewtwo sighed, putting some of the food he cooked out in the open. Mamoswine was the main reason why he 
needed to keep restocking, but Krookodile definitely had the second most visits. Although the crocodile never finished 
his plate, he always took a ton of food, although Mewtwo figured he probably carried some off from the mess hall to 
eat later. As Krookodile piled food onto his plate, Mewtwo watched him carefully. Krookodile continued, before 
noticing Mewtwo's piercing stare, which caused him to stop. 

"What? It's all you can eat, right?" 

"Out of curiosity, why do you take so much? You never eat all of it," questioned Mewtwo coolly. 

"And it's not your business if I do or don't," snapped Krookodile. "I save some for later. No point in walking back and 
forth every time I want a meal, right?" 


Well that certainly explained a lot. The crocodile was rather defensive when it came to food- Mewtwo recalled an 



incident earlier in the season where he had almost bitten Toxicroak's hand when the frog reached for a burger he had 
his eye on. Mewtwo eyed him up and down, before frowning to himself. Yeah. It certainly explained a bit. Not 
something that everyone could see, but something anyone with half a brain could figure out. It made him wonder- so 
many Pokemon here put on masks. What was the real Krookodile like? 

Mewtwo glanced to the sky, lost in memories of the past for a moment, before hearing a quiet cough. 

"Am I free to go, Master Chef?" asked Krookodile. 

"You're fine. Go on." 

Krookodile turned away from the table, before marching towards the entrance. He glanced sideways at Mamoswine, 
wrinkling his nose in absolute disgust. Two returning contestants meant two contestants who could know exactly what 
he was up to, and two more contestants he'd have to bring down. Granted, he was okay with that- he knew the stakes 
of the competition before he joined in, and he knew that traditionally players were brought back. But on one hand, the 
two that were brought back meant trouble for Krookodile. 

Sure, Bisharp was probably the prime target in their crosshairs, but he knew that Medicham had no love for him 
either- the fighter had picked him out among several when he disposed of the last key in the second challenge. From 
then on, she hadn't trusted him an inch. And Mamoswine was a goodie two shoes who was also a veteran cast 
member- he could easily call Krookodile out when it suited him. Krookodile grit his teeth. He had been doing great 
before this merge had hit but now...now he felt the problems stacking up. 

Of the two, it was surprisingly Mamoswine that grinded him a bit more. Mamoswine...the rich boar, the guy who ate 
everything in sight without a care in the world, the guy that had his shot in the finals and World Tour- and Mew STILL 
thought it fit to bring that guy back? The big pig with his perfect nutter of a girlfriend. Krookodile clenched his fists. 
Despite his gripe with the two, he still could see how they were successful- Mamoswine had a good head on his body 
and Luxray was a genius- completely mad, but a genius. They were here for fun, right? They didn't really need that 
money- they were well off as it is. 

That thought made Krookodile sick to his stomach. 

Smart, stupid, weak, strong- that crap didn't matter to him. Every other contestant, no matter who they were, all had 
the same thing in common. They all wanted to win. They wanted to be the last one standing. They wanted the money. 
No matter what, they all wanted something at the end of this competition. 

And that's why he had to beat all of them. Because he was different. He didn't WANT anything. It wasn't desired. It 
was necessity. His conversation with Roserade came back to mind. He remembered how she had reacted to his 
different behavior- shocked and confused, wondering how the way he treated someone changed so quickly. 
Krookodile sighed for a moment, before he clenched a fist and took another bite of food. 

But that's how it had to be. And as long as he knew that, he would be utterly ruthless. The world wasn't merciful. And 
neither was he. 
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"Attention everyone! It's time for the next challenge! I suggest you get your bodies ready because this one's really 
gonna put you all in gear!" 

Mew's loud announcement rang throughout the island. Bronzong, who had been flicking rocks into a lake, glanced up 
in irritation. Another day, another challenge. And Mew was still shoving his enthusiasm down their throws. God, what 
was with this guy? It's like he couldn't sense the mood on this island at all. There was tension, anger, and even the 
occasional verbal expression of hatred. Bronzong chuckled. 

"And as usual, you're wrapped up in the middle of it, aren't you, Bronzong?" he asked himself. "Only this time, 
everyone KNOWS you're wrapped up in this mess." 

And what a mess it was. Honchkrow waging her constant war with Alakazam and Krookodile slipping through the 
cracks and making trouble- Bronzong missed the days when not everyone was a power player. It seemed as if this 
time the weaklings were weeded out early. Total Pokemon Island and World Tour were different- luck was a factor. 

But as far as he was concerned, the moment this season started, everyone's luck had run out. Including his. Oh, he 
still had a brain in his head- that was for certain, but he wasn't the brightest player around. He knew Alakazam and 
maybe even Hypno were both smarter than him- he just thought in ways that geniuses couldn't comprehend. And 



that's why he was their downfall. Only now that he wasn't under the radar, they knew all that. 


His days were numbered if he didn't keep things up. That was how it worked, especially when you weren't exactly the 
most popular Pokemon on the island. This game wasn't about skill. It was about politics- and most importantly, 
sweeping evidence under the rug. 

Bronzong continued floating towards the center of the island, eyes narrowed in thought. 

It was different now. No...not now. It HAD been different. Something had touched him during World Tour...something 
had been inspiring about it all. Taking control from behind...pushing others out of the way and knocking them down 
like dominoes...with no care in the world. It had been almost thrilling. Almost. But then...it actually became 
thrilling...somewhere along the way, he had enjoyed the power. 

When had THAT started? Something had to have kick started his emotions. Was it his cunning? His deviousness? 

His mischief? No. He wished it was. But it was fear. Fear during that damn inferno of a volcano, and relief when 
Gardevoir, beautiful princess gone troubled leader, had led him through it. The Embrace Pokemon. Evolved from the 
Emotion Pokemon. No wonder she read him like a book. As long as she kept quiet about it, they'd have no trouble. 
Still, it had happened. 

Bronzong sighed. And here he was now. No Gardevoir in sight, and having conflicted feelings. About doing wrong. 
About being shady. About causing trouble. What the hell was going on? He had adamantly told Banette there was no 
chance of an apology...but then why was he sitting here in the woods having these thoughts. 

Redemption? Penance? Stupid ideas. Bronzong huffed, glancing at the sky. 

"Gardevoir, I'm never going to forgive you for this," he growled. 

He emerged from the woods and floated towards the rest of the waiting campers. Not surprisingly, he was one of the 
last ones there. As usual. Wouldn't want Mew to think he was getting all enthusiastic, would he? He floated to 
Banette, who held the expression of someone who had been inconvenienced. 

"Any idea who it is this time?" 

"No idea," admitted Banette. "Suppose we'll find out soon enough- after all, we're almost all here." 

The stragglers were slowly arriving one by one, with Gengar yawning as he stepped up, rubbing his eyes. The final 
two to show up were Kabutops and Alakazam. Kabutops looked angry about something, but everyone stopped to 
stare at Alakazam. Alakazam's eyes didn't hold that faint twinkle of superiority anymore. He looked slightly more worn 
than usual, as if he hadn't been sleeping much. He saw Bronzong and immediately tensed up, throwing the bell an icy 
look. Bronzong couldn't help it- he winced a little. 

Alakazam was CLEARLY not playing around anymore. 

Meanwhile, a fuming Kabutops was approached by Banette. "Uh...what's wrong?" 

Kabutops's eye twitched. "N-nothing, dude...it's...it's fine." 

Weavile threw Banette a doubtful look. "Kabutops, I seriously think-" 

Kabutops snapped. "IT'S GONE, WEAVILE! THEY FUCKING TOOK IT." 

Everybody jumped. "Wh-what's gone?" asked Crobat, confused. 

"MY TYRUNT! THEY TOOK MY GODDAMN TYRUNT!" roared Kabutops, sounding just as panicked as he is angry. 
"Wait...what? What do you mean they took your Tyrunt?" asked Toxicroak, looking confused. 

Kabutops took a deep breath, but he was still shaking. "My...l had my Tyrunt with me last night. I sleep with the damn 
thing...and this morning it was...it was gone." 

"Gone? Someone took it?" asked Gengar, eyes wide. 

"No, I actually just stuffed it in my pillow- YES SOMEONE TOOK IT YOU FREAKIN' IDIOT!" howled Kabutops. 
"WHICH ONE OF YOU FUCKERS DID IT! I DON'T HAVE THE NOTE ANYMORE BUT-" 



"Note?" asked Bisharp swiftly. "What note?" 

"I FREAKIN' RIPPED IT UP, BUT I KNOW WHO SENT IT...AND I'M GONNA FIND 'EM." 

"Find WHO?" asked Krookodile, rolling his eyes. 

"THAT SAME SCUMBAG WHO'S BEEN SCREWING WITH ALL OF US!" snarled Kabutops. "MISTER B." 

Everybody stared in shock. 

"What...what did the note say?" asked Gliscor, gaping. 

"It said 'Borrowing something. It'll be back later'," growled Kabutops. "THE HELL DID THEY TAKE IT FOR? WHAT 
DOES THAT ACCOMPLISH?" 

"It IS a change from the usual pattern," pointed out Medicham, tapping her chin. 

"But Mr. B has always had an aim," argued Weavile. "What's he have to gain from taking the Tyrunt...and is he 
REALLY gonna return it?" 

"What's the big deal, it's not like he's messing with the elimination again," scoffed Krookodile. 

Kabutops turned and leered at Krookodile. "It was you, wasn't it? You big nosed creep, when I get my scythes on 
you." 

"Idiot. As if I would take it. And hello? We're not even in the SAME cabin!" snapped Krookodile. "I would've had to slip 
in while you weren't around or something- why even bother?" 

"Well, anyone COULD sneak in," pointed out Bronzong. "I mean, I did when I snooped for the idol." 

"And who's to say you didn't do it this time?" asked Alakazam quietly, causing Bronzong to sigh in annoyance. 

"Okay...Kabutops, we'll try and find it after the challenge, okay dude?" said Gengar, trying to reassure him. 

"Yeah...like...I'll fly all over the island and look!" reassured Noivern. 

Kabutops looked like he wanted to scream, before letting out a huge breath. 

"Thanks guys...it means a lot." 
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"KROOKODILE IS ON HOLD!" snarled Kabutops. "FIRST, MY TYRUNT. THEN MISTER B. UNLESS 
KROOKODILE IS MISTER B. SCREW IT. WHERE'S MY TYRUNT?" 
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"This is confusing," mumbled Weavile, her tone vexed. "I've been paying attention to Mister B. First time, he 
pinpointed Mismagius for elimination. Second time, Gothitelle and Crobat for elimination. Third time, NO 
PLAN AT ALL FOR ELIMINATION, but they targeted Kabutops and stole something precious to him. Are they 
trying to motivate Kabutops to go on a hunt for a scapegoat? Agitate him? Get Kabutops thrown off?" 

Weavile threw her hands up in frustration. "There's no rhyme or reason to this one! What's his goal?" 
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"It had to have happened at night," muttered Mamoswine. "I can't really say who did it. But man...poor 
Kabutops." 
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"I was out on a walk...don't remember much else from last night, even though I got Insomnia," muttered 
Banette. "Crap...if only I had been there...1 could've seen what jerk snuck in." 
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As Kabutops's tantrum subsided, everyone looked up as they heard a loud, familiar voice. 

"Hey everyone! It's been too long!" 

Everyone looked up to see a familiar friend descending from the skies. Dragonite had an enormous smile on his face 
as he landed down in front of them. Little had changed with the friendly giant, but everyone was still excited to see 
him nonetheless. 

"Been a while since I've heard from you," said Gengar with a grin. "You and Lapras still going strong?" 

"Of course!" said Dragonite, his tone cheerful. "We've been a bit quiet, fixing up the house while we host a new 
segment for the show. But it's a good bit of excitement since we got hitched and all-" 

"You got MARRIED?" asked Kabutops, stunned. "Already? Holy crap." 

Dragonite gave Kabutops a weird look. "Uh...yeah. Y'know, we were both eliminated earlyish in the seasons so we've 
kinda been around each other more than all of you. We have a house and everything." 

"...okay, I'll admit it, that's a good point," said Weavile, shrugging. "So it's going well?" 

"Great, actually! But this isn't really about me, and you guys will probably see what we've been up to at some point. 
But for now, we have a challenge to explain!" 
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"Dragonite's really nice, from what everyone's mentioned of him! This challenge will probably be friendly and 
happy!" shouted Noivern. "Maybe more musical stuff? That would rock!" 
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"Ha...they all want an easy time," said Weavile, shaking her head. "Yeah. I watched Dragonite fight Wooper. 
This is gonna be hardcore. Not like Bellsprout bad, but still tough. Ah well. Gotta do it, right?" 
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"So...this challenge has a bit of history behind it. But I suppose you all remember the Pokeathlon challenge?" asked 
Dragonite, smiling. 

"Of course I do...I got eliminated in that thing," mumbled Gengar, scratching the back of his head. 

"Well...every challenge in the Pokeathlon tests your might and abilities, but it's different depending on each challenge. 
Granted, Pokeathlons are mainly done for sport and for fun," continued Dragonite. "It's more about the thrill of doing it 
rather than winning, though anyone loves to win. But there are other sports challenges that are more about 
competition, right?" 

"...like baseball teams and stuff, yeah," commented Toxicroak. "Or football and basketball. Is that what we're 
playing?" 

"Not exactly," answered Dragonite. "But you know, there's one major sporting event that all of the top Pokemon 
athletes train for, right?" 

"You mean the Olympics, correct?" asked Medicham, looking interested. She had considered training herself to be 
strong enough for the Olympics one day. "That's really as high as you can go, at least in certain categories, correct?" 

"That IS correct...and the Olympics is what we'll be doing today! Rather than a Pokeathlon, you'll all be duking it out in 
an Olympic style tournament!"said Dragonite, smiling. "It'll be fun! Since there are sixteen of you, it divides up 
perfectly. First round will have eight brackets, then four, two, and then the final two of each bracket square off. There 
will be different events for each bracket. Any questions so far?" 

"In the first round, will each bracket compete in the same event?" asked Bisharp, arching a brow. "Or will every 
bracket play in a different event?" 

"Different events, every bracket. One duo might have to do a race, another duo might have to do archery. 

Everything's randomized and different!" shouted Mew, who had suddenly appeared on the seen with Mewtwo. 



Mewtwo gave everyone a nod. 


"You can't choose what you want to do? It's luck based...isn't that kind of unfair?" asked Gliscor. "I mean, say I have 
to race Weavile.J'm screwed?" 

"Well...unfortunately, that's how Mew and I collaborated on the challenge," admitted Dragonite. "But uh...well, I mean, 
luck's a big thing in this competition. For the most part, the matches shouldn't be TOO one sided." 

"Well, they totally can be!" said Mew chuckling. "Hey, you all can't be good at everything! Reality check, buster!" 

"Well...that's not very reassuring," grumbled Kabutops bitterly. 

"And what does the winner get? Simply immunity or...?" queried Alakazam. 

"Right...everyone wins in this challenge!" said Dragonite, smiling. "For competing, you get a bag of candy! If you 
make it to the quarterfinals, you get a T-shirt! Semifinalists get to use Mew's personal deluxe shower for the night!" 

Mew did not look too thrilled with this reward, and gave everyone a nasty look. "And if I find a single thing missing 
from that shower, I SWEAR TO GOD-!" 
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Mew chuckled. "As if I'd ACTUALLY let them use my shower. I just ordered a new one and installed it 
connected to the old one. My shower is OFF LIMITS." 
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"The finalist who LOSES will have a dinner cooked for them by Mew. But the actual finalist not only gets 
immunity...but they also get to have a nice CANDLELIT dinner date with another contestant of their choice!" 

Gliscor and Noivern gave each other a bright smile, while Banette bumped fists with Weavile. Luxray began to mutter 
something to Mamoswine in morse code, but the pig did not seem to understand. Krookodile raised a hand. 

"Yes?" 

"If I win, can I just eat the candlelit dinner date alone?" he rasped. 

"That's...always...an option?" said Mewtwo, a bit confused. 

"He would," muttered Honchkrow. 

Alakazam sighed- this would have been GREAT if Gothitelle had made it past this episode. They could have easily 
won the dinner date. It was such a shame that...that Mister B character had to ruin things. Alakazam clenched a fist 
and cast a glare towards Bronzong. 

Bronzong. The lazy bell, the deadpan schemer, and possibly the trickiest person on the island. Alakazam had no idea 
who was the bigger thorn in his side. He had definitely challenged Honchkrow and Bronzong, and he was alright with 
that. But there arose the problems. Honchkrow was a woman of great power and attitude- her unconventional 
methods and bending of rules certainly caused Alakazam a fair share of troubles. She was tough to predict, and he 
had to think differently around her- she was far less predictable than Hypno or Weavile back in the day. 

But Honchkrow still had her honor, and while she may not have acted like such, Alakazam knew that Honchkrow 
wouldn't stab him in the dark- she wanted to make sure he knew she had beaten him. And pulling a ploy like Mister B 
was certainly not her style. Crobat...well, that was a possibility- he could expect the bat to gamble a bit with his stay 
on the show, he was used to suffering far worse than an elimination. But at the very least, Honchkrow played hard, 
but he knew she wouldn't use Gothitelle to hurt him. Eliminate her to get to him, sure, but not cause everyone to 
choose between her and Crobat. 

Bronzong, though...Bronzong had a twisted sense of honor, but none of it for Alakazam. And he knew that Bronzong 
had no love for himself or Gothitelle. Gothitelle was just another domino in the plan to win that Bronzong had. But it 
was about high time that bell got his comeuppance. The Mister B scam may not have seemed his style (and after the 
mishap of the previous trial, Alakazam was inclined to believe that), but there was no telling if Bronzong would 
change his manner to beat him. 



Would he? Alakazam knew he would. He saw the bell tear off his own flag after ripping off his on the Nightmare Isle. 
He knew Bronzong wouldn't stop until Alakazam was in the dirt. 

"But I won't lose to you that easily," muttered Alakazam, his eyes narrowed. 

He glanced up again, hearing Dragonite finish up answering another question. 

"Anything else? Or are you ready to start? We're gonna have to move all over the island to find the things I've set up, 
so I want to get this going soon. More questions?" 

Everyone shook their heads. 

"Alright then! Time for the Total Pokemon Olympics!" shouted Mew. "Get ready to fight hard to be a gold medalist!" 

000 

"That dinner sounds DELICIOUS!" growled Krookodile, patting his stomach. "I could use more of Mewtwo's 
cooking before I leave this place." 

000 

"Any event can be a blessing or a death sentence...well, figuratively," mused Bisharp. "I despise chances 
and luck, but I'll do my best to crush everyone else." 

000 

Dragonite, Mew, and Mewtwo led the campers through a woodland path, taking a long winding trail...they were 
moving to the large field where the Baseball and Board Game Challenges from Season One had taken place. But as 
the campers emerged from the trees, they noted that once again, the field had changed. Rather than featuring 
stadiums, mansions, or baseball diamonds, the entire field was filled with various sections of tracks and fields. Crobat 
eyed a track warily, while Weavile cocked a brow at what looked like a High Jump of some kind. Dragonite turned 
around and smiled at them. 

"So, what do you think?" 

"I feel like I'm at a track meet," muttered Gliscor, giving Noivern a smirk. 

"Well...I'm a guy who likes fun, and in order to do that...l say we get started as soon as possible!" said Dragonite 
cheerfully. "Mew, get the drawing system!" 

Krookodile scoffed. "Get a load of this guy. He's acting like it's a big happy day on the island. News flash, it's a 
COMPETITION." 

"Leave him alone," said Banette, throwing Krookodile a cool glare. "Just because you're never happy doesn't mean 
you have to ruin other people's good time." 

Krookodile just snorted and glanced away. 

Mewtwo floated forward, holding a large top hat in his hand. Mew grinned and stretched, before reaching into the hat. 

"We take out two names. Whoever’s names get drawn, they'll compete in that round," explained Mewtwo. "Only the 
first rounds are randomized. From then on, you'll compete in a classic tournament bracket. So the first two winners 
will face off in the quarterfinals. Got it?" 

"I have a question- we've had roulette wheels and all sorts of technology on this show...and you're using a HAT to 
select the names," drawled Bronzong. 

"Sorry I don't want to lug around machinery everywhere!" snapped Mew. "Seriously. I may love extravagance and 
tooting my own horn, but even I like to keep things simple now and then. Now shut your trap so we can get on with 
this thing!" 

Mew pulled out one slip of paper, before pulling out another one. He handed one to Dragonite, before both hosts 
proceeded to unfold their papers. Dragonite looked up first. 

"And our first competitor in the first Olympic challenge is...Crobat!" 



Crobat smiled. "Me already, huh?" 

"And the second competitor is...Noivern!" said Mew, holding up his own paper. 

"Already? Right out the gate?" asked Noivern, eyes wide. "Shit dude." 

"And the round they'll be competing in is...," began Mew, before turning expectantly to Mewtwo. Mewtwo sighed and 
pulled out...another hat. 

"ANOTHER one? You have the Olympic events in the damn hats too?" snapped Krookodile. 

Mewtwo ignored the crocodile, pulling out his own piece of paper. "The event that you two will be competing in is...the 
100 meter dash. Easy enough. Follow us." 

Mewtwo led the way over to the track field, where there was a marked starting line and finish line. A large chair was 
situated at the finish line, where Mew floated over to sit in. Dragonite smiled at Crobat and Noivern. 

"It's simple enough- a race to the finish where the fastest Pokemon wins! Mew will be over there to judge who's the 
quickest one across the line! If you win, you move on, but if not...well, you still get the bag of candy!" 

"Ha! Dis is a joke, right?" crowed Honchkrow. "You're actin’ like Crobat ain't da fastest one here." 

Noivern groaned. That was true. Crobat was not only quick witted, but he managed to move even faster in the air 
than she did. Granted, he was probably not as strong as Noivern was, but could he outspeed her? Absolutely. 

"Fair point...I'm betting the bat can fly circles around Noivern if he tried," muttered Bronzong to Banette. 

Crobat shrugged and stretched his wings, giving Noivern a pitying look. "Sorry, Noivern, but...l don't plan to go easy." 

"Uh...about that Crobat," said Dragonite, sounding a bit awkward. "Actually...you too, Noivern, it sort of applies to both 
of you but urn...this is the 100 meter dash...not the 100 meter flight." 

Silence. 

"What does THAT mean?" asked Crobat, looking nervous. 

"Well, traditionally, these races were done on foot...so...well..." 

Mew held up his megaphone to rescue the dragon from afar. "NO WINGS, JUST RUNNING." 

"No wings?" croaked Crobat. 

"On FOOT?" gasped Noivern incredulously. 

Honchkrow smacked her beak. "Oy..." 

000 

"That bat went from gold medal to first loser in seconds," said Bronzong. 

000 

"I...I have legs! I don't walk all the time, but I might totally have this!" shouted Noivern gleefully. 

000 

Crobat and Noivern glanced at each other as they nervously stood at the starting line. The gravel of the track hurt 
Crobat's small feet, and he cursed quietly under his breath. Run? RUN? He had to do a FOOT RACE? Crobat 
grimaced as he remembered the last time he had been grounded for a challenge- Gothitelle had made short work of 
him and had completely beaten him around like a ragdoll during the quiz show. Noivern's legs were stronger than his- 
he simply had to hope her stamina and experience running were less. Maybe he'd be lucky. 

Alakazam cocked a brow at the scene. "Crobat might be fine- Noivern might not have the strength to run too long, 
even if Crobat is slower." 



Weavile glanced at him. "You think? I dunno- he looks screwed." 

"We'll see. I hope Noivern wins, to be honest." 

Weavile glanced at Banette, who flashed her a thumb's up. Weavile smiled back. 

000 

"We’re trying to pick up supporters BEFORE the challenge is over to try and get votes on Krookodile 
BEFORE Mister B pulls some stupid nonsense...well, okay, he already has, and Kabutops is on a witch hunt, 
but still!" said Weavile. "So Banette’s gonna work the crowd, and I’m gonna try and convince 
Alakazam...need to find a good time, though." 

000 

"On your mark!" barked Mewtwo at the starting line. "Get set! GO!" 

Mewtwo fired off a flag gun into the air, and Crobat and Noivern burst from the starting line at a...less than amazing 
speed. Noivern was awkwardly trotting along, while Crobat flung himself along the ground, using his wings to try and 
move faster. 

Krookodile snorted. "Oh man...that's RICH." 

Gliscor bit his claw nervously. "Shit...babe, you can do it!" 

Mew was cackling loudly. "LOOK AT THEM RUN! LOOK AT THAT! THEY'RE MOVING AT SNAIL'S PACES! 
AHAHAHAHA!" 

"From the guy who was last picked in gym constantly," muttered Mewtwo under his breath. 

Noivern soon pulled ahead, using her stronger legs to outspeed Crobat, who was struggling on the ground, 
occasionally coughing up a bit of gravel from the dust around him. He flung himself forward again, momentarily 
catching up to Noivern, before being left behind again. Noivern, while clumsy and awkward, was doing far better than 
the bat- unfortunately, she was in enough shape to easily outstrip him. Crobat continued to crawl in vain, but his eyes 
lit up when Noivern stopped, hopping up and down. 

"DUDE! I GOT LIKE...SOMETHING IN MY FOOT!" she yelped. 

As Noivern hopped around, Crobat crawled forward, his eyes focused on the finish line. 

"GO, CROBAT, GO!" snapped Honchkrow. 

"This is degrading," spat Crobat into the ground, but he was dragging himself closer to the finish line. Noivern glanced 
over and her eyes widened. 

"Dude...no way! I'm gonna...make it!" yelled Noivern, hopping on one foot towards the finish line. Crobat stared in 
dismay as Noivern sped up, running the last few steps before crossing the finish line. 

"And the winner is...Noivern!" shouted Mew. "Nice job Crobat.,.1 applaud the effort!" 

"Bite me," muttered the bat, his tone cross. 

"And so...uh...Noivern moves on to the next round. Crobat, I'll hand you your candy as you watch," said Dragonite 
cheerfully. "But now it's time for our next two players." 

Honchkrow patted a sullen Crobat on the back. "Ya did da best ya could, Crobat...not much you can do when your 
wings are clipped." 

"Yeah...you'll need to carry me through on this one," said Crobat. 

"No problem!" squawked Honchkrow. "I'm tougher dan alia dese goombas. You wait and see!" 

"It's time to gather up the next two players!" said Mew, holding up the hat. He and Dragonite reached in, fumbling 
around, before pulling out two names. 



"And next up...we have...HONCHKROW!" shouted Mew, grinning. 

Honchkrow puffed out her chest, patting Crobat on the back again. "What I tell ya? Time for me to smack down 
whateva sucker is against me!" 

"And the other player will be...Bronzong!" 

Bronzong gave a strange look, before Honchkrow started chuckling. "Lazybell and me? Dis'll be a snap!" 

"Oh please," drawled Bronzong. 

Alakazam's eyes lit up. "Interesting." 

000 

"Crobat's already down, Honchkrow and Bronzong fighting next?" asked Alakazam. "This challenge is doing 
me several favors. Of course, Honchkrow and Crobat can wait- it's time for Bronzong to leave." 

000 

"And your event will be...table tennis," said Mewtwo coolly. 

Bronzong let out a snort. Honchkrow looked confused. 

"Da hell is table tennis?" 

"...uh...y'know...ping pong?" asked Mew, holding up two paddles. 

"Like, small tennis...on a table?" said Dragonite, holding up a ball and a tiny table. 

Honchkrow blanched. 

000 

"WHAT? I KNEW I COULD OUTRUN DA GUY, BUT WE JUST HAVE TO PLAY PING PONG?" squawked 
Honchkrow. "COME ON!" 

000 

"My kind of event," drawled Bronzong. 

000 

Bronzong and Honchkrow stood on opposite sides of a table, Honchkrow holding the ball and paddle in her wings, 
looking uncertain. Bronzong floated on the other side, looking woefully uninterested. His paddle was floating next to 
him and he twirled it experimentally. 

Alakazam had a grim smile on his face. 

"You look like you're in a good mood," commented Weavile. 

"Both of my enemies shall duel-1 win either way in this situation...oh how I'd love for one to go home," said Alakazam 
calmly. 

"...well...speaking of going home...we were thinking of uh...getting people to vote before Mister B did something...," 
muttered Weavile awkwardly. 

"We?" 

"Banette and I have spoke...working with Mister B is sort of messing everything up," replied Weavile. "We want to pick 
someone to vote before that." 

"Such as?" 


"Krookodile. 



"For what reason?" 


"He's a jerk, and he's screwed people over multiple times. I don't trust him. He might be Mister B." 

"I could get behind that theory, but I'm more inclined to believe it’s Bronzong. I'm sorry Weavile-1 know you want my 
vote, but I'm sticking to my Bronzong vote," said Alakazam firmly. 

Weavile sighed. So much for that...maybe Banette would have better luck. She glanced to the challenge, where Mew 
was about to start it off. 

"First to eleven points wins! Honchkrow serves first, and you switch off with every serve!" 

Honchkrow tossed the ball in the air and whacked it over to Bronzong, praying that he'd be too lazy or bad at ping 
pong to defend himself. She wasn't any good at ping pong. Physically she was above average- you had to be tough 
in her part of town- but when it came to dexterity, she wasn't the cleverest one around. Whereas the Psychic-Steel 
type was one of the craftiest players in all three seasons. He was lazy and unmotivated, sure, but Bronzong could be 
a power player whenever he desired to. 

And it looked like luck wasn't on her side. With a speed that shocked all of the remaining competitors, Bronzong 
whacked the ball out of the air and sent it bouncing past Honchkrow in seconds. Everyone gaped. 

Bronzong shrugged. "I can't afford to lose at this point." 

"One to zero, Bronzong!" 

Bronzong casually tossed the ball up and down with his psychic powers, before serving it with a vicious flick of the 
paddle in his grip. Everyone's head jerked from one side to the other as the ball flew across the table, bouncing twice 
before soaring past Honchkrow's stunned expression. 

"Two to zero, Bronzong!" 

Honchkrow shook herself out of a daze. "Hey! WAIT A MINUTE! DIS ISN’T...DIS AIN'T...IT AIN’T FAIR!" 

Bronzong snorted, but Mew folded his arms. "And how is it not fair?" 

"Yes, Honchkrow...how is it not fair...unless you're implying that I'm...better than you?" said Bronzong smoothly. 

Honchkrow clamped her beak shut in fury, before tossing the ball up and slapping it across the table. Bronzong 
returned it with a powerful slice, but Honchkrow managed to bounce it back. Bronzong watched the ball soar past him 
without it bouncing impassively. Honchkrow grinned, slamming her fist down on the table. 

"HA! GOTCHA! EAT THAT-" 

"It has to bounce," said Bronzong tersely. "The ball has to bounce on my side for it to count. It didn't bounce, so it's 
out on you. I didn't touch it." 

Honchkrow's jaw went slack, throwing Dragonite an angry glare. Dragonite winced, but nodded. 

"Three to zero Bronzong!" shouted Mewtwo. 

"Oh come on, does that one count?" wheedled Mew. "I mean, think about it, if Honchkrow doesn't know-" 

"Rules are rules, no matter how much you dislike the contestant," muttered Mewtwo gruffly. 

Mew sighed. Bronzong tossed the ball in the air and slapped it back across the table, scoring another point. Everyone 
groaned- no one wanted to see proud Honchkrow get humiliated by Bronzong like this. 

"Hey, this isn't fair!" piped up Crobat suddenly. "If we had to do a foot race without our wings, than technically 
Bronzong should have to hold the paddle WITHOUT telekinesis." 

"That...is true," mused Bisharp, glancing at Mew and Dragonite questioningly. 

"Pipe down, peanut gallery, that wasn't said," growled Bronzong in annoyance. "Some people don't have the luxury of 
hands-" 



"...I sympathize with the plea. Bronzong, hold it with one of your bell arms," said Mewtwo. 

"I don't have fingers to grip it," snapped Bronzong. "At least let me float it there with telekinesis...I’ll keep it next to my 
arms." 

"That's fair." 

"Now's your chance, Honchkrow!" yelled Crobat. "Put him out of the running!" 

Honchkrow grinned, kissing the ball with her beak before tossing it up. Honchkrow fired the ball across the table 
quickly. Bronzong made a lazy swing for it, but missed. Honchkrow grinned and chuckled. 

"You're done, ya big goomba. I got ya now without yer fancy crap." 

"Oh yeah?" said Bronzong with a sneer, putting all of his might into his serve. Honchkrow was ready and returned it, 
but Bronzong moved quick enough to strike back this time, sending the ball bouncing past her. 

"Five to one, Bronzong!" 

Honchkrow groaned, her optimistic feelings draining away. She muttered under her breath and served again. 
Bronzong returned the ball, but Honchkrow smacked it too hard and sent it far too high- it was out. Honchkrow swore, 
but then her eyes widened- Bronzong had smacked it back anyway! The ball knocked her in the chest, and she let out 
a surprised squawk. 

"Bronzong, it was out," chided Dragonite, looking confused. 

"I chose to hit it- but if you fail to hit back after the bounce, you lose a point as well, right?" said Bronzong, his tone 
snide. 

"That's...true," muttered Dragonite. 

"You jerk!" shouted Noivern. "You used that opportunity to hit her!" 

Bronzong gave her an innocent stare. "No idea what you mean." 

"Swine...so he aims to bend the rules even further?" growled Alakazam. He was a bit annoyed- Bronzong was the 
one he'd prefer to be out over Honchkrow, in all honesty- although the bell's physicality was lacking, he was clever 
enough to use tricks to win the tournament. And a Bronzong with immunity would ruin his plans. 

Bronzong served an easy shot, which Honchkrow returned easily. The two volleyed back and forth, before 
Honchkrow tried a power shot. Still carefully keeping his racket at his arm, Bronzong slapped the ball back, this time 
knocking it against Honchkrow's hat after the bounce. Honchkrow sputtered in rage. 

"Seven to one, Bronzong!" 

Medicham clenched a fist. "Bronzong, please. I understand your desire for victory, but this is not necessary." 

"Quit bullying her!" shouted Kabutops. 

"Bronzong, dude," said Banette, half questioning, half exasperated. 

Bronzong ignored them. He stared at Honchkrow intently. Honchkrow frowned. Bronzong looked as if he was actually 
playing for real now. All nasty moves aside, he was definitely playing for keeps. 

"Am I better than you?" he asked again. 

Crobat hissed, but Gengar laid a calm hand on his shoulder. 

Honchkrow bitterly spat on the ground. "At dis? Maybe. As a Pokemon? Hell no." 

Bronzong laughed humorlessly, shrugging his shoulders. "Maybe not...serve the ball." 

Honchkrow served back. Bronzong let it pass. Bisharp frowned. 

"What is he playing at?" murmured Bisharp. 



"I think he's trying to confuse her," grunted Krookodile from behind him. 

"No," said Weavile, shaking her head. "He's already won. He's just hitting the balls on his terms now. It's his game 
now." 

Bronzong hit a nasty serve to Honchkrow, scoring a point, and whacked back Honchkrow's serve to score another 
one The score was 9-2 in Bronzong's favor. Everyone was in a bad mood now- no one wanted to see Bronzong win, 
even if he was the better player- his humiliation of Honchkrowm who had no idea how to play, had made the audience 
sour. Mew was unsatisfied with the results, while Dragonite seemed awkward due to Bronzong's style of playing. 
Mewtwo was the only one who remained impassive. 

Bronzong let another served a brutal pass to Honchkrow and she barely missed it. Bronzong's eyes never wavered 
from Honchkrow. They didn't even move when he let Honchkrow serve again- the ball bounced past him and he did 
nothing. The score was 10-3 now, but nothing else had changed- Bronzong simply needed one point to win. 
Honchkrow was fuming and embarrassed, but remembered Crobat's words from the haunted hotel- she was allowed 
to be weak, sometimes...although now admittedly was a pretty shitty time to lose face. 

"Just end it, you jerk!" snapped Kabutops. 

"Let it end now...the bell's got it anyway," muttered Gliscor, looking displeased. 

"Do you have to rub it in her face, Bronzong?" spat Weavile. "You couldn't go easy on her? Emotionless, much?" 

Bronzong finally turned away and cast everyone a foul look. "Will you all just shut up? As if you'd be the same if it was 
her destroying me. Look. It's the last serve. Let me play my game a little bit longer. Just a little longer." 

Banette frowned, and remained frowning even as Bronzong scored his final point. Dragonite declared Bronzong the 
winner, and Mewtwo had to calm down an aggravated Mew. Bronzong floated away from Honchkrow. Crobat floated 
over to her, looking concerned. 

"You okay, babe?" 

"No, I just got destroyed by Bronzong in front of everybody," snarled Honchkrow in annoyance. "No dignity, no mercy, 
he just savaged me. I want him gone, Crobat. No mercy to me, no mercy to him." 

Bronzong just sighed and kept floating. Banette grabbed him by one of his arms. 

"What was THAT about?" hissed Banette. 

"I went full strength against her, it's a CHALLENGE-" 

"You're not Bisharp, you're Bronzong- you would've made it look sloppy to not appear a threat. What gives?" 

Bronzong shrugged. "I just want to play the game on my terms until I'm eliminated. Leave me be." 

Banette let go, and Bronzong floated far away from the others, simply staring in the distance. 

000 

"Everyone is acting WEIRD today- is it some kind of lunar eclipse? Darkrai, you there?" muttered Banette. 

000 

"He's next!" barked Honchkrow, her face red and arms crossed. 

000 

"Well...after THAT match-," began Dragonite. 

"Slaughter," coughed Krookodile. Honchkrow twitched, and Krookodile glanced around innocently. 

"We have the next round...we'll pick the two contestants and get ready!" said Mew, rubbing his hands together. He 
and Dragonite reached into the hat. 

"Medicham...and Alakazam!" said Mew, reading both his and Dragonite's slips of paper. 



Alakazam winced, while Medicham gave him a respectable nod. Mewtwo pulled out an event, glancing at it before 
looking up. 

"The event is volleyball!' 

Medicham gave a determined nod, while Alakazam and Bisharp both groaned quietly. 

000 

"I may be better than most Alakazam at sports, but against Medicham? Without my Psychic abilities?" 
muttered Alakazam. "God no." 

000 

"Why couldn't she get placed against Bronzong?” said Bisharp, rolling his eyes. 

000 

The group of Pokemon had moved over to a sandy court that had been marked with white paint. In the middle of this 
makeshift field was a net, and Alakazam and Medicham both stood on opposite sides. Medicham had a determined 
look on her face, while Alakazam had a grimace that showed he was having some reservations about this challenge. 
The rest of the campers sat in the audience, watching the field with interest- although most weren't hiding their 
interest in watching Medicham destroy Alakazam. 

"Why a sandy beach court?" asked Bisharp, folding his arms. 

"Because I don't care, beach volleyball is clearly cooler than any other volleyball," explained Mew, as if it was 
obvious. Dragonite just heaved a great sigh, before turning to face Alakazam and Medicham. 

"So, normally, we'd have you playing until twenty-five points, but we're going to shorten it down to ten points for the 
sake of time. Do you both know the basics of volleyball." 

"Yes sir," said Medicham. 

"It's not a difficult concept to grasp," said Alakazam. 

"Okay...and I suppose I don't have to tell you that moves are prohibited, as are any uses of telekinesis and Psychic 
powers. You're both Psychic types, so that shouldn't be a problem, right?" 

Alakazam held his tongue. Yes, they were both Psychic types, but Medicham would fare far better without her powers 
than himself. Medicham used their powers to help clear their mind and meditate, not for assistance in everyday life 
like an Alakazam would. 

"Alakazam starts with the ball, and you switch off every other serve," growled Mewtwo, settling in a floating armchair 
along with Mew to watch the games. "Start any time you're ready." 

Alakazam was tossed a ball from Dragonite and gripped it carefully. His eyes flickered at the long net, Medicham's 
body, and his mind worked hard to try and calculate the best course of action. After another minute, Alakazam got 
ready and lightly hit the ball over. Medicham immediately ran under it and sought it out, bouncing it back over. 
Alakazam volleyed it back, but Medicham leapt into the air and spiked it down. 

"One to Medicham!" yelled Mew. "Nice spike!" 

Alakazam nodded quietly, awaiting Medicham's serve. Medicham blasted the ball into the air with raw power, but 
Alakazam managed to send it back. Medicham was ready. She pounced into the air and slapped it back down, 
earning another point. 

Bisharp grit his teeth. Watching Alakazam lose WAS a good sign, but to Medicham? Ugh. 

"It seems our local brainiac is faltering a little bit! Will he be able to keep up with Medicham's extreme physical 
prowess?" asked Mew. 

Alakazam rolled his eyes, serving the ball a bit more quickly this time. When Medicham passed it back, Alakazam 
leapt into the air and lightly tapped the ball, sending it shooting down. But Medicham slid after it, hitting it up in the air 



and over Alakazam. It bounced in the corner of his side before rolling away, earning the fighter another point. 


"Medicham has 3 to Alakazam's 0...is this going to be another shut out?" asked Mewtwo, his eyes tracking the game 
carefully. 

"Alakazam's no slouch, but against Medicham? Bad odds for him," replied Gengar. 

"Lucky it ain't me," grumbled Kabutops. "I'd lose a point every time I popped the damn ball." 

Alakazam closed his eyes, breathing in heavily. Think. Use your mind. You can overcome. He replayed her 
movements in his head. As Medicham served him the ball, Alakazam leapt up to intercept it. Slapping it hard, he sent 
the ball soaring down. Medicham leapt back to try and get a better angle, but the ball bounced between her legs. 
Weavile let out a cheer. 

"Nice one!" 

"Well, well...he isn't done for after all," commented Crobat. Medicham gave Alakazam a nod of acknowledgement 
before rolling the ball back to him. Alakazam picked it up, a smile playing on his lips. 

"He's got some strategy," murmured Bisharp, watching the two Psychics carefully. The score was three to one. 

Alakazam closed his eyes, muttering to himself, before lightly serving the ball to Medicham. Confused, Medicham hit 
it back, but Alakazam was ready. He slapped it back down at Medicham's feet, and once again she couldn't reach it. 
Medicham sighed in annoyance. 

"Another point to the brainiac!" yelled Mew. Alakazam gave a confident smile to Medicham. He was targeting a weak 
spot for her. This wasn't good. But Medicham wouldn't give up. She served the ball again. When Alakazam aimed for 
her weak spot, she instead leapt into the air and smacked the ball back at Alakazam, who failed to return the serve. 
Medicham landed on her feet, nodding in approval. 

"Well done," commented Alakazam. 

"You should know better than to try the same trick over and over again," said Medicham. 

"Fair. But I have more than that." 

Alakazam served once more, but Medicham easily predicted him and scored again, making the score 5-2. But when 
she served it back to Alakazam, he tricked her again. Instead of hitting it to her legs, he sent the ball flying past her 
face, earning himself another point. 

"He keeps adapting to me," muttered Medicham. "He's using his tricks to test me, and when I catch on, he switches 
his moves...and if he can pull off two scores on me with each move...he'll catch up and win." 

"Medicham," called Bisharp from the sidelines. "Don't try to figure out his moves. Figure out him. That's how you'll 
win." 

Medicham turned and gave Bisharp a stunned look. So did the rest of the cast. Why was BISHARP giving 
MEDICHAM advice of all people? Was there something deeper on the knight's mind? 

000 

"Alakazam is certainly a tricky opponent, even when physical maneuvers aren't his forte. But I was surprised 
that Bisharp wanted me to win...it was...almost nice of him," admitted Medicham. "Not that I'll let it go to my 
head." 

000 

"I'd rather Medicham win than Alakazam- Medicham has no immediate plans to move against me. Alakazam, 
on the other hand, is on a warpath to ship Mister B off," said Bisharp smoothly. "He's already tracking down 
Bronzong, but if Bronzong should prove to be innocent? I suppose Banette or I will be next." 

000 

Medicham turned her eyes and focused on Alakazam once more. Bisharp had a point. This whole time she had been 



watching the ball and not focusing on the player. Unfortunately, Alakazam had an excellent poker face, but trying to 
figure out his patterns from his body movements would be easier than letting him score on her. Medicham bit her lip 
as Alakazam readied up his serve. This time, the ball flew high into the air. Medicham glanced at the ball, before 
pausing and looking at Alakazam. 

He was in a tense position, his legs bent, his eyes fixed on the ball falling. Medicham focused her own psionic energy 
to try and figure out his plan. She thought for a few seconds, before her eyes widened. As the ball fell, Medicham 
jumped up into the air... 

And lightly tapped the ball away from Alakazam. Alakazam's eyes narrowed as he moved to hit the ball back up, but 
he couldn't reach it in time. The score was now 6-3. 

"She's got him now," said Bisharp. "Medicham's a Psychic type as well." 

Bronzong scoffed. "He can predict minds, she can predict movements. She had the advantage already. It's about 
time she ended it." 

Alakazam frowned as Medicham hit the ball to him. He carefully returned it to her. Medicham hit the ball and watched 
Alakazam carefully as it soared over the net. Alakazam jumped right, but his body was somewhat twisted. He aimed 
to hit it to the left instead of right. Medicham dashed as soon as Alakazam made contact with the ball and returned it, 
causing Alakazam's eyes to widen. It was 7-3, and she had called his bluff. 

"Not bad," commented Alakazam. She was watching him now, he realized. So be it. There would be consequences 
for that. Medicham was good but...he needed to see more. 

Alakazam served the ball carefully, hitting it over towards the right side. Medicham glanced over at him before looking 
at the ball. But when she moved to strike it, the ball slipped past her hand. What was THAT? Medicham frowned. 
Alakazam had looked normal. But the smile was back on his face. 

Medicham served. Alakazam made no move to stop it. The score was 8-4. 

Mew gaped. "What is he doing?" 

"He let it go," said Dragonite, eyes narrowed in concentration. 

"What did he do THAT for?" asked Gliscor, scratching his head. 

"He's playing mind games," muttered Banette to Weavile under his breath. 

Alakazam served again, and once again, Medicham stared- the ball went one way, but then curved the other way. 
Mew and Mewtwo exchanged a glance, but they both shook their heads. Medicham tapped her chin. 

"Is he cheating?" barked Krookodile. "Maybe using those Psychic powers to twist it around?" 

"No...there's no way he's doing that," said Mew, his voice interested. "But it IS pretty neat to watch." 

"Not bad at all," agreed Mewtwo. Dragonite gave him a confused look, but Mewtwo leaned over and whispered in his 
ear. 

"What's he doing?" asked Toxicroak, confused. 

"Pfft.J can see it...and I have to admire it," said Bronzong, a bit grudgingly. 

Medicham served him once more, and this time Alakazam returned the serve. The ball spiraled towards Medicham, 
but once again veered off in a strange curve as Medicham tried to hit it. Medicham groaned in her head. He was 
closing the gap. He had scored two more points. Medicham watched carefully as Alakazam served. And...wait...what 
was that? Something in the hand movement. Medicham cursed as she realized she HAD to look at the ball. Breaking 
her gaze from Alakazam, she glanced up. 

The ball was spinning as it hurtled towards her. Medicham gaped. So THAT'S what it was! She leapt forward and hit it 
back, and the force caused the ball to veer off course...out of the field. 

"Out!" called Dragonite. "Point to Alakazam." 



But Alakazam was looking conflicted. Had she caught on her not? 

Medicham calmly served the ball back to Alakazam. He watched the ball fly at him, before deciding to try his trick 
again. He hit the ball at a certain angle, causing it to spin over the net. But Medicham was ready, and managed to 
smack it back down, inside the boundary lines this time. The score was 9-7. 

Alakazam smiled. "Damn." 

He served the ball to her, and started to walk off the field. Medicham looked confused, but nevertheless, she spiked 
the ball and earned her final point. 
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"He was messing with the ball's rotation," explained Bronzong. "Hitting it at certain angles caused the ball to 
veer off course. Pretty sneaky...too bad Medicham picked up on it. Was hoping I'd get to take a crack at 
Alakazam again." 
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"At the very least, I managed to kick it up a notch for Medicham-1 doubted that I stood a chance against her," 
said Alakazam, seemingly calm. "Her skills as a Psychic are interesting- she was good at reading my body 
movements as opposed to my mind." 
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"Well, that was a better round than we thought, but unfortunately, we have to move on! Let's find out our next pair and 
game!" said Mew. He and Dragonite reached into the hat, shuffling their hands around before picking out the names. 

"Kabutops is our first contestant!" said Mew. 

Kabutops looked up, surprised. He wondered who he would be facing off with? He hoped it was Krookodile. But then 
again, it would all depend on the challenge anyway. 

"And our second contestant is...Mamoswine!" 

Kabutops threw Mamoswine a glance, while Mamoswine gave a small smile in return. 

"And the game will be...," muttered Mewtwo, unwrapping his paper. "Hurdles." 

"...hurdles?" asked Mamoswine. "Uh...how do those work again?" 

"You don't KNOW?" remarked Noivern, eyes wide. 

"I don't watch sports, I watch cooking shows," explained Mamoswine, sounding slightly ashamed. 

"Do you watch or like...lick the screen?" queried Gengar, eyeing the large pig with interest. 

Kabutops ignored the conversation. "Hurdles are these things you gotta hop over in a short race. It’s like running but 
jumping over these hurdle things without hitting 'em. It's a run and jump race, get it?" 

Everyone glanced at him. Why did a deliquent who was known for picking fights so knowledgable about lost human 
traditions? 

Kabutops stared. "What?" 
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"And they say HUMANS invented the Olympics," scoffed Kabutops. "I mean...we didn't have a name for it 
back then it was like...make it this rock while jumping over branches and bushes and...LOOK IT'S A SIMILAR 
CONCEPT, OKAY?" 
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"I hope that pig falls flat on his face," growled Krookodile. 
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Kabutops and Mamoswine stood on the same track where Noivern and Crobat had competed earlier, only this time 
there were various hurdles throughout the track. Kabutops was stretching, eyeing the finish line with determination, 
while Mamoswine shuffled awkwardly, glancing nervously at the hurdles. 

"YOU CAN DO IT MAMOSWINE!" shouted Luxray. "MAKE THE HURDLES YOUR MINIONS! DOCK THEIR PAY IF 
THEY MUTINY AGAINST YOU." 

Mamoswine gave a nervous chuckle at that. 

"You think Mamoswine has a chance?" asked Noivern. 

"Hard to say really," admitted Gliscor. "I mean, Kabutops definitely has the advantage, but Mamoswine's no 
pushover- maybe he's got some mad skills that he hasn't shown off yet." 

"On your mark!" shouted Mew. "GET SET...GO!" 

Kabutops immediately dashed forward, building up to an impressive speed before easily jumping the first hurdle. 
Mamoswine plodded forward, but when he reached the first jump, he skidded to almost a halt, before jumping. He 
barely left the ground. 

"MAMOSWINE, GO!" shouted Luxray. 

"Just as I thought- he's strong, but it's not easy to throw all that weight around," commented Bisharp. 
"Heheheh...well...l uh...guess Kabutops has this one, huh?" said Toxicroak, snickering. 

"So it would seem." 

"Thought that might happen," muttered Banette. "Poor old Mamoswine..." 

Mamoswine tried to jump again, but to no avail. Kabutops, who had noticed there was no one following him, slowed 
down and stopped to look at Mamoswine. Mamoswine examined the hurdle, trying to lift his legs over one at a time, 
but there was no way of managing it. 

"Mamoswine!" yelled Mew in his megaphone. "You are aware that you will lose if you don't get over it." 

"Oh come on, lay off him," protested Dragonite. "He's trying his best." 

"And his best is BORING!" whined Mew. 

"You can always leave," pointed out Mewtwo. "Dragonite's supposed to be running the challenge-" 

"The moment I leave, we're gonna get an AWESOME challenge," grumbled Mew. 

"So leave and come back." 

"I- uh...well...WAIT NO!" snapped Mew. 

Mamoswine groaned. Kabutlps let out a sigh, but shook his head as he began to jump the hurdles again, albeit at a 
slower pace than before. Mamoswine grunted in annoyance under his breath. Come on, Mamoswine. Losing was one 
thing, but not even crossing the finish line? Crobat had to RUN and he had still made it far! Mamoswine hopped twice, 
glaring at the bar. This stupid thing! Why did it have to be hurdles? Mamoswine let out a gruff snort and scraped his 
leg on the ground. 

"Uh...what's he doing?" asked Crobat, eyes narrowing. 

"Is he uh...gonna charge?" asked Gliscor, gaping. 

"RRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRGH!" roared Mamoswine, launching himself forward and smashing through the 
hurdles. The hurdles shattered apart on impact with the pig's ponderous body. 

Kabutops swung his head around in alarm. "What the?" 



"WHOA!" yelled Mew, eyes wide. 

"HOLY SHIT!" yelped Gengar. 

"GO MAMOSWINE GO! MAKE THEM CRUMBLE BENEATH YOU!" screeched Luxray in manic glee. 

Mamoswine crashed through the hurdles, quickly closing the distance on Kabutops, who was still jumping over them. 
Kabutops grit his teeth. Had the pig gone mad? But still, proper technique or not, Kabutops hated losing. He 
continued running forward, trying to ignore the sound of Mamoswine's thundering footsteps behind him. 

"He might cross first," said Medicham. "Do you think Mew will allow it?" 

"Mew? He'll switch the rules any time if it promises him a good show," grunted Bronzong. 

Kabutops kept running and jumping, panting with effort to stay ahead of Mamoswine, but he stumbled a bit when 
Mamoswine came stampeding past him. Kabutops groaned as Mamoswine overtook him, crashing through the 
remaining hurdles and crossing the finish line first. 

"Well uh...Mamoswine crossed first," said Dragonite, a bit awkwardly. "But welL.uh.J mean...we need to discuss this- 


"DAMN RIGHT WE NEED TO DISCUSS THIS!" hissed Mew. "Mamoswine. Uh. WHAT WAS THAT?" 

"I uh...was exploiting a loophole?" said Mamoswine, grinning sheepishly. 

"Loophole?" asked Mewtwo, a bit intrigued. Mamoswine had said the magic word- Mew would be interested. 

"I mean...if you look at the event as...I had to get PAST the hurdles and win...," said Mamoswine. "I mean...I did do 
that." 

"...no," growled Mew. 

"Huh?" 


"No, you do not get to win because of that, because that's not a loophole in the first place!" snarled Mew angrily. 

"YOU CLEARLY HAD TO JUMP OVER THEM. KABUTOPS EXPLAINED IT AND EVERYTHING. AND YOU RAN 
THROUGH THEM. YOU BROKE THE RULES. BUT YOU DID SOMETHING FAR WORSE THAN THAT, BUCKO!" 

"Really? What?" muttered Honchkrow to Crobat, cocking a brow. 

"I can handle cheating. I can handle destroying property within reason. But under NO circumstances can you say you 
EXPLOITED A LOOPHOLE, before feeding me some miserable excuse that isn't a loophole. Mamoswine, I love 
loopholes. My heart had prepared for you to give me this brilliant loophole. But you didn't. You let me down. NOW 
YOU HAVE TO LIVE WITH THAT." 

Mamoswine was looking less embarrassed having lost his temper and more perplexed at Mew's irrational anger. But 
the host wasn't done. He teleported away briefly, before reappearing with a book in his hand. He handed it to 
Mamoswine. 

"This is one of my books that I wrote a while ago, I call it Looking Through The Loopholes ." said Mew. "You're to read 
the entire thing before the next challenge. GOT IT?" 

"Y-yes sir." 

"Scythe boy wins it." 

Kabutops stared in utter shock. What the hell had just happened? 

Dragonite patted Mamoswine on the back. "If it makes you feel better, you still get a bag of candy." 
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"I WIN BY DEFAULT?" howled Kabutops. "That is so damn lame!" 
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Mamoswine gaped at the screen. "He gave me HOMEWORK?" 
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"After that disgusting bit of misdefining," said Mew,"we are ready to move on to the next event. Dragonite, shall we?" 
Dragonite pulled out a paper, unfolding it carefully. "Gengar is our first player." 

"Me?" said Gengar. "Uh.J'm uh...okay." 

"And I got Weavile!" said Mew cheerfully. 

Weavile and Gengar glanced at each other. Well, this wasn't ideal. Kabutops had made it through, but now only three 
of their alliance could make it to the next stage in the tournament. But at the very least, one would get through. 

"And your event will be...the Hammer Throw!" shouted Mewtwo. "Oh. That's a good one." 

"Hammer Throw?" asked Gliscor. "Like, what? Actual hammers?" 

"Not exactly," said Dragonite. "Follow us to the section we set up." 

Dragonite and the Legendaries led the cast over to a section with a platform with some grass terrain nearby. Resting 
on the platform appeared to be a ball connected to a long rope. Dragonite stepped over and picked it up with one 
hand, casually twirling it. 

"So, this is the hammer. You get to spin around three times and toss it over this way as far as you can. It's that 
simple." 

"Looks like it," said Krookodile, chuckling. "That thing looks weak." 

"Think so?" asked Dragonite, tossing it the crocodile. Krookodile reached out to grab it, but gasped as it plummeted to 
the ground and out of his hands. It landed on his tail and he let out a loud string of curses. 

"It's HEAVY," said Mew. "You gotta be careful with that thing." 

"Stupid thing...not even a fucking hammer," snapped Krookodile angrily. 

"Get the concept?" asked Dragonite, looking at Gengar and Weavile. "Good. Gengar, since you were drawn first, 
you'll be the first to go." 

"Oh, kill me...well, again," mumbled Gengar, stepping up to the platform. 

"I'll give a brief demonstration!" said Dragonite. He motioned Gengar to step back. Dragonite grabbed the hammer 
and spun around three times, before releasing it with a grunt. Everyone stared as the hammer disappeared into the 
sky. 

"...wow," breathed Luxray. "CAN YOU DO THAT WITH BUILDINGS?" 

Mewtwo sighed as Mew glared at him. "Yeah, yeah...I'll go find it." 

"So uh...um...oops," muttered Dragonite. 

"...somewhere, Swampert shed a tear," drawled Bronzong. Medicham threw him an annoyed look. 
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"Karma's a bitch, Krookodile," said Weavile smugly. 
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"It's not even a hammer though," said Toxicroak, confused. "And Dragonite could hold it with ONE HAND? 
AND TWIRL IT AROUND? Dang." 
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Mewtwo had found the hammer after 10 minutes- it had apparently knocked over a small tree. Gengar grunted as he 
lifted up the hammer, its weight making him groan a little bit. He tried to remember exactly how Dragonite had done it, 
but it had happened so fast he had completely forgotten. A bit vexed, he grabbed the hammer and spun once for a 
test. 

"You can do it, bro!" called Kabutops. Gengar sighed. He concentrated for a moment. Then he carefully begun to 
swing around. Once...twice...and on the the third spin, Gengar released the ball. It went fairly far, but nowhere near 
as far as Dragonite's had gone. 

"...that's about 25 feet," said Mewtwo. "Maybe 26. I'll measure it." 

Mewtwo floated over, muttering under his breath. "Yeah, 25 feet and...about three quarters, I'd estimate." 

"Not bad for a first try!" said Dragonite encouragingly. 

"From the guy who threw it into the horizon," said Gengar. 

"Okay, Weavile...you're up!" said Mew, smiling. 

"Good luck," said Banette, patting her on the back. Weavile nodded and walked forward as Gengar hopped down. 
Weavile slowly lifted the hammer, a bit wary of how much it weighed. This wasn't going to be easy. She spun once to 
get a feel for it. 

"You think she'll beat him?" asked Noivern. 

"Tough to say- they're both fast and tough, but I think Gengar slightly wins in physical strength," admitted 
Mamoswine. 

Weavile growled with effort as she spun...one...two...three! She released the hammer and set it flying away. It landed 
on the ground with a thump...and a little bit closer than where Gengar's had gone. 

"I can tell without even looking," said Mewtwo, walking over. He called back. "Somewhere between 18-19 feet. 

Gengar wins!" 

"Well uh...okay...wow...dang," said Gengar, eyes wide. 

"Eh, good job-1 did my best," said Weavile. She bumped fists with Gengar. 

"Well...that was short and sweet so let's get to the next round," said Mew. He and Dragonite pulled out the names and 
compared them. 

"Luxray and Krookodile, come on down!" said Mew. Krookodile glanced at Luxray, who floated forward with little 
electric jolts flying off her body. 

"You'll be playing...hockey!" said Mewtwo, holding up his paper. "We're gonna go with Ice Hockey this time...so follow 
me." 
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"ICE HOCKEY? Great...I hate cold," snapped Krookodile. "Still, cheating's a BIG part of the Olympics, so..." 
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"I think the rules of hockey are obvious enough," growled Mewtwo, as Krookodile and Luxray stared each other down 
holding their sticks. "The first to three points will be the winner. No moves are allowed, this is skill only. Solid?" 

"I UNDERSTAND, SENSEI!" said Luxray, doing a bow. 

"Y-yeah...just p-peachy," grunted Krookodile, shivering. The ice rink that the event was taking place in chilled him to 
the bone. Mew and Dragonite were watching them in a box, while the other contestants all sat in the audience. The 
field itself was fairly small, with a goal positioned on each side. Fittingly, Mew's face was imprinted on the ice. 
Krookodile didn't even know where to BEGIN with that fact. Either way, a challenge AND the prospect of food was on 
the line, so he wasn't about to lose to Luxray. 


Mewtwo floated away before dropping a hockey puck with his telekinesis into the ring. "On your mark, get set, go!" 



Luxray swiped the puck away from Krookodile with her tail and start dashing for his goal straightaway. Krookodile let 
out an alarmed cry as he skated forward to stop her. Luxray got ready to perform a slapshot, but Krookodile suddenly 
loomed in front of her. Startled, she backed away, while Krookodile aimed the puck between her legs. Luxray whirled 
around to chase it, but Krookodile was right beside her. As the two sticks slapped against each other, Krookodile 
managed to get the upper hand and hit it into the goal. 

"Point one to Krookodile!" 

"C'mon Luxray!" cheered Noivern. 

"Don't let that jerk win!" shouted Weavile. 

Krookodile scoffed at that, but met Luxray in the middle. The two eyed each other warily- Luxray was determined. 

She waited, and when Mewtwo dropped the puck, she hit over to the side of the rink. Krookodile began moving, but 
Luxray was already there. Grinning maniacally, she hit the puck and it started sliding along the walls of the rink. 

Luxray grinned and did the same, skating on the walls. 

Mewtwo blew a whistle. "Penalty shot for Krookodile, due to Luxray using moves." 

"WHAT?" shouted Luxray, eyes wide. 

Mewtwo glared. "It's one thing to hit the puck along the wall, that's physics, but there's no way you can walk along it. 
What'd you do, magnetize your feet? You can't have done that without powers." 

"YES I CAN!" complained Luxray. "BAD CALL REF, BAD CALL." 

"Explain to me how it works," growled Mewtwo. 

"Insanity multiplied by the average square root of quantum physics of electricity divided by the slope, which is a whole 
different calculation. Once you get that number, round that to the fifth power before subtracting the difference of your 
mass and IQ," recited Luxray, adjusting her glasses. 

Mewtwo stared. Mew and Dragonite exchanged a glance and stared. Everyone began staring at Luxray for a really 
long time. 

Gliscor leaned over to Mamoswine. "Is uh...is that legit?" 

"I'm not a math guy," admitted Mamoswine. 

"You have no idea, do you?" 

Mewtwo folded his arms. "I can't prove if that calculation is legit or not, so we'll compromise. We start over, Krookodile 
doesn't get a penalty shot. Don't do it again." 

"Fine with me," said Krookodile, sliding back over to the center of the rink with a smirk. 

"ONE OF THESE DAYS, I'LL GET YOU, MEWTWO!" vowed Luxray. "You'll never work in this town again, see? It 
ain't big enough for the both of us!" 

Mewtwo just sighed and dropped the puck between the two again. 

Luxray lunged forward, but Krookodile managed to snag the puck and hit towards her goal. Luxray skated over and 
whacked it away, causing the puck to slide across the wall. Krookodile grit his teeth as he chased it down- he was 
slightly faster than Luxray, and stronger, but she was way more unpredictable. He was going to have to shape up or 
play foul if he wanted to win this. As Krookodile sped towards the goal, Luxray dashed towards him. She aimed to 
slap the puck out of his possession but... 

"HEY!" shouted Mamoswine, standing up, his eyes blazing. 

Gengar let out a note of shock. "Is that allowed?" 

When Luxray had gotten into his range, Krookodile, with a smirk, had sped up and knocked Luxray out of the way. 
Luxray staggered and Krookodile easily scored another goal. 



"WHOA! Krookodile just ran her over!" shouted Mew. "Now, the question is, do we get a hockey fight!" 

"Uh...l think the call from Mewtwo is more important," said Dragonite mildly. 

"...he technically didn't attack her, he just didn't move out of the way," declared Mewtwo. "Point is valid, it's two to 
zero." 

"THAT'S A LOAD OF VICTREEBEL POO!" roared Luxray. "I WANT HIS HEAD." 

Luxray stalked towards Krookodile, who flashed her a grin. "You want to take me on, crazy cat?" 

Mamoswine let out a rumble of warning. Kabutops and Gengar pushed him back into his seat. Luxray glared down 
Krookodile, processing in her head what he could do. She could probably beat him in a fight, he lacked the sense of 
insanity to deal her moves, and admittedly he was skinny enough that she could knock the wind out of him in one 
blow. But by her other calculations, she wouldn't want to hurt him too badly...while he wouldn't let any sentimental 
attitude stop him...it was a tough pickle. But without any moves to back her up? Too risky an endeavor. 

"I stand down for now," she said, in a the voice of an old soldier. "But mark my days, son, one day I'll teach you to 
respect yer elders." 

"Whatever," growled Krookodile, slipping away from Luxray a bit quickly. 

The two got in the center again, but Luxray wasn't playing around anymore. She immediately struck the puck as it 
landed, smacking it towards Krookodile's goal in an instant. Mewtwo, Mew, and Dragonite gaped, before staring at 
each other. Everyone looked at Krookodile who hadn't moved. Mewtwo let out a cough. 

"One to Luxray!" 

Krookodile blinked, before he whirled around behind him. "WHAT THE-? WHEN DID YOU-?" 

Luxray grinned. "I'll show you again if you want." 

Krookodile grit his teeth, cogs whirling in his head. Mewtwo was readying the puck again. As it hit the ground, 
Krookdoile stood in a wide stance. Luxray's attempt to perform the same move failed when the puck hit Krookodile's 
leg instead of shooting past him. Krookodile let out a howl of pain and dropped to his knee. Mew and Mewtwo stood 
up, as Luxray's eyes widened. Whoops. Krookodile clutched his leg, letting out curses. 

"DAMN IT. WHAT THE HELL, ZAP CAT?" 

"Oh jeez...I uh...your leg, believe it or not, was NOT my intended target for the goal missile, sir..." 

But Krookodile had stopped crying out, and with a nasty grin on his face, stood back up and shoved Luxray out of his 
way. Luxray stumbled, staring with wide eyed shock as Krookodile charged the puck and made his way towards her 
goal. Eyes flashing, Luxray soared after him, her tail gripping the stick. But Krookodile casually swatted her away with 
his own tail before slapping the puck into the goal, scoring the final point. 

"Gotcha!" gloated Krookodile. "Oldest trick in the book! As IF that damn slapshot hurt me. Just the opening I needed 
to win!" 

Luxray had sparks flying off her body, but didn't reply. 

Mamoswine had a low rumble in his throat, and Weavile looked aggravated beyond belief. Kabutops folded his arms 
in disappointment. Mew, on the other hand, looked thrilled at the dirty maneuver. 

"And with a foul bluff pulled by Krookodile, he wins the match against Luxray!" announced Mew. "That's great! I love 
dirty play!" 

"Yeah, yeah...that didn't hurt at all," said Krookodile smugly. 

Luxray watched him limp off the field, and felt a small feeling of satisfaction despite the loss. 
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"It's ridiculous that fighting and slamming is allowed in hockey!" protested Mamoswine. "That sneaky jerk- 
ramming Luxray around...and he even had the nerve to fake an injury for an advantage?" 
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"It's fine...," said Luxray in an old, quavery voice. "You ever seen an angry Luxray's eyes? Like dolls' 
eyes...I'll get that Krookodile back...just you wait." 

She paused, before grinning a sharptoothed smile. "Plus, that puck nailed him." 
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"Ow, ow, ow!" hissed Krookodile. 
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"Well! That was certainly a refresher...dirty play and nastiness caused by Krookodile, which beats the so-called 
loophole of SOME OTHER CONTESTANT!" snapped Mew. 

Mamoswine wilted under his stare. Seriously? He was still going on about it? 

Dragonite reached into the hat, nudging Mew to do the same. Mew just let out another angry huff before grabbing a 
piece of paper from the hat. 

"Toxicroak, Gliscor, you're up!" read off Mew. "And the game is...?" 

He turned to Mewtwo, who looked up from his paper. "Weightlifting." 

Gliscor and Toxicroak exchanged a nervous glance. Lifting weights? It was that easy? There had to be a catch. 

"Is that...really all?" asked Gliscor hesitantly. 

"Yeah...similar to the hammer throw, the weightlifting challenge just demonstrates who can lift the most weight," said 
Mew. "Pretty self explanatory. Whoever lifts the most wins! So we'll just increase the weight every time until one of 
you can't lift." 

Toxicroak brightened, while Gliscor grinned. This wouldn't be that bad. 
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"Well, that just happened," said Banette, snickering. "Damn." 
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Toxicroak was gasping for air, his legs flailing uselessly as he tried and failed to hoist the weights above his head. His 
face was red with effort, and sweat was sliding up and down his body. Pained croaks escaped his clenched teeth as 
he tried in vain to lift eh weight. 

"Toxicroak, c'mon, you aren't going to lift it," urged Mew, looking at the frog pityingly. They had started at a simple 
weight of 100 pounds. While Gliscor had no trouble lifting it up, Toxicroak hadn't even able to lift it off the ground. 
Gliscor was watching awkwardly from the sidelines next to Mewtwo and Dragonite, glancing at the weight he had just 
lifted up moments before. 

Medicham eyed Gliscor curiously. "I had no idea Gliscor was so strong. Perhaps his training regimen is more rigorous 
than I thought." 

"He's no pushover, but I think Toxicroak's the problem here, rather than Gliscor being super strong," said Kabutops, 
half amused. 

"I'm calling this one," grunted Mewtwo. "Gliscor wins and moves on. Frog boy, go get some water and a gym 
membership, for the love of god." 

Bisharp shook his head, tutting critically as Toxicroak limped away. Then his gaze swiveled over to Banette. He knew 
what was coming- there were only two players left who hadn't been called, and Banette was the other one who hadn't 
had his name announced. So he would be competing against the puppet. Banette noticed Bisharp's look and 
frowned, shrugging his shoulders- so he had caught on as well. Bisharp turned his eyes back on Mew, waiting for his 
announced game. 



"Banette, Bisharp, you two are the last of the first round!" said Dragonite. "So, Mewtwo, what's the final event for this 
part of the game?" 

Mewtwo pulled out a card and read it off. He held back a snort. "Fencing." 

Banette cursed loudly. 
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"Hmmm...wonder how I'd do fencing against Bisharp...wait would I have to hold a sword?" asked Kabutops, 
eyeing his scythes with interest. 

000 

Banette sighed, flicking the sword in his hand experimentally. He and Bisharp were standing on a straight platform 
facing one another. Bisharp was also holding a sword, a look of happiness on his face as he tossed the foil back and 
forth. His eyes glinted as he looked at the cold steel, not unlike himself. After seeing Bisharp clash against Weavile, 
Banette did NOT have high hopes for this one. Everyone else was in the crowd. Weavile looked a bit grim- of all 
players she had hoped for Banette to fight, Bisharp was certainly not one of them. Mew, Mewtwo, and Dragonite, on 
the other hand, looked excited. 

"So...fun fact about fencing!" said Mew. "There are THREE categories, depending on the sword. Foils, epee, and 
sabres are the three, and they're all different. In addition, the ZONES you're allowed to hit are different depending on 
each blade." 

"Yes, and it appears we're using foils," remarked Bisharp, examining his weapon critically. "A pity-1 prefer epee." 

"Correct!" said Dragonite, smiling. "Since you're using foils, the only part of the body you're allowed to hit is the torso. 
Mewtwo and Mew will be providing auras around each of you to prevent any actual damage, although since one of 
you is a ghost and the other is made of metal, I doubt it'll be too dangerous. We'll be going until 5 points. You score a 
point for striking the torso." 

Mewtwo gave a nod. "And I'll be watching. So no funny business. Get in position boys." 

The two separated and headed to either end of the platform. Bisharp immediately adopted a ready stance, his eyes 
like daggers on Banette. Banette, on the other hand, slouched a bit and glanced at his sword, grumbling quietly. 

"On your mark...get set...go!" 

Bisharp immediately lunged forward, with Banette scrambling backwards to avoid the tip of his blade. Banette gaped 
as Bisharp came at him again, giving Banette a quick poke near the shoulder. Banette grumbled as Bisharp hopped 
away, twirling the foil with his eyes fixed on Banette. 

"One point to Bisharp," said Mewtwo. 

"Tryhard," grumbled Banette. Banette decided to be aggressive, hopping forward to swing at Bisharp. Bisharp gaped 
as Banette thwacked his shoulder with the side of the blade, before jabbing Banette again. 

"Another point, Bisharp," said Mew, snickering. 

"What?" snapped Banette. "I hit him on the torso...shoulder counts, right?" 

"Shoulder is IFFY and besides, you have to hit him with the point, not the side," said Dragonite apologetically. 

"But I've seen people use the side!" protested Banette. 

"That would be sabres...these are foils," explained Bisharp smoothly. He adopted his stance again. "If you're quite 
ready, I'd like to get moving again." 

Banette was about to snap a response, but Bisharp was already on him. Their swords clacked against each other as 
Banette finally fought back, though from a desperate standpoint- Bisharp was deal blowing after blow, and Banette 
barely had time to block any of them. 


"Looks bad," grunted Bronzong. 



"Bad luck for Banette, this is more of a mismatch than your match earlier," commented Weavile glumly. 

Medicham watched the two on the battlefield with an icy calm. She would occasionally let her eyes flicker to Banette, 
but for the most part she watched Bisharp. It was obvious that Banette was inexperienced in this field- his blocks 
were frantic and choppy, and seemed to be battling from desperation. 

Bisharp was the complete opposite. He moved quietly, methodically, as if he was a surgeon or a scientist dissecting 
his victim. He simply waited, moved, and aimed for a stab, pushing Banette further and further into a corner. He 
would twirl and dodge gracefully, avoiding Banette's manic attacks and responding with a simple flick of his wrist. But 
it was his eyes that concerned Medicham most of all- they were determined and concentrated, but they lacked any 
sort of emotional aspect- he didn't seem to gloat or be angry or even gleeful. He was a statue, a chess piece with no 
way to express himself in a way they all understood. She winced as Bisharp scored another point. 

"Three to zero," commented Mewtwo, glancing at Mew. Mew was chuckling at Banette's misfortune, while Dragonite 
sighed. They all knew how this way going to go. 

"Sheesh...fencing, of all things," grumbled Banette. 

Bisharp was not concerned. "Would you like me to end it quickly? I've been practicing up until this point but-" 
"PRACTICING?" sputtered Banette. "Are you KIDDING me?" 

"It's good to stay sharp." 

Banette scowled before lunging forward with a powerful stab. Bisharp side stepped the attack and poked Banette not 
once, but twice. 

"Five-" 

"Count that as four," demanded Bisharp. "I want to give him a chance." 

Banette sighed. "End it." 

Bisharp cocked his head to one side. "I don't enjoy free victories." 

Banette sighed and readied up, before dashing forward and lunging at Bisharp again with a flurry of powerful pokes. 
Bisharp continued to move backwards, eyeing Banette's barrage of stabs coming his way. He waited a moment, 
holding his foil at the ready. Banette continued to swing his blade wildly, but everyone was focused on Bisharp. What 
did he plan to do? Bisharp remained expressionless, before his eyes flashed and he lunged forward. 

Banette stopped as the blade poked the right side of his chest. Really? Through his wild and crazy moves, Bisharp 
had landed the hit? The dark knight twirled his foil and walked off the stage without another word. 

"Bisharp wins!" announced Mew. "And with that, we move on to the quarterfinals! We also formed the bracket with the 
winners from the previous rounds! So Noivern and Bronzong will be up first as our first two winners! We've got four 
events before the semifinals! Get ready, guys!" 

"And remember that everyone who lost gets a bag of candy!" cheered Dragonite. 

Mew scowled. Rewarding losers? What next... 

000 

"That's Bisharp for you," commented Toxicroak with a chuckle. "Sword master...heheh..." 

000 

"Talk about unfair...but at least I scored on Bronzong," said Honchkrow with a grin. 

000 

Mamoswine frowned at his empty bag. "Aw..." 


000 



"Swimming?" gulped Noivem. 

"Swimming," confirmed Bronzong, shuddering. 

"Swimming!" said Dragonite, in a vain attempt to get some enthusiasm from the two. "Your event is the 100m race in 
the water!" 

They were all standing in a small building that was mostly filled with a large pool. The pool had a long line down the 
middle to cut it in half. The walls were painted with a childish pattern of waves, while the tile floor was beige and 
shining. Bronzong looked sickened by the atmosphere, but it could have been the prospect of water that bothered 
him. Noivern, on the other hand, wilted the moment she saw the large pool. The rest of the campers were relaxing in 
beach chairs, waiting to see what would happen in the race. 

"Rules are simple- swim to the other end of the pool first and you win," explained Mewtwo. "We've simplified this one 
for you guys. You can swim any style you want. Any questions?" 

"Do L.have to swim?" asked Noivern tentatively. 

Mewtwo opened his mouth, but was cut off by Mew's raucous laughter. 

"Can you not?" 

"But...but she thinks she has...a choice!" crowed Mew. Mewtwo rolled his eyes but decided to ignore the pink host 
and spoke to Noivern. 

"Yes...you have to. No running out. Get ready you two." 

Noivern casually walked over to the starting point at the edge of the pool, while Bronzong quietly floated over. 

"Hey! Metalhead! No floating allowed! This is swimming, not hovering!" barked Mew, snapping his fingers at 
Bronzong. 

Gengar and Gliscor started snickering. Bronzong glowered at them before staring at Mew. 

"And how to you expect me to float?" snapped Bronzong. "I'll sink. Metal and all." 

"Tough luck. You'll have to deal with that yourself!" said mew cheerfully. 

"In that case, I'll just have to use a beam to blast myself underwater," grumbled Bronzong. 

"Not allowed," said Dragonite, wincing a bit. 

"What." 

"Technically, you can't use moves, so...," said Dragonite, shrugging. "Rules are rules, after all." 

Bronzong responded by clattering to the ground, fixing Dragonite with a stare of disdain. "So I'm basically going to 
lose this." 

Noivern frowned. "Dude, don't be like, I don't swim fast but-" 

"And I don't swim," Bronzong interrupted, cutting the dragon off. "Let's get this over with." 

The two positioned on the edge of the pool. Mewtwo blew a whistle loudly. Noivern jumped into the water awkwardly, 
letting out a squeak at the cold once she landed. Bronzong on the other hand casually tipped himself over the edge 
and splashed in, immediately sinking to the bottom. Everyone looked down as Bronzong landed at the bottom. He 
turned upright and started casually sliding across the pool floor, making a horrible screech. 

"AGH!" yelped Gengar, covering his ears. 

"WHAT THE HELL?" snapped Weavile, glaring at the bell. 

Noivern was the only one who wasn't really bothered by the screech. She was just paddling along the pool, humming 
vaguely to the horrible sound as she struggled to remain above water. She had a chance! Bronzong was moving far 
slower than she was due to the fact that he was underwater. Noivern angled herself forward and continued to push 



herself, kicking her legs experimentally. This was better than running- water wasn't air, but it was more suited to her 
taste. 

Bronzong, meanwhile, dragged himself along the pool’s bottom, his red eyes lighting the way so that he looked like a 
car at night. 

Mew grit his teeth at the sound. "Leave it to that jerk to try and annoy me-" 

"Who are YOU calling a jerk?" snarled Mewtwo over the noise. 

Noivern had reached the halfway point, while Bronzong hadn't made any real progress. His naturally slow speed was 
simply reduced underwater, and without the ability to float himself through it, he had no chance of winning. His only 
hope was Noivern drowning...which is really what he didn't want. He groaned as he continued to follow Noivern, her 
form growing steadily stronger. She was floating on. And he was sinking to the bottom. Bronzong grumbled as he 
continued to slide. Some fairness, Dragonite. He knew it was all left to chance, but this stunk. 

Noivern continued to swim harder and faster, though she was running low on energy. Gasping, she kept paddling. 

"GO NOIVERN!" shouted Gliscor over the ruckus. Noivern's eyes lit up as she lashed her tail and continued kicking. 
She closed her eyes and splashed as hard and faster as she could. 

THUMP! 

Noivern cursed and bit her tongue as her head connected with the other side of the pool. She sat up and blinked. The 
horrible noise of Bronzong's scraping had stopped. She glanced up. Gliscor was grinning down at her. 

"Nice one, Noivern! You beat him!" 

"I...I won?" asked Noivern, blinking. "YO! DUDE! I ROCKED IT!" 

"That's my girl!" 

"Noivern is the winner!" cheered Mew, happy that Bronzong was out of the running. "And with that, we move on to the 
next pair! Give me Kabutops and Medicham!" 

Bronzong just blew a bubble under the water lazily. 

000 

Noivern was wiping off with a towel. "That wasn't so bad, really! Swimming was kind of fun! I mean, only 
problem is I can't fly afterwards so I gotta be careful when I do it. I don't think there were any other 
downsides, man! Awesome work!" 

She whacked the side of her head with a wing and a whole stream of water flowed out of her ear as she gave 
a sheepish grin. 

000 

"Medicham against Kabutops, eh?" muttered Toxicroak. "I bet Bisharp's rooting for the saw guy to come 
through..." 

000 

"And this event is known as the High Jump!" said Dragonite, smiling. 

They were all standing at a sandy area where there were two large poles in the ground. There was a short runway 
where Kabutops and Medicham were standing. Mewtwo walked over from the track, gripping a large bar. Mewtwo 
gave them all a curt nod as he set the bar low on the twin poles. 

"With this event, you just have to jump over the bar. Make sure you take off on one foot only, though," said Dragonite. 
"As long as you get over the bar, you keeping going. Winner is whoever can jump the highest height. If you both 
score at the exact same height, we'll figure out a tie breaker. Questions?" 

"Seems simple," admitted Kabutops. "Can I use my scythes to jump. Technically, I could only use one foot." 



"Legs only, Kabutops," answered Mewtwo. 

"Ah well...," grumbled Kabutops. "Good luck, Medicham." 

000 

"I'm all fired up about this! First my Tyrunt, then a competition? I'm gonna wreck everything in my path!" 
vowed Kabutops. 

000 

"Kabutops is a strong opponent- he and Seizor have a great rivalry...er...relationship," noted Medicham. 
"Sparring with him would be interesting but...well, you know...scythes..." 

000 

"Ladies first, so Medicham is up!" shouted Mew, settling behind a table with Mewtwo and Dragonite. Medicham eyed 
the bar. It was up to her chest...it wouldn't be too hard to jump over it. But with that thought, Medicham knew that 
Kabutops would make it over as well. Medicham broke into a light job, easily hopping over the bar. There was a small 
applause from the judges. 

Kabutops smirked and ran up, easily making the jump as well. He landed on the other side and flashed a grin at his 
friends. 

"You've got it, Kabutops!" shouted Weavile. 

"Hell yeah!" cried Gengar. 

Mew and Mewtwo telekinetically raised the bar higher. Medicham sized up the distance carefully and made another 
easy jump over the bar. Kabutops took it at a quick pace and easily jumped over the bar after Medicham, landing 
hard on the other side with a grunt. The two were well matched. 

"I could see this going either way," commented Alakazam. "Medicham is more acrobatic, but I believe Kabutops has 
greater raw strength." 

"So brawn vs. technique...might be fun to watch," said Krookodile, scratching his nose. 

The bar continued to rise. It was now at about Medicham's head. She took a deep breath and ran forward, thinking of 
a strategy quickly. She spread her legs as she jumped, doing a split in mid air to sail over the bar. She landed on the 
other side easily, punching the ground as she landed. Kabutops let out a sigh of disappointment, but didn't hold it 
against her. He dashed forward, angling his body to building up speeding. As he jumped, he slipped one leg over the 
bar, followed by the other. He landed and skidded a little, but used his scythes to stabilize quickly. 

"Move it up higher!" commanded Mew. He and Mewtwo raised the bar. Now it was taller than both Medicham and 
Kabutops. Medicham frowned as she sized up the leap she would have to make. Nearby, Bisharp's cool gaze never 
left her. Medicham narrowed her own eyes. That was right. She was here for a reason. She was here to win. 
Medicham ran forward, building up speed. But this time, her jump was different. She turned to face away from the bar 
and jumped backwards, springing into the air. 

"What the hell?" gasped Noivern. 

"Whoa...," muttered Mamoswine. 

Medicham rose higher and higher, over the bar. As her back flew over the stick, she arched herself to slip over it. 
Kabutops gaped as Medicham pulled into a tuck and landed on her feet. She gave him a brief smile, before moving 
out of the way. 

"That was a good move...that special kind of jumping is what the pros use," muttered Mewtwo. 

Kabutops growled in the back of his throat. He had to admit, that jump was something, but he had no idea how to do 
that. Shaking his head in frustration, he ran forward, swinging his scythes as he moved and made another jump. He 
cleared the bar once again, but with a little difficulty. 

"Medicham's jump was more difficult, but she'll have better results if she keeps it up," said Dragonite with interest. 



"So it's a game of if Kabutops can keep up until Medicham messes up," concluded Bisharp quietly. 

The bar was raised even higher, and Medicham glanced at the daunting height. The technique she had used worked 
well. She leapt up high and arched over the bar again, though she landed a bit harder on her feet this time. She let 
out a breath as she glanced at the extremely high bar. It was only going to get harder from here on out. 

Kabutops grit his teeth as he ran forward, pushing hard off the ground with his foot. Everyone held their breath as he 
flew dangerously close to the bar, but he still managed to slip over it, landing on the grounds and using his scythes to 
prevent himself from faceplanting into the ground. 

"He's still in it," noted Banette. 

"Not for long if Medicham keeps that up," drawled Bronzong. 

Medicham gave Kabutops a nod of respect. "You are definitely a worthy opponent. I am glad I got the chance to face 
you." 

Kabutops grinned. "Yeah. No hard feelings, win or lose. This is a good time." 

Medicham gave him a brief smile, before focusing her eyes on the bar. Taking a deep breath, she broke into a sprint 
and ran towards the poles. The bar was now far higher than where it had started out. She twisted her body as she 
jumped, facing her back towards the bar. Everyone stared as Medicham arched her back, barely sailing over the bar. 
She tried to pull out of her body motion, but wound up landing on her side and rolling in the sand. She let out a grunt 
of pain- she had twisted her ankle. 

Medicham clutched at her foot, more annoyed than hurt. "Drat...l landed poorly." 

"So if Kabutops makes it, I doubt Medicham will pull it off," noted Bisharp. 

"That foot will slow her down," agreed Toxicroak, letting out a low croak. Kabutops seemed to be thinking the same 
thing and ran towards the bar with a confidently gleam in his eye. Landing hard on his foot, he sprung into the air. 
Everyone watched as Kabutops seemed to cut through the air, flying higher and higher towards the bar. Gritting his 
teeth, he angled his body, trying to slip over it. 

THUNK! 

Everyone gasped as his lower foot caught the bar, knocking it off and sending Kabutops flailing through the air. He 
landed on the other side in a heap, coughing up sand and dust as he struggled to his feet. 

"Ah, crap!" 

"And it's done!" shouted Mew. "The winner is Medicham, who will be moving to the semi finals!" 

Medicham clenched a fist, before walking over and helping dust Kabutops off. "Good game." 

"You too." 

Bisharp's eyes narrowed. 

000 

"The last thing I want is Medicham to have a chance for immunity. I don't give a damn about Dragonite's 
consolation prizes-1 need her gone as soon as possible, for many...reasons," said Bisharp. 

000 

"Gengar and Krookodile, you guys are up next...and...well, we actually decided to just pull out our next event since 
we're here. Saving time, you know. A lot of fans have been waiting forever for this you know," commented Mew, 
rolling his eyes. 

"Forever? The hell do you-?" growled Krookodile. 

"ANYWAYS!" shouted Mew. "Next event is the long jump! We can stay right here. It's pretty much the same thing as 
the high jump, except you're trying to go as FAR as you can." 



Gengar grinned. Krookodile gave a snort. 

"So, we have this line!" explained Dragonite, pointing to where Mewtwo was drawing a line between the two poles. 
"You jump at that line and try and go as far as you can with a running start. Whoever gets the furthest wins. Since this 
is a bit easier than the high jump, you both get one shot." 

"Only one?" asked Gengar, eyes wide. 

"Yep! Gengar, you're up first!" said Mewtwo, finished with making the line. 

"You can start from back here!" said Dragonite, pointing to a spot where there was a flag that Mewtwo had planted. 
Gengar, looking a bit nervous, plodded over to the starting spot. 

"This can go either way...Gengar has the speed, but that jerk has the power," grunted Kabutops. 

"Yeah...I'm hoping Gengar will pul through, though," said Weavile, frowning. 

Gengar bit his lip before running as fast and as hard as he could. A purple streak running across the track, Gengar 
kept moving and moving before he made a large jump. He floated through the air, kicking his arms and legs before 
face planting down on the ground. 

"...twenty feet," commented Mewtwo. "Rounded up. Not bad at all, Gengar." 

Gengar, who had a mouth full of dirt, gave a feeble thumb's up. 

"I expected him to go further," said Weavile, disappointed. 

"Gengar can float for a brief time unless he's in his Mega Evolution...! doubt he uses his jump capabilities too often," 
said Alakazam. "While Krookodile isn't as fast, I bet he can jump further." 

Banette groaned as Krookodile shuffled to the flag. He nudged Gliscor. "That guy's a jerk." 

Gliscor gave a chuckle. "Yeah...l can tell. He's uh...not the nicest." 

Banette paused. "How are you and Noivern?" 

Gliscor shrugged. "Well enough, honestly? It's pretty cool to have someone who isn't you know...hurting you 
constantly...man that sounds angsty." 

Banette let out a laugh at that. "A little bit, yeah. Don't got Mightyena on me." 

"...how are you and Weavile?" 

Banette wasn't sure if he should have expected that question, but he responded with a shrug. "Well enough, I think. 
You knew?" 

"Noivern figured it out first- the fact that she saw you too today is just a confirmation. Don't worry, I won't spread it, but 
I'm pretty sure most Pokemon on the island have caught on." 

"So much for keeping it quiet," muttered Banette crossly. "What do you think?" 

"Regarding?" 

"Me and her? I mean, I'm sure Mismagius isn't pleased, but I mean...well, Season One-" 

"Was a long time ago," finished Gliscor. "You all accepted me after I crushed Pidgeot-" 

"And after she crushed you," added Banette. 

"Still. It was a long time ago. I'm not holding grudges against anyone. Not Lopunny, not Pidgeot, not Weavile. Am I 
ever gonna be buddy buddy with Pidgeot? Hell no. But I don't have to let it eat away at me. And if anyone thinks you 
and her are a problem, they need to grow up." 

"Look at you, Mr. Smart," commented Banette. He sighed. "Ah well...so...if all goes well for you...who's your vote for?" 



Gliscor stroked his chin. "Tough to say. No one's really been too big of a jerk since...you know, the whole Trevenant 
thing. A couple of Mr. B events but...I dunno, you have anyone in mind?" 

This was EXACTLY what Banette wanted to hear. "How about the croc?" 

"Krookodile? Sure, I guess I could. Any reason why?" 

Banette was ready to answer, but Krookodile was about to take his turn. The crocodile's tail lashed violently as he 
broke into a run. His lithe body was narrowed as he jogged towards the line. With a grunt of effort, Krookodile pressed 
himself into the air, straightening out his body as if he was a missile. He sailed through the air before trying to pull 
himself into a strong landing, but he stumbled as he hit the ground. Mewtwo measured the spot where he first hit the 
earth, before letting his tape measure snap shut. 

"Twenty three. Krookodile takes it and moves on to the semifinal." 

Gengar looked disappointed, but took the loss gracefully. Krookodile just stomped off, plucking dirt out of his teeth, 
"...yeah, I guess he's threatening," admitted Gliscor mildly. 

Banette felt a sting of discomfort. Gliscor wasn't the smartest, that was true. A good dude for sure, but it didn't feel 
good to be using him like this. He was no manipulator, but it seemed like he was pretty close to abusing Gliscor's 
kindness for his own means. And Banette knew he didn't want to do that. He shrugged. 

"Think it over before you decide. Talk it out with Noivern. We'll see what happens," said Banette, grinning. 

Gliscor gave him a nod and a smile. "Sure. Anyways, I'm up next against Bisharp. Any advice?" 

Banette frowned thoughtfully, before smirking. "Nope. Kick his ass." 

"Gliscor, Bisharp...you guys are next!" shouted Dragonite. "And your event will be...?" 

Mewtwo pulled out a card. "Looks like it's gonna be Shot Put." 

000 

"Gliscor may not be a schemer or a tactician, but his strength exceeds mine. I'm hoping he's having an off 
day," said Bisharp, his voice calm but tense. 

000 

"I think I can beat him in this!" said Gliscor, grinning. "This might be my lucky day! I might pull off a 
challenge win!" 

000 

Dragonite stood in a ring, a large heavy metal ball clutched in his hand. "So, this event is pretty easy to explain. You 
basically have to throw this metal ball as far as possible...the only real difficult part is getting the technique down and 
well...throwing it." 

Gliscor and Bisharp exchanged a glance before focusing on Dragonite. The rest of the campers were sitting on the 
bleachers far away. They had moved slightly away to another sandy section of the track. Mew and Mewtwo were 
floating above in armchairs, having a small chat about their fellow legendaries (apparently Victini was up to no good). 
Dragonite smiled brightly at the two contestants. 

"So...you have to throw it with one hand, and you have to keep it by your neck and basically push it off!" said 
Dragonite. He paused for a moment. Then he spun around on the ball of his foot and flung the ball forward. Bisharp 
and Gliscor stared as the ball was sent soaring into the distance. Mew pulled out a pair of binoculars to watch it go. 
Mewtwo let out a low whistle. Dragonite scratched the back of his head bashfully, turning and giving them an 
apologetic smile. 

"Uh...yeah! It probably won't go that far but uh- Bisharp, you're first!" 

Bisharp cocked a brow before walking forward and grasping a new ball (Mewtwo had thought to grab a spare). He 
picked up the ball, letting out a low grunt at the weight of it. He shifted his stance slightly, eyeing the ball cradled in his 



neck as if he was calculating moves in his head. He then spun around similarly to Dragonite and pushed the ball 
hard. It went nowhere near as far Dragonite's, but it still made a pretty good distance. Dragonite flew over to the ball, 
while Mewtwo measured it. 

"About 14 feet," commented Mewtwo. "Maybe 14.5...yeah, closer to that. Good job, Bisharp. You do this before?" 

"Never," said Bisharp, his tone dry. Gliscor floated forward as Dragonite grabbed the ball and brought it back to him. 
Gliscor gripped the ball tightly, a bit shocked by the weight but not truly affected. He glanced over at Dragonite. 

"Question...can I use my tail?" 

"No," said Dragonite, shaking his head. "If you had no feet like Diglett, I'd say you could use it, but you have perfectly 
good feet." 

Gliscor sighed. "Dang it. Alright. I'll still try it out." 

Gliscor fluttered down to his feet, touching the ground a bit uncomfortably. He spun a little bit, trying to get used to his 
bearings. He grit his teeth a little before spinning again and flinging the ball. It went flying and landed a bit farther than 
Bisharp's. Mewtwo took the measurements and called it at about 18 feet. 

"Gliscor takes it!" yelled Mew, pumping a fist. "He moves to the semifinals!" 

Bisharp let out a sigh. Great. Now there was no way for him to stop Medicham. His eyes flicked over to the shiny 
fighter. His eyes glinted as he looked at her. Medicham turned and gave him a cool, questioning look. He immediately 
looked away and down at her ankle. 

Then again, maybe something else would take care of her for him. 

Gliscor folded his arms and eyed the iron ball proudly. He turned to Noivern. "How about that? I'm pretty strong, eh?" 

"Yeah...I guess you're not the sweetheart I thought!" said Noivern mischievously. "You're a big, tough, strong dude, 
right?" 

Gliscor blushed and chuckled nervously. "Oh...oh god." 

"Okay...maybe not big and tough," laughed Noivern. "Blushing and cute, maybe." 

000 

Gliscor was still flushed. "I'm so head over heels for that woman. Anyways, me against Krookodile? Should 
be an interesting time." 

000 

"Me against Noivern...hopefully it won't be a contest of speed," muttered Medicham thoughtfully. 

000 

"Oh god, Medicham? She can probably punt me to the moon," whined Noivern. 

000 

"Barbtail's gonna get a rude awakening," rasped Krookodile. He let out a chuckle, leaning back, before 
sliding off his seat and hitting the ground with a grunt. 

000 

"Medicham and Noivern, you're the first to compete in the semifinals!" said Dragonite. "And Gliscor and Krookodile 
will be the other bracket. To everyone else who didn't make it, you get a T-shirt. But for now, you four will get to use 
Mew's special shower after this challenge is over!" 

"HELL YEAH! CLEANLINESS!" screeched Noivern, mimicking an electric guitar motion with her hand. She opened 
her eyes to see everyone staring at her strangely. 


"Uh...sorry." 



"Eh, I'm used to it," said Luxray, chipper as always. 

"So, Medicham and Noivern, battle of the LADIES!" shouted Mew. "Mewtwo...what awesome competition will these 
two be competing in?" 

Mewtwo pulled out a card and shrugged. "Rowing." 

"...rowing. Of course. We get something BORING when we've got lady vs. lady," grumbled Mew. 

"Rowing? As in a boat? Yes!" hissed Medicham, pumping a fist. 

"Why is SHE so happy?" mumbled Toxicroak to Bisharp. The knight just sighed. 

"Because she doesn't have to use her leg for that." 
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Medicham and Noivern were seated in large boats on the gentle ocean water. Mew, Mewtwo, and Dragonite were 
floating above to keep an eye on their progress, while their friends watched them from the shoreline. Medicham 
flexed her arms a bit, eyeing her leg, while Noivern examined the oars in confusion. Dragonite floated down between 
them. 

"So, do you see that buoy way over there? Your goal is to race and make it to that buoy!" said Dragonite. 

Noivern squinted. Far off along the coast was a single red buoy with a flag on top. It bobbed up and down in the 
distance, but managed to stay in place- she suspected some sort of anchor. 

"The rules are really easy for this one. Just row your boat along and make sure you make it to the end first!" said Mew 
cheerfully. "This IS for a spot in the finals for today. Don't forget that! On your mark!" 

Medicham narrowed her eyes. Noivern gulped. 

"Get set!" 

Bisharp scowled. Gliscor bit his lip. 


"GO!" 


Medicham immediately flicked her arms into gear as she pushed off into the water, rowing with incredible strength. 
Noivern, on the other hand, faltered for a moment before attempting to move the oars. Unfortunately, her lower 
strength and lack of knowledge wasn't proving to be helpful. 

"Another massacre. This one's over," grumbled Bronzong, not even watching the event. 

"Come on, Noivern!" shouted Gliscor. 

Noivern grumbled, before tossing one oar aside. Gritting her teeth, she took her remaining paddle and used it to 
canoe her way into gear. 

"She's only using one oar?" asked Crobat. "That's interesting." 

"She just wants to go SOMEWHERE," rasped Honchkrow. "She's already lost. Might as well go down swingin'." 

Medicham continued to push and pull the water, rowing even faster as she worked up a steady rhythm. Noivern was 
panting as she frantically tried to paddle as quickly as she could. She was huffing and puffing as she moved the oar, 
but her speed was nowhere near Medicham's. Mew and Mewtwo sighed. This Olympic thing was really a luck of the 
draw thing. 

In a few moments, there was a loud ringing noise. Medicham had bumped her ship against the buoy, ringing a bell 
within it. She touched the flagpole with her hand and glanced back. 

"Looks like Medicham is our first finalist!" said Mew. Weavile and Noivern politely clapped, while Gliscor moved over 
and patted Noivern on the shoulder. 

"You did your best." 



"Yeah, I know," agreed Noivern, albeit a bit disappointedly. "So now you've gotta carry the torch, bro! Get that gold 
medal! And most importantly, WIN US THE CANDLELIT DINNER!" 

Gliscor nodded, before glancing at Krookodile. The crocodile had his usual sneer, but there was something different 
in his eyes. Gliscor frowned. What was that? Want? Desire? Hunger? Krookodile shifted his gaze and locked eyes 
with Gliscor, and his expression immediately became guarded. Gliscor looked away quickly. Could he beat the 
reptile? Hopefully he could. 

"Second to last Olympic event is...?" asked Mew, glancing at Mewtwo. 

Mewtwo frowned. "We might want to redo this. Dragonite? Take a look." 

Dragonite winced. "Yeah...we might want to change that-" 

"Hang on, you didn't change the running challenge for me!" pointed out Crobat. 

"Or my swimming adventure," droned Bronzong peevishly. 

"Okay, okay...I get it but...Krookodile, Gliscor...your event is Archery," announced Dragonite, looking a bit 
sympathetic. 

Krookodile gaped, before letting out a loud cackle. Kabutops cursed loudly and stomped away. Banette sighed. 
Medicham tutted sympathetically. 

Gengar cocked his head to one side. "Uh.,.1 don't get it? What's the big deal?" 

Gliscor gaped at Gengar. So did Kabutops. 

"HOW AM I SUPPOSED TO HOLD A STRING WITH THESE?" demanded Gliscor, eyes bulging as he snapped his 
claws. 

"I MEAN, I'M NOT EVEN IN THIS PART AND I THINK THIS IS BS!" roared Kabutops, clacking his scythes together. 

"I know but...rules are rules, and we can't make special allowances," apologized Dragonite. 

"Well, great. At least I'll get a shower," moaned Gliscor. 
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"I have to admit, I feel bad for da guy," said Honchkrow with a puff of her cigar. "But it's kinda funny. Just a 
little, y'know?" 
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"Ugh...that was hard to watch," said Kabutops, shaking his head. "Poor guy." 
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Everyone watched the last event before the finals with a sense of grim defeat. Krookodile had landed a few easy 
shots, taking as much time as he needed to line himself up before firing the arrows. The rules Dragonite had given 
were simple- 5 minutes to make every shot you could make. Krookodile had already scored about eight arrows, easily 
making a ninth a few seconds later. Gliscor, on the other hand, had gone through four bowstrings, each one snapping 
when he tried to stretch it back. He had managed to pull off two arrows, but one of them was complete luck and the 
other had wedged itself into the very edge of the target. Krookodile had clearly won, but it still needled everyone when 
Dragonite blew his whistle and called the match. 

"So uh...Krookodile is the winner and proceeds to the finals." 

"He didn't even try!" hissed Weavile, feeling her plans for voting Krookodile slipping away. "He got a freebie in the 
SEMIFINAL. That's a load of-" 

"I think Medicham can take him, calm down," grumbled Banette. "Calm down." 

"If Medicham was at full power maybe," said Alakazam, his tone grave. "But there's something to be said about 
Krookodile's luck. That combined with his nasty streak is getting him pretty far." 



Krookodile turned away from the archery station, a nasty gleam in his eye and a grin on his face. 

"Let's do this." 

Medicham nodded. "Yes. I agree. The last event, Mew?" 

"So, this event ISN'T randomized because Dragonite, Mewtwo, and I all wanted to see this event and since it wasn't 
picked yet well...the last match is going to be one of our choice," said Mew, smirking. 

"And that event IS?" queried Bronzong lazily. 

Mewtwo stepped forward. 

"BOXING!" he roared. 
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"Normally this would be no contest," said Medicham, her tone slightly concerned. "I could easily beat 
Krookodile but with my leg like this." 

She shook her head. "As long as I hit hard enough I should be fine." 
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"Whenever there's a weakness, find it and punch it to hell," growled Krookodile, his eyes flashing. "I already 
won the meal. But immunity wouldn't hurt..." 

He held up a boxing glove and slipped some brass knuckles over his claws before shoving his hand into it. 
"An extra bit of pain shouldn't hurt too much." 
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The Pokemon were gathered in a large arena, complete with a bright boxing ring, seats in the audience, and stage 
lights. Mew, Mewtwo, and Dragonite were above the stage while the rest of the campers filed into the seats in the 
audience. Mew floated down into the center of the stage, twirling a microphone in his hand. He had a bright smile on 
his face. 

"I love this part of my job," he muttered. He cleared this throat and began speaking again. 

"Welcome, one and all, to the final event in our Olympics Challenge! I'm your host Mew, joined by our co-host 
Mewtwo and our episode host Dragonite! Are you ready to watch our final event?" 

Mewtwo pressed a button and a loud applause rang throughout the stadium. Kabutops jumped up and punched the 
air with a shout. Gengar let out a loud "WOO". 

"What are you...get down!" hissed Weavile. 

Kabutops and Gengar exchanged a glance, but then continued cheering. Weavile rolled her eyes. 

"In the red corner...the Roguish Reptile...the Greedy Gator...the Croc that Rocks...KROOKODILE!" 

Krookodile stalked into the room, tail flicking back and forth smugly. He grabbed the ropes with his gloves and leapt 
into the arena. His grin was large as he folded his arms, leaning against the post. He glanced at the audience with a 
smirk as Kabutops and Gengar booed him loudly. Didn't matter to him- they were UP THERE and HE was in the final 

"And in the blue corner...the Shiny Striker...the Furious Fighter...the Returning Rumbler for Revenge...MEDICHAM!" 
shouted Mew. 

There were far more cheers when Medicham hopped into the arena, testing her gloves out on of the nearby posts. 
She gave a determined nod to Krookodile and Mew, before waving to the audience with a small smile on her face. 

"So, normally we would have three minute rounds, as is Olympic Tradition," said Mew. "But that's kind of boring and 
may take hours, so instead, we're gonna do one non-stop round! If you hit the mat for over ten seconds or if you get 
KO'd, you're done! Mewtwo will be the referee, so be sure to play fair." 



"Fair and by the rules are two different things," growled Krookodile. He threw out a quick jab before grinning at 
Medicham. 

Mewtwo floated down into the center of the ring. "Listen you two. I want a good clean fight, no bullshit or below the 
belt nonsense. Fair, clean, and all that jazz. Got it?" 

Medicham nodded. Krookodile grinned. 

"THREE...TWO...ONE...FIGHT!" roared Mewtwo. 

Medicham immediately dropped into a stance, remembering everything Swampert told her. Krookodile was the 
enemy, not a fellow sparring partner. She should show him no mercy. Krookodile hunched over, keeping his guard 
high, his black eyes flicking back and forth on Medicham's body. They slowly circled each other- the warrior and the 
crocodile. Medicham shifted to attempt to make a good jab at Krookodile, but immediately winced. 

"Oh no...that injury is still bugging her?" muttered Weavile. 

"That does NOT look good, dude," whispered Noivern. 

Mamoswine, who had put down Mew's book, looked concerned. "That's bad...not only does she have a weakness, 
but she's just waved it front of Krookodile...and I doubt he'll be too sympathetic." 

He was right- Krookodile had seen her falter. With a gleam in his eye, he stepped forward, lunging out with his left 
glove. Medicham blocked it and immediately let out a grunt of pain- Krookodile's punch HURT. As she was wincing, 
Krookodile shoved his right hand forward into Medicham's side. Medicham let out a groan, before stepping away, 
cursing under her breath. 

Krookodile followed her, his eyes tracking her every move. He feinted to the left, smirking. He had her. All he had to 
do was keep her on that ankle, and then go for the kill. Just about now, she should be shifting her stance again. 

As Krookodile moved around her, Medicham shifted to face him, and let out a grunt of pain- her ankle was throbbing. 
As she paused for a second from the pain, Krookodile flashed out his fist again- punching Medicham hard in the 
same side as before. She staggered and Krookodile jabbed her in the same spot once more. Medicham stumbled 
and leaned against the ropes surrounding the arena. 

"That jerk, he's playing dirty!" snarled Kabutops. 

"Not really," said Alakazam, his tone cool. "He's just exploiting her weakness. Is it fair? Yes. Is it the right thing to do? 
Probably not, but if you want to win..." 

"It doesn't matter WHO wants to win, it’s not cool!" snapped Gliscor. 

Bisharp watched spectacle with focused eyes. He felt a surge of triumph as Medicham got hit again...but also disgust. 
Krookodile may be the one putting her out of the contest, but the knight had no love for the crocodile. Toxicroak 
glanced at Bisharp next to him. His fist was clenched tight as he watched Medicham get beat down. 

Medicham tried to move away to regain some sort of a chance, but Krookodile wouldn't let her get away. Smirking, he 
gripped the brass knuckles tighter in his glove before smacking down Medicham again. Medicham hit the mat hard, 
coughing. Mewtwo raised a hand, signaling Krookodile to back off. 


"One...two...three...four-!" 

Medicham held up a hand and got to her feet, growling as she threw a punch at Krookodile. But Krookodile blocked it, 
smacking her hand aside and slamming his fist into her side again. A large bruise was forming on Medicham's 
stomach as she gasped in pain, dropping to her knees. Krookodile grinned. 

"Not today, fighter girl. This win and that meal are MINE." 

Medicham groaned, getting to her feet before Mewtwo could even get to three. She huffed loudly, clutching her side, 
staring at Krookodile. The crocodile had been setting the tone for the entire battle. He attacked, she defended, she 
stepped on her ankle, he attacked while she hesitated. She needed to win here. This could be her only chance for an 
explanation. 


There WAS one way...but was she willing to do it? Medicham closed her eyes and thought. For the win and the 



answers she needed? 


Yes...she was okay with it. Medicham stood up, flexing her muscles as she gave Krookodile a fiery glare. 

Krookodile punched his gloves together, his eyes gleaming. "Any last words?" 

"You will lose," vowed Medicham, closing her eyes as she glowed with a harsh light. 

"Wait...wait a minute!" gasped Weavile. "I totally forgot about that!" 

Mew grinned. Dragonite gasped. Mewtwo smirked in the harsh light, while Krookodile felt his smile falter. 

Toxicroak's jaw dropped. Bisharp's eyes widened. She was using it now? The fool! Win or lose, she'd be easy 
pickings in a later challenge! Bisharp felt a twisted smile make its way to his face. Magnificent. 

Medicham continued to glow as her body changed. Four large ribbons appeared around her body, while her entire 
body grew taller. Her body grew brighter and brighter before the light dissipated. Mega Medicham was now standing 
in the ring, her arms raised and ready. Her head had grown taller and was now mostly white with a blue ball at the 
top. Her wrists and hips were now covered with golden bangles, and small blue gems now decorated her hips. She 
had a confident smile on her face as she threw out a practice jab. She glanced down at her leg. 

"Feels as good as new!" she said in a confident, loud voice. "Okay, you big nosed creep, you really wanna tussle with 
me?" 


Krookodile felt a drop of sweat roll down his back, before swearing under his breath. 
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"THE SHINING FIST OF REVENGE IS AT MY CALL! DESTROY HIM!" screeched Luxray. 
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"This WILL be interesting," said Crobatwith a smug smile. 
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"Unbelievable!" shouted Mew. "Medicham just went mega! This'll make this far more exciting!" 

Krookodile sneered. "Mega or no Mega, I ain't losing this match that easily!" 

He charged forward, but Mega Medicham nimbly hopped backwards and avoided his hit. Smirking, she threw a jab at 
his stomach. Krookodile moved his guard to block the blow, but was shocked when Mega Medicham fired a fist right 
at his nose. Krookodile cursed loudly and moved backwards, clutching his snout. 

"DAMNIT!" 

"Aw, I didn't hit you THAT hard!" chuckled Mega Medicham. "That all you got?" 

Krookodile sneered and swung at Mega Medicham again. She dodged once, twice, and the swung at his ribs. 
Krookodile leaned back to dodge the attack, but Mega Medicham took advantage of his dodge to slam him in the 
nose again. Krookodile screeched in pain and swung blindly at Mega Medicham. She ducked and punched his snout 
again. Krookodile leapt backwards, clutching his face. 

"STOP DOING THAT!" 

"What? You targeted my weak spot over and over again, why not target yours?" asked Mega Medicham mockingly. 
"That's fair, right? C'mon, aren't you gonna keep this going? Or are you all talk with that big mouth of yours?" 

Krookodile felt his blood boiling at her taunts. He flashed forward with a quick jab, but Mega Medicham dodged it. 
Aiming for his face, Krookodile managed to move backwards to avoid Mega Medicham's headshot against him. He 
backed away, panting hard. 

"That it?" taunted Mega Medicham. "This is too easy! At least put up a-" 

Krookodile interrupted her by opening his jaws wide. Mega Medicham widened a brow and opened her mouth for a 



comment, but seemed to forget it as Krookodile bit hard on his arm. 

"What the- he bit himself?" asked Kabutops, gaping. 

"Ow, ow, ow!" muttered Gliscor, wincing. 

Banette and Weavile exchanged confused looks. Honchkrow's eyes widened slightly. Even Mega Medicham seemed 
to be dumbfounded. Why had he taken a bite out of himself? 

Noivern gaped at red flecks on Krookodile’s arm. "Dude, he’s bleeding! What the hell is going on?" 

As Mega Medicham was prepared to ask that very question to Krookodile, his jaws relaxed and he let his arm back 
out of his job. Blood was oozing out of his teeth marks as he stared at Mega Medicham with a cold rage- still very 
angry, but much calmer and less reckless. 

"Okay then...now that I'm calmed down, let’s see how you do," snarled Krookodile. 

Krookodile rushed forward, growling in his throat. Mega Medicham grinned and threw a punch at his chest. But rather 
than blocking or dodging, Krookodile kept going and slammed his fist into Mega Medicham’s face. Caught off guard, 
Mega Medicham fell to the mat, but was back on her feet before Mewtwo could even start counting. She flew back at 
him and swung at his side. Krookodile blocked it, but she managed to lightly skim his nose again, causing him to 
scowl. 

"Where do you think that guy learned to fight?" asked Gengar to Kabutops. "I mean, for Medicham it makes sense 
because she's a warrior and all-" 

"Nowhere official," answered Kabutops, his eyes watching Krookodile carefully. "He fights with no honor, but with 
utter ruthlessness. And that might just win it for him. Medicham trained to be this good at fighting. I think this guy's 
been fighting until he got good." 

Mega Medicham danced around the ring, jabbing at Krookodile, putting him in a defensive stance. However, when he 
moved to block a body shop, the warrior girl knocked him off his feet with a brutal face punch. Krookodile stumbled 
and hit the ground, grunting in pain. Mega Medicham waved to the crowd, flexing and grinning confidently while 
Mewtwo started his countdown. 

"ONE...TWO..." 

Krookodile coughed and pushed himself up. No...not like this. After everything he did, he would sure to be on a 
chopping block for home. 

"THREE...FOUR..." 

As Mega Medicham pumped her fists towards the crowd, Krookodile pushed himself to his knees before grabbing the 
ropes and pulling himself up, growling angrily. He stomped towards her, his fist clenched. As Mega Medicham heard 
him and turned around, he struck her with a wicked punch across the face, knocking her down. 

WHAM! 

The audience let out shouts of shock as Mega Medicham bounced off the ropes and hit the ground hard. She sat up, 
rubbing her head in pain. 

"Don't turn your back on me," growled Krookodile. Mega Medicham got to her feet quickly, growling right back at him. 
As Krookodile raised his guard, Mega Medicham swiftly moved in and started punching Krookodile in the stomach 
again and again. Krookodile was being beaten backwards, taking blow after blow, but still guarding his face. 

Krookodile felt his body shake in pain. His stomach was killing him as Mega Medicham's flurry of punches continued 
to hit him. But the alternative was taking another head shot. He couldn't afford that. He tried to limp away from Mega 
Medicham's strikes, but she kept on him. He couldn't get away. 

The pain was too much. He couldn't take it, he was sure his stomach was black and blue by now. Krookodile snarled 
and lowered his guard. Mega Medicham's eyes flashed as she soared with an uppercut to Krookodile's jaw. 


BAM! 



Krookodile flew backwards from Medicham's punch, clutching his jaw and nose in pain as he stumbled around the 
ring before falling on the ground. He tried briefly to struggle to his feet before his arms gave out. He let out a low 
moan of pain. Mewtwo walked over, eyeing him carefully and nudging him with his foot, before walking over and 
grabbing Mega Medicham's arm. 

"The winner by knockout...is Mega Medicham!" shouted Mewtwo, shoving her arm into the air. Mega Medicham 
grinned at the audience as they burst into a thunderous applause. 

"DAMN STRAIGHT!" shouted Kabutops. 

"WOO!" screamed Luxray. 

Mega Medicham nodded and pumped a fist. The only one who had NOT broken into applause was Bisharp, who was 
still sitting and eyeing her with an unreadable expression. That was fine. No problem. She'd soon get some answers 
out of him anyway. 

"So, Medicham is the winner of the whole tournament!" yelled Mew. "I thought it might be over when she twisted her 
ankle, but with her Mega Evolution, she persevered and won the match! As a result she has immunity!" 

"Wait!" yelled Dragonite. "Don't forget the prizes! I already handed out the candy but I have the T-shirts and Shower 
Tickets now! If you qualified for your prizes, come on up!" 

Everyone slowly plodded forward to grab their prizes. Mamoswine was begging everyone for their candy. Kabutops 
immediately got enraged when he tore through his shirt and proceeded to rip it to shreds. 

"Okay then! Before we all let you go, we have to know- Medicham, you won a dinner date with a camper of your 
choice tonight, specially cooked by Mewtwo!" yelled Mew. "Which is the camper you are going to take?" 

Mega Medicham smiled, glanced up at the audience. Bisharp was still seated while Toxicroak chomped on his candy. 

"I choose Bisharp." 

Bisharp stiffened, looking down at everyone, ignoring the stunned murmurings in his ears from all of the shocked 
contestants. Him? She had chosen HIM to go to dinner with her? Bisharp eyed her carefully. What on earth was she 
thinking. But then he sighed and nodded. 

"Very well then. It's a date." 

Mega Medicham grinned. "Glad to hear it buddy." 

Mew glanced between them in surprise, but shrugged it off. "Rest of you lot, get to figuring out who you want to be 
sent home!" 

Weavile looked at Gengar and Banette. "So...we going for Krookodile." 

"Yep...sounds like a plan," admitted Banette. "Break guys. See you at the elimination ceremony. Try and secure more 
votes if you can." 
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But everyone was in for a nasty shock when they had gotten back to the cabins. Almost immediately upon reaching 
the camp grounds, someone let out a scream of rage. 

Banette looked forward- he had fallen behind while talking to Weavile. "What the- was that Kabutops?" 

"Oh jeez, what's got him angry now?" asked Weavile, running forward. 

Most of the campers entered the clearing, seeing Kabutops violently hacking at a rope. Banette and Weavile moved 
forward, before staring. Kabutops's stuffed Tyrunt had apparently had its head ripped off, and the parts had been tied 
to the flagpole. Banette saw the pieces lying around and immediately got spooked, backing far away from the scene. 
Kabutops was staring at the damage furiously, while a crumpled up note laid next to him. Crobat hesitantly grabbed it 
and opened it. Bisharp, Alakazam, Medicham, and more all moved in to see the next message. 


Who's next? -B 



"What does that mean? He didn't do anything to Kabutops at all?" said Noivern. 

"Other than hurt him emotionally," drawled Bronzong. "Whoever this is, they're just messing with us at this point. You 
all realize that, right?" 

Kabutops was silent, staring at the little stuffed animal. 

"Kabutops we...I can fix it," offered Weavile. "I've uh...sewn before." 

"Same here!" said Toxicroak, staring wide eyed at the stuffed animal. "I can totally help you out!" 

"I TOO CAN RESTORE GENERAL STUFFINGTONS TO HIS FORMER GLORY. I AM A PLUSHIE SURGEON, 
CERTIFIED!" announced Luxray. 

Kabutops didn't say anything immediately, but soon a snort of laughter escaped him. He clutched his stomach as he 
laugh, smacking his scythe against the ground. He turned to the others with a look of warmth in his eyes. 

"General Stuffingtons? Really. Pffft- hahahaha!" 

"You're uh...taking this better than I thought," admitted Banette, eyeing the plush doll with extreme discomfort. 

"Truth be told, I'm glad he's still here. Besides, I've chopped his head off like six times in my sleep," chuckled 
Kabutops. "As long as he's here and fixable, I'm okay." 

Crobat smiled. "Good stuff, Kabutops. Glad he made it out." 

"Weavile, you can take care of it after the elimination ceremony?" asked Kabutops. 

"Sure, pal," said Weavile, smiling. 

As the campers dispersed, Bronzong moved over to Banette. Not knowing exactly what to say, he decided to just be 
blunt. 

"Are you okay?" asked Bronzong. 

"Why wouldn't I be?" answered Banette, a bit too quickly. 

"Because you and I are the only two that are thinking outside the box on what just happened," stated Bronzong 
sarcastically. "Let's be honest. Was that an attack on Kabutops, or an attack on you?" 

Banette gave Bronzong a mutinous look. "I didn't expect you to remember that." 

"Yeah, well, the fear and sensation of being ripped apart and feeling disgusting thoughts flowing through your body is 
hard to forget. You couldn't help but look at that doll and think of yourself, right?" 

"Okay, I may have had a bit of a shock but...well, you know, I didn't want to seem selfish in front of Kabutops," 
muttered Banette. 

"Be happy you still CAN feel," admitted Bronzong. "I meant it when I said it. I don't know how you lived through 
it...especially going through it again." 

"As a Ghost Pokemon, my living is questionable." 

"Ha ha, smartass. So what do you think?" 

Banette paused as he thought. "Mister B beat the shit out of Kabutops's doll. Clearly a threat towards Kabutops. He 
also tore apart a doll. A threat to me. Maybe there’s a connection." 

"Hope you figure it out since I'll be no help to you," muttered Bronzong, floating away. 

Banette frowned. "Is that because you're lazy...or because you're Mister B?" 

Bronzong stopped for a moment. Then he glanced back. 

"What do you think?" 



For a moment, they were silent. Puppet and bell, eyes locked, sizing each other up. It was almost a minute before 
Banette answered. 

"It's not you." 

Bronzong was silent. Then something shifted in his expression. It was his usual smirk, but there was something more 
genuine about it. Banette swore he almost smiled. 

"You're not so bad, Banette. Not so bad after all. So take some hints from me as a reward." 

Banette frowned, glancing at Bronzong. 

"Mister B prays on weaknesses. He is an anonymous force. No one on this camp is frightened of each other, but we 
fear the unknown. Furthermore, Mister B takes his knowledge of our current state on the island and uses it against 
us. Do you understand why this is important?" 

Banette shook his head. Bronzong sighed. 

"All of this does not only cause us anger and fear, Banette. The emotions distract us. We are so focused on what 
Mister B does that we don't focus on Mister B. Don't look for his next attack, Banette. Look for the man or woman 
behind the work itself. Study what our friends do and line it up with what B does." 

Banette paused. "Thank you." 

"You're welcome. Oh right, I should probably also tell you- it isn't Kabutops." 

Banette scoffed. "Really? When did you realize that? When Tyrunt was executed?" 

"No. When the note was written in pencil." 

Banette smacked himself in the forehead. "Right." 

Bronzong just chuckled. 

"Use that information well. I think you can solve it. I unfortunately don't have time to." 

With those enigmatic parting words, Bronzong floated to his cabin. 
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The sky was growing darker as Honchkrow puffed her cigar. She glanced at Crobat. This meeting wasn't exactly 
unexpected, but she was curious to see what he had to say. 

"Go on den," she barked. "Spit it out already." 

Crobat was at her side, sizing the Pokemon up. 

Krookodile stepped forward, a grin on his face. 

"I'll be honest. I need your help, but I'll be glad to return the favor." 

000 

"Deals have to be made to stay in the game," said Krookodile. "If it means saving my own hide? I'll do it." 

000 

"Interesting...Krookodile is very interesting," murmured Crobat. "I wonder if he'll be better than Garchomp." 
000 

"This elimination has been a long time coming. Alakazam is going downhill, and Medicham's immune," 
commented Bisharp. "Tut tut. Well, regardless, I don't need YOU anymore." 


000 



Mew grinned at the tired campers sitting around the campfire. Mamoswine still had his snout in Mew's book (though 
he was already at Chapter Six), while Luxray was humming peacefully. Bisharp seemed to be a bit on edge, while 
Medicham had grown more subdued and embarrassed- after all, her Mega Evolution had just asked Bisharp on a 
dinner date. Krookodile was patched up and glaring at nothing in particular, and his tail was still a bit bent out of 
shape. Kabutops was tapping his foot, anxious for the elimination to end. He had a Tyrunt to be fixed. 

"Well.J have to say, this elimination is an interesting turn of events," said Mew, his tone silky. "I liked reading the 
votes for this one. ANYWAY, I think we should get this one over with, since we have a lovely date for two of our 
campers to go on. Medicham, you're immune. Bisharp, so are you." 

Medicham blushed, while Bisharp just stiffly walked forward to take his block. 

"Gliscor...Crobat...Honchkrow...Gengar." 

Gliscor, Crobat, and Honchkrow all floated up, Gliscor glancing at Noivern nervously. Gengar shrugged and walked 
forward. 

"Mamoswine... Luxray... Noivern." 

Mamoswine caught a Poke Block in his mouth and continued reading. 

"Alakazam...Weavile...Toxicroak." 

Alakazam tossed his block aside, his eyes focused on the ceremony. Weavile frowned, looking at Banette still sitting 
down. 

"Kabutops, you're good to go. And...Banette, you got one vote. You're still safe though." 

Banette stood up, frowning. He got a vote. Not Kabutops. So he and Bronzong were onto something. 

"Well, well, well...our runner up and our local snarker are in the bottom two!" said Mew, his eyes wide. Krookodile just 
snapped his jaws irritably. Bronzong showed no sign of nervousness. 

"The real question is who got the boot and who's gonna stay?" 

Krookodile narrowed his eyes. Bronzong shrugged lazily. 

"Last Pokeblock goes to..." 

Weavlie held her breath. Alakazam clenched a fist. 

"...Krookodile." 

"What?" asked Weavile, eyes wide. 

Alakazam's eyes gleamed. "Finally." 

"Took long enough," grumbled Honchkrow. 

"TIME FOR YOU TO GO, BELL BRAIN!" roared Mew. 

Bronzong rolled his eyes. "I've been expecting this night to come. Whatever. This competition's grown stale and 
boring anyway." 

Mew sputtered in rage and horror, before pointing. "YOU. STUFF. DOCK. NOW." 

"Whatever," scoffed Bronzong, floating off. 

"Didn't Gliscor and Noivern vote with us?" hissed Weavile. 

"Yeah, and I figured Luxray and Mamoswine did as well," grumbled Banette. "That was eight. I thought we had 
majority." 

Mamoswine, who was nearby, looked away awkwardly. 



000 


"I wanted to vote Krookodile but well...he seems less dangerous than Bronzong?" mumbled Mamoswine. 
"Bronzong tricked me into elimination last season...at least Krookodile's more obvious." 

000 

"I voted Bronzong! I need to get my revenge on Krookodile in the worst way possible- ON PUBLIC 
TELEVISION!" roared Luxray evilly. She began to cackled and lightning flashed around her in the 
background. 

000 

"Strike a deal with bird to vote for the bell? Check," said Krookodile. "Offer to help her put Alakazam in the 
dirt? In progress." 

000 

Bronzong scoffed. "I knew my days were numbered. I had no real high hopes for this season, but I suppos I 
can say that...I got something I needed out of it. I guess I learned more about others, myself and...l guess I 
can count Banette as a friend now. Trust your gut, puppet boy. You have decent intuition. It'll get you far." 

"Do I have any last words? No. But just like my last elimination, everyone's in for a nasty shock this time." 

000 

Bronzong glared at the submarine. "Really? It's bad enough I sank in the pool, you're giving me THIS to go home in?" 

"Yeah, you're a downer, so you're going to sink down in that. It'll be fun!" said Mew, happy that Bronzong was finally 
on his way out. 

"So do you own a submarine too, Mew? Because with all these dumb, boring challenges-," began Banette. 

"Stuff it," snarled Mew. 

"Well, that's it I guess," muttered Bronzong. 

"Wait," interrupted Alakazam. "I want answers. Tell me Bronzong. Why the Mister B letters? What was the purpose of 
causing problems just to extend your stay?" 

Bronzong turned and stared at Alakazam. He noticed everyone staring at him and he just sighed. 

"I couldn't tell you since I'm not Mister B." 

Alakazam stared. Honchkrow gaped. Even Bisharp folded his arms skeptically. 

"You're lying," Alakazam muttered. "You have the most motive. You have no reason to hide it anymore-" 

"Which is why I'm not hiding anything," snapped Bronzong. "I'm not Mister B. In fact, I was his perfect scapegoat. You 
all don't like B, you all don't like me. The witch hunt is the perfect excuse to send me home." 

"...well if that's true, at least give us your thoughts...something to work with to solve the mystery," said Mamoswine 
awkwardly. 

"...I don't think I will. I gave all my thoughts to one person, and that was the one person who told me to my face it 
wasn't me," said Bronzong clearly. "So...my friend can keep that information to themselves." 

Banette stared. So did everyone else. It was one thing for Bronzong to withhold information that he had (AGAIN), but 
to actually claim someone as his friend. 

"But I suppose I can give you all one thing before I go." 

Everyone looked at Bronzong. Bronzong stared back them. It was now or never. Bronzong took a deep breath and 
then... 



"I'm sorry, everyone. For everything I've done." 

There was a shocked silence. Bronzong had taken his elimination well. Extremely well. But apologizing to everyone? 
For everything. Alakazam in particular seemed absolutely dumbfounded. Bronzong paid him attention in particular. 

"I went too far with you. I went too far with a lot of you. But that's not who I want to be anymore. So even if you don't 
forgive me, that's fine. But at least you can have my apologies." 

Bronzong nodded to the crowd and lowered himself into the submarine. 

"I'm glad I came back. I guess I'll see you all later." 

The hatch closed and the submarine lowered itself quietly into the water as it propelled itself away. 

000 

"Well now I'm lost...Bronzong fit the pattern perfectly...there's something that I'm just not seeing," muttered 
Alakazam. 

"I can't let this get away from me. I need to be smart. Think, Alakazam!" 

000 

"Uh...," muttered Gliscor. His eyes were wide in confusion. "WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT, BRONZONG?" 

000 

"Friend, huh?" said Banette. He let out a quiet laugh. 

"Pity I didn't get to know you better, Bronzong. But I'll do my best for you." 

000 

Alone in the cafeteria, Krookodile quietly munched on his meal. Once he was done, he'd go take his shower and be 
on his way to the next challenge. 

"And now I have a deal with the mafia," he grumbled with a mouth full of food. 

Saving his own neck was something he was used to. He bared Bronzong no grudge- their power struggle had ended 
ages ago. But in the end, he had to make sure he would be number one. And if he had to make a promise to 
Honchkrow to get it done... 

Well, he could always backstab her or make good on his threat to beat Alakazam. Anything was possible. 

In truth, he was probably the most dangerous contestant on the show right now. Krookodile picked something out of 
his teeth and continued eating as much as he could. He could be eliminated any day now and he wanted to enjoy 
every meal as if it was his last. Krookodile moved his jaw as he chewed his food and winced. The fighter chick had 
done a number on him, even with his brass knuckles. But she had used her mega evolution. It had been a fluke, and 
she blew an ace in the hole. 

That wouldn't happen again. Krookodile grimaced. He was certainly the most dangerous contestant. 

Because he had nothing to lose. 

"Relationships, honor, dignity, pride?" scoffed Krookodile. "I don't need any of that. As long as I get that money, that 
shit can rot for all I care." 

He began to ravenously eat his food. He had a couple of hard challenges ahead of him. 

000 

Medicham sat by the table, where Mewtwo had just presented their food. There was a large assortment of different 
foods- meat, vegetables, bread as an appetizer...it was truly a glorious buffet. The scenery was also nice...they were 
set up by the ocean, the bright stars and moonlight illuminating the table. Medicham poked at the fancy forks and 
frowned. This wasn't really her type of environment. She had already showered for the occasion and had prepared 



herself mentally but...she still felt out of place. 

"The scenery looks pleasing." 

Medicham shuddered as she looked up. Bisharp strode from out of the trees and pulled out a seat, sitting himself 
opposite of her. He eyed the food and grabbed one of the bread baskets. He offered her a roll. She took it. 

"Mewtwo is certainly a marvelous cook. I have not seen some of these things in the cafeteria before. I suppose he 
saves his best for special occasions." 

"His cafeteria food seems quite delicious. I’ve heard from Banette that it improved once his girlfriend returned from 
outer space." 

"Outer space?" asked Medicham, shocked. 

"I didn't press for details. More importantly, how's your ankle?" 

"Much better, thank you for asking. I suppose my Mega Evolution helped." 

Bisharp gave her a cool smile. "You certainly get rowdy." 

Medicham blushed. "I try not to think about it." 

Bisharp let out a quiet laugh. It was almost refreshing and putting Medicham at ease. It was good that he was able to 
act natural, despite her knowing that he was anything of the sort. She was questioning what she was doing- this was 
the man who had stabbed her in the back and abandoned her to an elimination. This was the man whose ideals 
directly clashed with her own. And yet...there was something. Something that compelled her to talk to him, to 
understand him. She told herself it was curiosity. Yes. The desire for answers. Nothing more. 

At least, that's what she told herself. 

"...may I ask a question?" asked Bisharp. 

"Of course." 

"Why did you invite me here? What is your strategy?" 

Medicham felt her heart sink. "As usual, your mind is on strategy and the game." 

And almost immediately, his walls went back up. She saw it in his eyes- his face had once again shifted into the 
neutral, mechanical look she always expected from him. 

"I invited you because I want answers," said Medicham simply. 

"To what?" Bisharp's tone was icy. 

Medicham took a sip from her water and took a bite out of her bread. She chewed it for a while before swallowing, 
before she looked at Bisharp. 

"I know you Bisharp. You are a man who doesn't do meaningless things. Every action you take, for better or worse, 
has a reason behind it. Even if you do not wish to admit it." 

"Get to the point," drawled Bisharp. 

"...you said you had regrets, to me, the other the night," said Medicham, her eyes boring into him. Bisharp felt 
strange. Exposed. Caught? Was that the right word? Either way it was uncomfortable. 

"What did you mean?" 

"The meaning is obvious," said Bisharp, a bit too quickly. He took a bite of bread to punctuate his statement. "We've 
all had regrets. You have your little mugging incident-" 

"And you hate what you are," finished Medicham crossly. "That is not what you meant. You said it to me. What did 
you mean, Bisharp?" 



Bisharp frowned. "I don't want to talk about this. I shouldn't have said that." 

Medicham did not let him avoid it. "What did you regret?" 

Bisharp froze up. He was an alliance leader. A tactician, a chess master, a man with the drive to win. And here was, 
feeling like a young embarrassed child being exposed to this...this...woman. He swallowed noisily and tapped his 
silverware. As Medicham watched him, she saw something change in his face again. His walls had dropped. Where a 
cold, defense man had sat moments before was a confused, awkward person. Bisharp's eyes darted around 
nervously. 

"I...I don't know," he said, his voice faltering. "I'm not very good at...explaining things of this nature...it's really 
not...logical at all." 

Medicham's gaze softened. "Then try. I will listen, and I will not judge." 

Bisharp felt a strange knot in his chest. It bothered him. He didn't like the feeling at all. But he felt this...strange idea to 
be honest and upfront with her. Not about everything but...but about as much as he could. 

"I didn't...want to eliminate you," he admitted grudgingly. "But I...I had to. Even though you were kind to me and willing 
to protect me. I'm sorry. I had to get rid of you because...when I'm around you I feel different. Strange. And that's 
dangerous." 

Medicham was stunned. Bisharp had admitted that he felt SOMETHING for her, but it was in such a disjointed and 
alien way that she couldn't believe it. Was this the real Bisharp? Not a man who showed no emotion, but a man who 
was out of touch with them. It wasn't such a stretch. It would explain some of his behavior for sure. Not all of it, but 
some. 

"...I...understand what you mean," confessed Medicham, piling some food onto her plate. She offered some pasta to 
Bisharp, who gave a small nod. She served him before settling back in her seat. "You infuriate me sometimes but 
there are other times where you...well...l enjoy your company. Which makes those times when you anger me all the 
worse." 

"I...simply put...I...I'm tired of fighting," said Bisharp, his tone tired. "It isn't worth it. It's dangerous for me to be around 
you. Your company is enjoyable." 

"I thought you liked Toxicroak's company?" 

"Toxicroak is different- he isn't a problem for me." 

Medicham frowned. "And why am I? Why am I problem? Why am I dangerous?" 

Bisharp thought long and hard about his answer, twirling some pasta on his fork. He took a sip of water. Medicham 
was almost sure that he wasn't going to answer, but eventually he spoke. 

"Because I feel as if you would get in the way of my goals. Emotions cloud judgement. People who make choices with 
their feelings make mistakes. Only logic can clearly guide you to your goals." 

"That sounds like Bronzong talking," argued Medicham. "What about your family Bisharp? I know you don't have 
friends, but you have to have a family." 

"I do," agreed Bisharp. 

"And don't you care for them? Don't you love them." 

"I did," said Bisharp quietly. 


"Did?" 


"I did," confirmed Bisharp. 

"They're not dead, are they?" gasped Medicham. 
"No." 


"Then-" 



"They're not dead," continued Bisharp. He paused. "I am." 

There was a long silence. Medicham frowned. 

"What do you-?" 

"Not literally of course," snapped Bisharp, sounding more like his old self. "But on the emotional front? There's really 
nothing there." 

"But then why are you dead inside? You clearly have something inside- something that feels for me and to an extent 
Toxicroak in some sort of sense!" protested Medicham. "So how can you be dead inside if you have that deep 
down?" 


"I’m dead inside BECAUSE I loved them!" snarled Bisharp angrily. 

There was another long silence. Bisharp's eyes widened upon realizing what he had said and he looked away. 

"I'm sorry." 

Medicham stared at him. He had just given her plenty of answers and yet...there were only more questions she had. 
What was this? He clearly acknowledged he had feelings at one point. But he had buried them deep inside of himself. 
He wasn't trying to deny any sort of feelings for her- he lacked any knowledge about the subject at all! Medicham 
frowned, looking at her hands. 

"There's no reason to apologize," she whispered quietly. 

"I'd prefer not to say anymore. You have your past secrets. And I have mine." 

Her own answer surprised her. "Maybe one day I will tell you." 

Bisharp did not respond, but gave a very small nod. He tapped his fork. Medicham sensed that this was all she was 
going to get out of him. She took another bite of food before she looked at him. 

"I was surprised you accepted the invitation. I had thought that you had not enjoyed my company too much." 

The walls had gone back up. Bisharp took a sip of water. 

"In truth, my motives are not entirely for pleasure. I have come to request a ceasefire." 

"What?" Now THIS was even more unexpected. What did he mean by THAT? 

"As I said...I'm tired of fighting," explained Bisharp. He looked at her wearily. "I'd like us to not be enemies anymore. 
Perhaps we could even work together at some point. But I don't want to hold a grudge and remain enemies. It's too 
much work. I'd rather focus on winning then my feud with you." 

Medicham was stunned. Not only had he given her plenty of information about himself, but now he wanted a truce 
between them. She had no idea on how to respond. On one hand, one part of her was screaming at her that this was 
BISHARP, the tyrant, the dictator, the backstabber. But on the other hand...she had seen a different side to Bisharp 
tonight. One that was not so bad. Something that was more...natural about him. Maybe in time, she could bring about 
that good side of him. 

Maybe she could help him find himself. 

"...you already apologized for it. Now that I'm back, I suppose I can forgive you," said Medicham calmly. 

Bisharp looked up, flabbergasted. "Wait...really? That's it?" 

"That is indeed it," confirmed Medicham, taking more bites out of her food. Bisharp had already finished his plate, and 
grabbed another slice of bread along with some meat near the center of the table. He ate it quietly, methodically, 
before responding. 

"Then...we are on okay terms?" 


"We are. 1 



They were silent for a little longer. 

"I'm glad to hear it," said Bisharp, his tone a little awkward. Medicham laughed. 

"You are not so bad when you are not ordering everyone around." 

Bisharp snorted. "I do what needs to be done." 

"Okay," said Medicham, in a tone that told Bisharp she did not agree, but also that she did not want to argue. 

Bisharp finished his second helping and wiped off his mouth. "Well, I thank you for dinner. I suppose I'll be seeing you 
around. Perhaps we can eat again sometime since we're not too busy loathing each other." 

Medicham smile. "That sounds nice." 

Bisharp nodded before turning around and walking away. Medicham sat by the table for a while longer. She had 
wanted answers, but now she was even more confused. 

Bisharp, meanwhile, was screaming at himself in his head. What the hell had he done? 

000 

Bronzong let out a low grunt as he floated out of the submarine. "Garbage. Utter garbage. I'm pretty sure this trip took 
me half the night. And who the hell was driving the thing?" 

The cockpit opened up, revealing a smiling Dragonite. "Yeah...about that...Mew sends most of the eliminated 
contestants to my house, so I just brought you back with me. Is that okay?" 

Bronzong showed no sign of caring. "Why did you drive so slow?" 

"This thing is probably older than both of us and I've never driven before. I did my best!" 

"You always do," sang Bronzong mockingly. He glanced up at the lit house. "So this is your place, huh? And what 
goes on here?" 

"Well, we have little parties where we watch episodes and all hang out. Most old Total Pokemon cast members are 
welcome, except well...you know..." 

"Irredeemable scoundrels like Trevenant, gotcha," muttered Bronzong. He eyed the house. "So I can expect to find 
old campers there." 

"Probably," said Dragonite, floating over and landing on the rocky shore. "In fact, I saw the door open...someone must 
be coming-" 

And then Bronzong heard it. 

"Is that BRONZONG? I can't believe it! Eliminated this early?" 

Bronzong immediately felt a horrible sinking feeling as a familiar face walked up to him. 

Gardevoir grinned. "I'm so proud of you! You made a friend and ADMITTED it! You even APOLOGIZED!" 

"Nevermind, Dragonite," groaned Bronzong. "Drive me back out there and dump me in the middle of the ocean. I now 
hate everything around me and can't deal with it. Anything but this." 

Gardevoir walked over and patted him on the head. "Aw, I missed you too, FRIEND." 

Bronzong groaned. 

000 

The end of the chapter is here! 

I liked this challenge. Dragonite's hosting, all of that fun and junk! Olympic challenge. I don't plan on doing this kind of 
challenge again. WAY too long. But still, I enjoyed writing this chapter. 



And everyone's favorite bell goes home. No matter how jerkish Krookodile is, he's nowhere near as feared as 
Bronzong. Our deadpan snarker is just too clever for his own good. Even more strangely though...he apologized? 
BRONZONG? Wow...that character development, man. 

Fun Fact: Bronzong was originally going to have a romantic interest this season, but the idea was dropped shortly 
into development- it was too much for one character. On another note, Bronzong secretly enjoys Mewtwo's cooking 
very much, but doesn't admit it. 

A lot of stuff going on. Mainly tension in the world of Team Storm (POOR TYRUNT, BUT HE"LL BE OKAY) and a lot 
of things getting driven forward. Mr. B is at it again and he's causing more and more trouble. The Olympics challenge 
was also a huge site for alliances, backstabbing, and elimination planning...albeit with some comic relief (Toxicroak, 
I'm sorry). 

In the end, Medicham wins it because of her Mega Evolution. I imagined Mega Medicham to be more of a rowdy bar 
fighter than an honorable martial artist. I know her appearance was short, but she's mainly having fun when she's 
fighting. She's similar to Mega Swampert, but I imagine Mega Medicham to be more scrappy and fun loving punk, 
while Mega Swampert is more of a conceited and tough bodybuilder type. 

And we get some other good moments. Noivern's planning a band! Bisharp and Medicham grow closer! Mamoswine 
reads a book! Hopefully the next episode will live up to the hype. 

Next Episode: What? Who's this host? Mew gives up the mantle and a challenge that is both fun and unique is given 
to the campers instead. Some of the contestants bond with one another during the time, while one contestant is 
content in ruining everything for everyone else. One camper makes a huge mistake and breaks a rule during the 
challenge. One contestant is frantically trying to find a way to fulfill their dreams. And in the end, a twist makes for a 
shocking sendoff for a contestant. 

Bronzong: Review. Like, I'm not gonna tell you why. Just review. Yeah. 



*Chapter 21*: Mew's Fantastic Fair of Fun! 

It's time to get another up. I hope you guys enjoy it! 

Also slight error last time: Mew IS actually the host of this chapter. 

ALSO IMPORTANT INFORMATION: For the first time, I have gone back and changed something. As far as chapters 
go, I have never done this, but I went back and changed Total Pokemon World Tour Chapter 38- namely, Hypno's 
backstory and secret. 

Long story short, Hypno is a shiny now rather than his overcomplicated original backstory. This makes things a lot 
simpler and easier to go with. As for the chapter, very little was really changed, but the scenes with Hypno, and 
multiple other scenes with Hypno, have been changed to reflect this. 

Any reasonable questions, shoot me a message and all that. :) 

000 

"Hi everyone, welcome back to another premiere of Total Pokemon Party!" announced Dragonite. 

"We're pleased to have you joining us once again for another showing of your favorite reality stars!" added Lapras, 
smiling. 

She looked around the house, which was just as bustling as usual. In the corner near the TV sat Gardevoir, who was 
talking animatedly with Bronzong. While he didn't seem to be particularly happy about the situation, the bell was 
relaxed and seemed to be pretty comfortable in his armchair. Nearby, Mismagius was talking with Ninetales on some 
beanbag chairs, though their conversation appeared to be private. Celebi had returned once again, making her 
rounds to the other Legendaries that had attended- Zapdos and Articuno had paid a visit, and were currently taking 
up a large portion of the kitchen with their bulk. Arcanine leaned against a countertop nearby, eyeing the legendaries 
curiously, while Garchomp, who was loitering by one of the windows, was making short discussion with a nearby 
Mawile. Finally, Wooper and Marill had been cornered by Trapinch, and were looking rather awkward as Trapinch 
was blabbering on about SOMETHING. 

"Well, who should we visit first?" asked Dragonite, smiling brightly. 

"Er...no offense but I really don't want to talk to ANY OF THESE PEOPLE," whispered Lapras. 

"Why not?" asked Dragonite, frowning in confusion. 

"No offense but all of this looks really awkward...," muttered Lapras. 

"Fine...I'll go then," offered Dragonite quietly. Dragonite motioned the camera to follow him, before he realized that 
everything DID look a little awkward...well, other than the Legendaries, but they were big and kind of scary...he 
decided to see Gardevoir and Bronzong first. 

"So...Bronzong and Gardevoir!" he said cheerfully, sitting between them. "How are you tonight? Cacturne not 
around?" 

"He's uh...handling some business," offered Gardevoir, putting on a small smile that looked a bit forced. 

"Business? Like...musical business?" 

"Like taking Houndoom out drinking with him, Charizard, and Rhydon business," mumbled Bronzong. Nearby, 
Ninetales's ear twitched. 

"O-oh...that's a sort of strange combination of people to go together," commented Dragonite. "Wait, Cacturne drinks?" 
"He doesn't, but someone has to be sober," said Gardevoir. 

"And...Rhydon went with them?" 

"Well, yeah, they weren't on necessarily good terms on the show but welL.Rhydon's not so bad now...he's a pretty 
okay guy and he's Charizard's good friend," admitted Gardevoir. "Have you seen his girlfriend? She's a sweetheart, 



she probably wouldn't be with him if he was all bad." 

"Or she's stupid," suggested Bronzong. 

"Talking of girlfriends...," added Gardevoir. 

"No." 

"Come on Bronzong, let me try and set you up on ONE date!" begged Gardevoir. 

"Oh? You're trying to get Bronzong a date?" asked Dragonite, curious. 

"No she is NOT," snapped Bronzong. "Have you seen those blind date shows? They're either completely fake or all 
butterflies and idiotic rainbows. I do NOT want a date, Gardevoir. I am perfectly happy in my state of lonely 
indifference." 

"But I could find you a girl that suits your wants! Plus, you wouldn't have to be so lonely anymore!" protested 
Gardevoir, scowling at him. "Besides, I know you take time to warm up to other Pokemon, but once you do, you're 
just as nice as-" 

"-a room full of Primeapes on a bad day," finished Bronzong. "Besides, I already know this’ll be a slippery slope. First 
you'll want me to go on a date, then double dates with you and Cacturne, and then you'll be trying to plan MY 
wedding instead of yours..." 

"Can't you just at least tell me your type? Just one word." 

"Absent," drawled Bronzong. 

"You're utterly impossible...maybe I'll try to hook you up with someone at the wedding...you know, the one YOU 
RSVPed to the day after." 

"Shut. Up. Woman!" growled Bronzong. He flashed a look at Dragonite. "And you...there has to be SOMEONE better 
to interview around here than us." 

"Well uh...l mean...oh, right, off track...so Bronzong! Thoughts on your departure?" asked Dragonite, trying to shift the 
subject so he could at least get something out of the bell. Gardevoir flashed Bronzong a look that screamed that their 
conversation wasn't over. The bell heaved a sigh. 

"I did some good. I did some bad. I don't really want to discuss details about it. It's over, I can relax and move on." 
"Anyone who you want to win? Or want them to watch out for?" 

"Besides Mr. B? I'm still trying to figure that one out. As for anyone else, Krookodile's as much of a scoundrel as usual 
and Bisharp's a tyrant. Nothing new." 

"Nothing about your old enemy Alakazam?" 

"He'll be out before long. Too many enemies, as usual. Honchkrow and him are in a spiral to the end. I'm just curious 
who's gonna fall first." 

"And...no one you want to win?" 

Bronzong was silent. 

"Say it," said Gardevoir, smirking. 

"No." 

"C'mon, you admitted he was your friend." 

"We're not doing this." 

"He wants Banette to win," whispered Gardevoir. 

"I’m leaving," stated Bronzong flatly. He got up and headed towards the door. "Where's the nearest bus stop?" 



"Wait, Bronzong you...urgh, you're so difficult!" hissed Gardevoir, chasing him down. Dragonite watched them go, 
before shrugging. 

"I guess uh...okay then!" said Dragonite, smiling. He floated over to Lapras, who was talking with Mismagius and 
Ninetales. 

"Hello Ninetales!" said Dragonite a bit warily. Lapras gave him a tiny nod. Ninetales turned to face the dragon with a 
small smile on her face. Ninetales was looking a bit unkempt- her fur wasn't nearly as sleek and well groomed as it 
usually was, and her eyes seemed tired with a few bags underneath. She gave Dragonite a courteous nod. 

"Hello there Dragonite." 

"And hello to you too, Mismagius," said Dragonite. Dragonite gave Lapras a glance of confusion- now that Mismagius 
and Gardevoir had made up, it was a bit surprising to see her not sitting with her old friend. Maybe it was still 
awkward between them. 

Mismagius gave a small wave. "Hey. Ninetales and I were just talking advice." 

"Oh? What kind?" 

Lapras shook her head, but Ninetales had already started talking. 

"Relationship advice. Mismagius and Roserade are having a couple of problems. Mismagius wanted my input as I'm 
a bit...well, at least now I'm experienced in that regard." 

"Ah...l see...l mean, if it's private we can leave," offered Lapras. 

"It's fine," said Ninetales, giving a sad smile. "It's just how life is...sometimes you don't always work out for the better. 
Houndoom and I had something good once but...it's not really the same anymore. I've made my mistakes, he's made 
his...I'd rather not go into details." 

"Oh...well, that's fine...so...Mismagius, are you having a problem?" asked Dragonite. Lapras groaned internally. 

"Well...no...not really I mean...it's just...Roserade sometimes says things that can bother me," mumbled Mismagius. 

"Such as?" asked Dragonite, smiling. Lapras loved him with all of his heart, but the last thing she really wanted to 
hear was another one of Mismagius's relationship problems. She moved away, shifting towards the kitchen towards 
Arcanine and the others. 

"Well Roserade's very uh...honest. Which is NICE, don't get me wrong but I dunno.J just...I'd rather her not comment 
on how pretty Gardevoir is," grumbled Mismagius. "And I mean like, I get it, Gardevoir's pretty, but after the fiasco on 
World Tour..." 

Dragonite finally understood why Mismagius was over here and not with her old friend. But rather than getting fired 
up, it was good to see Mismagius trying to handle the situation calmly. 

She sighed. "And the last thing I want to do is get Gardevoir involved, we JUST got back on good terms and it's not 
her fault she's so precious and gorgeous and...ugh. I'm such an idiot." 

"She isn't perfect," pointed out Ninetales. "Gardevoir makes mistakes just like you." 

"Not mistakes like Trevenant," growled Mismagius, her eyes hardening. 

"Talking of which, anyone hear about him lately?" asked Dragonite, frowning. 

"Still in physical therapy...he uh...really got a number did on him," commented Mismagius. "But the point is...I 
dunno.J feel like I really rushed into this...l might need to take more time to figure out myself before doing ANOTHER 
relationship...I think that was my mistake with Trevenant." 

"...well it might not hurt to take a break...maybe see how you feel after some time and then talk with Roserade?" 
suggested Dragonite. 

"Sounds like a good idea...I'll talk to her tomorrow," said Mismagius. "I'm gonna grab a snack. I'll be back in a few." 
Mismagius floated off. Ninetales watched her go with a bittersweet smile on her face. Dragonite glanced at her. "Are 



YOU okay?" 

Ninetales shrugged. "If you want the truth, Dragonite, it hurts. Losing someone who meant the world to you at some 
point always hurts. Even if we don't feel the same anymore, I can reflect on the times when everything was perfect. 
But then I made a horrible mistake with Arcanine, and Houndoom forgave me for it when he shouldn't have. Now I try 
to be honest but struggle to make decisions, and he's too blunt and when he's angry, he has a card to play against 
me. It’s become a bad thing and it's better for both of us if we're rid of it. I only hope that we can be civil again soon." 

Dragonite sighed. Ninetales may have made the mistake, but Houndoom wasn't known to handle problems well- the 
dog had well known anger issues. From the sounds of it, it was better for both of them. "Good luck, Ninetales." 

"Thanks." 

Dragonite floated away, deciding to approach the Legendaries and Arcanine, who had finally worked up the courage 
to go talk with them. Articuno and Zapdos were currently laughing about something, while Arcanine had a nervous 
grin on his face. 

"What's going on over here?" asked Dragonite, smiling at the sign of no drama for once. 

Articuno smirked. "Arcanine here just asked if he could hang out with us, as his species is known as the 'Legendary 
Pokemon'." 

"Old joke, but still a good one," chuckled Zapdos. "Believe it or not, you'd be surprised at how no one thinks to ask to 
chill with us. We're a pretty cool bunch, in my opinion." 

"So...Articuno and Zapdos uh...how are things?" asked Dragonite. 

Articuno shrugged. "The same as usual. The Legendary duties are so simple and so complicated. We guard our 
islands, our various homes...and in our case, we also deal with weather in our regions...I keep track of snow, Zapdos 
of storms, and Moltres of clear weather- he also brings about spring." 

"Which is why Moltres is so grumpy- Articuno only has to work one part of the year and in certain places," joked 
Zapdos. 

"Yes well, he doesn't melt in the heat," drawled Articuno. 

"You don't melt around Ho-Oh," commented Zapdos with a smirk. 

"I keep hearing things about Ho-Oh, is he that cool?" asked Arcanine. 

"He's the nicest and coolest guy. There's no argument for it," said Zapdos simply. "And since he's dating my sister 
here, we chill out with him a lot." 

"What OTHER Legendaries can you tell us about?" asked Dragonite, his tone curious. 

"Depends. Who do you want to hear about?" asked Articuno, smiling at them. 

"Uh...how about Reshiram?" asked Arcanine. 

"Kind of a prat," said Zapdos, shrugging. 

"Zapdos!" 

"He is!" 

"Reshiram is very...honorable and kind...brutally honest at times...but he's a very polite Legendary," explained 
Articuno. 

"Yeah, a very polite prat," agreed Zapdos, earning a glare from Articuno. 

"How about the Deoyxs siblings?" asked Dragonite. "I've been curious ever since I heard about Mewtwo and S..." 

"S is pretty chill...I guess all of the speed makes the world seem slow for her, so she's sort of slowed herself down as 
a result...she used to be really hyper," explained Zapdos. 



"As for the others...A is aggressive and she loves to tight...N is pretty neutral, he's an all around good Pokemon...and 
welL.D is sort of a geek," said Articuno. 

"Damn...," muttered Arcanine. "Hey, what about-" 

Dragonite had already moved away to let Arcanine continue to unload his barrage of questions. He found Lapras near 
Mawile and Garchomp and decided to join her. 

"Garchomp and Mawile, how's it going?" asked Dragonite. 

Mawile smiled and waved, while Garchomp immediately scowled, before she sighed and gave Dragonite a nod of 
acknowledgement. Dragonite scratched his head- it was well known that Garchomp was not a fan of him, but on the 
other hand, it seemed like she was getting a handle on things. 

"It's been okay...Garchomp was telling me about the latest challenge that's happening," said Mawile. 

"Oh yes, that one," said Dragonite, grinning. "I only wish I got to host this one, but I guess Mew really is the challenge 
king...this is gonna be a blast. So Garchomp, you're gonna be working in that challenge." 

"Yeah," muttered Garchomp. "Didn't really want to but I...well...maybe it'll give me more time to hang out with you 
guys before this is all over...maybe talk with uh...Pokemon." 

Mawile sighed. "Charizard can wait...you need to work on you. And you can see I'm not awkward around Wooper, 
right? Look- he brought his new girlfriend and he was STILL friendly to me." 

"Wooper was a whole SEASON ago," snarled Garchomp 

"Back onto that challenge- what does have Mew have planned? I've heard that you and Dragonite are going back to 
the island for it, but I'm not sure exactly what it'll be," interrupted Lapras. 

Dragonite grinned. "I think it's an amusement park, but don't quote me on that." 

"Yeah, it's a damn theme park- some challenge," snarled Garchomp. "I hate those places." 

"You hate those ROLLER COASTERS," said Mawile, smirking. Garchomp started growling. 

"Mawile, I haven't heard much about you- what's going on with your life?" asked Lapras kindly. 

Mawile shrugged. "I got a new job, I guess. I help run a bookstore- still dating that same Machop as I was in World 
Tour, so that's good. Not as awesome as being on a show for money but it makes ends meet." 

"Must have some popularity for the store, since a famous celebrity works there," pointed out Dragonite. 

"I draw and stay low key- I'm not big on the spotlight, y'know?" muttered Mawile uncomfortably. 

"Fair enough...well...I suppose we only have one group left to see...Dragonite, do you mind?" whispered Lapras. 

Dragonite glanced at Trapinch who was still babbling to Marill and Wooper. Wooper seemed to be horribly awkward. 
Dragonite flew over to attempt a rescue. 

"And what are you three up to?" asked Dragonite. 

"Oh nothing...hey Dragonite, do you have any news about Diglett? Because Wooper and Marill have been so busy 
being selfish and happy together that they haven't been thinking about Diglett since they have no idea where he is or 
what he's doing and I'm trying to track him down because I think Diglett made a huge mistake in dumping me and 
because I personally think that we'd still be great together-" 

"Help me," whispered Wooper. Dragonite nodded. 

"He sent me a message saying he wasn't feeling well." 

"SO HE'S AT HOME?" asked Trapinch, eyes gleaming. 

"Er well...don't know where he is...," said Wooper, smiling. 



"Maybe hospital," added Marill. 

Trapinch groaned. "UGH! I'm wasting my time! I need to go find Diglett!" 

With those words, she quickly scuttled to the door and slammed it as she ran off. Dragonite, Wooper, and Marill 
cringed. Dragonite leaned in close to Wooper. 

"Where is he?" 


"A bunker deep underground with three weeks of food and entertainment. He has a lot of comics," whispered 
Wooper. 

"Yikes," whispered Dragonite. "So has she been hounding you?" 

"Unfortunately- with Mamoswine and Luxray back on the show, I'm the only one who really knows Diglett...not to 
mention that I'm kind of like...easy to find," said Wooper with a chuckle. 

"You should tell her to leave you alone!" protested Marill. 

"Meh.Jt's kind of funny in a sad way sometimes," said Wooper with a shrug. 

"So...how goes it for you two?" asked Lapras, moving towards them. 

"Oh, same old same old...MariH's doing some comedy gigs, and I'm just sort of...plodding through life!" explained 
Wooper. 

"Although the gigs are mainly me being comic relief...but one day! One day I'll knock 'em dead so hard, the comedy 
club will turn into a cemetery!" vowed Marill. 

Nearby, Garchomp groaned at the bad joke. Marill seemed proud. 

"Well...for once, it seems like everything is going...sort of okay," mused Lapras. "Other than the whole situation of 
awkwardness between Ninetales and Houndoom, there hasn't been much drama tonight." 

"Yeah...that's actually a pretty good thing...and since Houndoom's out drinking, we don't have to deal with it!" added 
Dragonite brightly. 

There was a knock at the door. 

"At this hour? The party started ages ago!" protested Lapras. "I wonder who it could-" 

The thought wasn't finished as Rhydon kicked down the door. Houndoom and Charizard burst into the room, cackling 
loudly. Charizard proceeded to flip off the entire room. 

"SUP BITCHES!" he roared, before coughing and flopping onto the floor. Cacturne made his way in, struggling with 
Rhydon on one shoulder and Houndoom cackling maniacally. He threw Dragonite a look that screamed "HELP ME". 

"Oh man!" yelped Dragonite. "Uh...that’s all for this show! You'll see us sooner than you think!" 

000 

"Competition is thinning fast...and I tink dat while Mr. B is certainly a jerk...I gotta keep an eye on dat 
genius...," mused Honchkrow. 

000 

"Bronzong out of the picture is PERFECT...unfortunately, I made a promise to Honchkrow...let's see me 
wriggle out of this one," grumbled Krookodile. 

000 

Noivern groaned as she crossed off Bronzong's name. "Damnit, I'm running out of potential people in my 
band..." 


000 



"In the quiet moonlight, as we rest by the sea there's the lovely Spinarak girl...," sang Luxray. "She looked real 
surprised, and it showed in her eyes, when we went for a sail 'round the world. And now I've grown old and I've 
settled on down, and I now have a lovely wife...but I won't forget the kisses, of the beautiful missus, Spinarak for the 
rest of my life..." 

Noivern sighed, staring at Luxray miserably. "I'm so bummed she doesn't want to join my band, can you hear that 
voice? It's INCREDIBLE." 

Gliscor chuckled as he took a bite out of his meal. "I mean, pirate shanties aren't really your style of music anyway." 

The two of them had decided that another double date with Mamoswine and Luxray was worth a try. They had 
decided that it would be best if Mamoswine did not have a constant supply of food to fuel him and Luxray's antics. It 
had been a good payoff, and the two of them were a bit calmer than natural. The air was crisp and nice as they sat on 
a hill near the base of the mountains. Luxray was currently attempting to garner support of the plants with her nautical 
songs. Her plan was to turn the land itself against the other competitors, using the Island as a weapon to win Redux. 
She had previously written a contract promising the Island a really cool hat if it complied. Noivern was strumming her 
guitar thoughtfully, while Gliscor ate and played on his game system. Mamoswine, on the other hand, was extremely 
quiet- his nose was buried in Looking Through The Loopholes . The book was a garish cyan color with Mew's face 
plastered on the front. Noivern glanced at it. 

"You're STILL reading that thing?" asked the flying dragon. "I know he told you to read it, but he's not going to 
PUNISH you for not reading the whole thing." 

"I know, I know," admitted Mamoswine. "But...it is actually kind of interesting, at parts. I mean, it depends on the 
chapter. Like, Tips and Tricks to Prove Your Significant Others Wrong is a bit droll, but I quite liked Working 
Loopholes for Workplace. Blackmail and Extortion Loopholes is actually kind of shocking, that's Chapter 15..." 

"It sounds like it'd be bloated with ego and pride...like Mew," piped up Gliscor. 

"Oh, it is. But it's kind of cool to see how his mind works." 

"Dang...maybe that'd be an advantage for the upcoming challenges...bands are important, but I'll need the money to 
run it...are you SURE Luxray wouldn't want to do it?" muttered Noivern. 

Mamoswine chuckled. "She's already being fought over by most engineers and scientists to join their companies. Her 
skill set is great. The only problem is she always wants to switch jobs. At one point she wanted to just open a food 
truck, and the week after she was doing forensics." 

"Dang," said Gliscor, before dying in his video game. "AW, DOUBLE DANG!" 

"BUT I WOULD BE HAPPY TO ENDORSE AND SUPPORT YOU IF I WIN THE BIG BUCKS AT THE END!" yelled 
Luxray from right above Noiven, causing her to jump. 

"Yo, for real? That'd be sick!" 

"I COULD ALSO DRAW YOUR BAND A LOGO!" yelled Luxray. 

"Wh-what? No way...you can also-?" gasped Noivern. 

"AND SUPPLY YOU PLENTY OF SKULLS FOR YOU TO SIP UPON THE ESSENCE OF YOUR ENEMIES SOULS-" 
"Okay, Luxray, dial it back a bit." 

"WE CAN RESTRUCTURE DEBBIE INTO A TOUR BUS. THE SOULS OF OTHER CARS ON THE HIGHWAY WILL 
BE DRAINED AND ADDED TO YOUR OWN MUSICAL BRILLIANCE." 

"Alright Luxray, let's uh...not drain the souls." 
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Kabutops stepped into the clearing, yawning as he glanced at Banette and Gengar. Gengar waved happily, while 
Banette gave a wave to Kabutops. Kabutops glanced around, but Weavile was nowhere to be seen. 


"Weavile not coming?" 



"She's waiting in line for a shower- you'd be amazed at how long Honchkrow preens herself," explained Banette. "I'd 
figure I'd explain some plans to her later, but we have to get a handle on the current situation. Might as well meet up 
with you guys now for it." 

"Right...the plan...Mr. B or Krookodile. Unless you think they're the same dude," said Gengar. 

"I'm not sure about that- Krookodile doesn't seem to have the brains for it," argued Kabutops. 

"Does Mr. B really have a smart plan? So far he's just left cryptic notes and everyone goes nuts and causes a huge 
blowup before the elimination ceremony. That's how he works," explained Banette. "No real work required." 

"So...who's sort of pattern does the guy fall into? Breaking Tyrunt and making threats...if Weavile wasn't on our side, 
I'd guess it's her," said Kabutops. 

"And she did get Mismagius out...maybe it was for you!" gasped Gengar. 

"Guys...you're thinking about this backwards," said Banette. "You're not gonna find out who Mr. B is at all like this. 
And I'm pretty sure it isn't Weavile." 

"How do you figure?" demanded Kabutops. 

"Because you're focusing on what he DOES," explained Banette. "You need to look behind it and see what HE or 
SHE is doing. What did the letters DO, Kabutops?" 

"They uh...scared everyone and pissed everyone off?" muttered Kabutops. 

"Right...but would that work if they were from, say, Trevenant?" 

"The pissed part, definitely, but not the fear and stuff...why is everyone so freaked out by this guy?" asked Gengar. 

"Because we don't KNOW who Mr. B is. That's the main problem. We're scared because they're anonymous. And 
when they cause a problem, what does Mr. B do?" 

"Well...he tries to get someone eliminated," pointed out Kabutops. "But I don't see-" 

"No. There's something more there. Mr. B is deflecting the attention off of himself. We get the letter from them, 
remember Gothitelle and Crobat. No one cared about who Mr. B was after that letter was received. They all focused 
on Gothitelle and Crobat! That's what he or she does, guys! It's all a big distraction ploy." 

"You're saying that...Mr. B's just trying to trick us into eliminations because they want to fly under radar?" asked 
Kabutops. "That's...pretty clever actually. But what about my Tyrunt? That didn't really distract anyone...it just pissed 
me off." 

"And messed with me," added Banette. "I don't like ripped up dolls. Bad memories. That's the one part I don't 
get...why did they do that?" 

"Maybe it's a warning to you guys," mumbled Gengar. Then his eyes widened. "Wait, hang on a second! Maybe...no 
wait...yeah, it could be!" 

"Finish the sentence," drawled Kabutops. 

"Well, uh...remember that coin Froslass gave me? The good luck charm? It was gone this morning!" 

"What? You lost it?" asked Banette sharply. 

"Definitely not, man! I even salvaged it from my kart after Houndoom's challenge. But like...I've been wearing that 
thing daily and it's been going pretty well...but like...it was on my nightstand last night, and now its gone." 

"And the doors don't have locks...," mused Banette. "Anyone could've snuck in and stole it." 

"Someone wanted your good luck I guess," joked Kabutops. "Tough, dude." 

"I think it's more than that...don't you find it odd?" queried Banette. "Think about it. Kabutops's doll...which could've 
been towards him and towards me...now your coin...we won't know unless Weavile gets hit up but...it'd be a pretty big 
coincidence." 



"You...you think he KNOWS about Team Storm?" blustered Gengar. 

"That would be bad," growled Kabutops. 

"Maybe, maybe not, can't confirm it just yet...but if this is Krookodile, he's doing a great job distracting us," admitted 
Banette. 

"Speaking of distractions, I hate to interrupt, but how did you get so good at this?" asked Kabutops. "You're ON Mr. 
B." 

Banette smiled. "Bronzong gave me some pointers...! can better figure out the guy now." 

"I was so sure that bell was up to something. He fits the description," admitted Kabutops. 

"Bronzong wouldn't do something so cheesy or with that much effort. In that case, he fits Mr. B, but the tactics are all 
wrong." 

"And you're SURE it's not Weavile?" asked Gengar. "She knows the alliance, right?" 

"Guys, we've been over this- Weavile was innocent during the bone scandal too, and I trust her." 

"Only because you're banging her," suggested Kabutops, shrugging. 

Banette and Gengar gaped at Kabutops in shock. They hadn't expected him to be so blunt. Kabutops stared. 

"What? We all have girlfriends here, right?" 

"Well.,.1 mean...yeah but...well...," mumbled Banette awkwardly. 

Kabutops and Gengar exchanged a glance, before Kabutops smirked. "Wait...you mean...even though you guys had 
a one night stand...now that you're dating, you haven't..." 

Gengar giggled. Banette sighed. 

"No." 

"Banette, c'mon!" laughed Kabutops, Gengar snickering beside him. "I mean like...l get it if you want to wait, but 
like...you had an affair with a MARRIED WOMAN, I figured you of all people-" 

"It's just a little awkward right now!" protested Banette. "I don't know if I can jump right into that, I mean-" 

"I'm sure," snorted Gengar. "C'mon, not once since you-?" 

"Oh, and you've gotten it on with Froslass all the time, right?" snapped Banette at the phantom. Gengar opened his 
mouth stupidly, before his shoulders drooped. Kabutops gaped. 

"Wait...you TOO?" 

"We haven't been dating as long as you and Seizor!" sputtered Gengar. 

"Long enough, I'd say," argued Banette, smirking. 

Kabutops just stared between them. "Man, am I the ONLY one getting laid out of everyone...well...not regularly 
anymore, but still..." 

"Yes," grunted Banette and Gengar simultaneously. 

"Okay...well uh...in that case I think I’m just gonna...go do some laps in the lake or something...you guys uh...yeah! 
Good meeting!" 

Kabutops scampered off. Banette and Gengar exchanged a look. 

"Well, cheers," said Banette, sarcastically miming himself raising a glass. 

"You and me both," muttered Gengar discontentedly. 



000 


"I mean, not that it matters or anything!" protested Gengar. 
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"Yeah, I mean like...I'm cool with waiting and...god damnit Kabutops, you made it weirder," grumbled Banette. 
000 

Weavile frowned. "I feel like I missed something...hmmm." 

000 

Krookodile stomped out of the cafeteria before letting out a loud belch. He picked some food out of his teeth before 
finding a large vegetable lodged back there. It might've been a day or two old...but Krookodile didn't care, he just 
plucked it out and chewed up. Nearby, a tree shuddered, but the crocodile didn't notice. He just continued to walk 
away, muttering quietly under his breath. 

A pair of yellow eyes lit up in the tree and Crobat emerged, taking to the skies silently as he flew away. "Ugh...did he 
really just...that is so nasty..." 

He fluttered along in the air before he landed on a familiar mountaintop, where Honchkrow was waiting. She was 
laying in the sun, drying off after her long shower and she gave a lazy wave of greeting when Crobat showed up. 

Crobat cocked a brow. "For someone who's got a million plans going on, you sure have relaxed attitude." 

"A lady's gotta relax at times," murmured Honchkrow, yawning and sitting up. "Besides, as of right now you and I are 
in a good spot. With Bronzong, Gothitelle and Trevenant out of da way, Bisharp and Alakazam are both crippled. Not 
to mention our scaly friend. Speaking of dat, you keepin' an eye on him?" 

"Yeah...he's uh...pretty disgusting...but he doesn't seem to have made any moves against us or Alakazam yet." 

"No news is good news," said Honchkrow, shrugging. "So...what do you tink should be our prime objective, here? 
Alakazam? Bisharp? Or maybe figuring out Mr. B?" 

"So it isn't you?" asked Crobat, smirking. 

"No it sure as hell ain't me," snapped Honchkrow. "I get more results when Pokemon know my identity- den dey know 
I mean business." 

"Speaking of business...what's your plan of attack?" 

"Mr. B is a problem and a threat," admitted Honchkrow. "But I tink everyone's going about it da wrong way. He or 
she's gotta be clever, right? So, my entire proposal is dis- eliminate da threats and Mr. B might disappear." 

"...you think it might be Alakazam?" asked Crobat. 

Honchkrow hummed in thought. "Hard to say, really. He's definitely got da brains for it, but it doesn't make sense why 
he'd force Gothitelle in dat position. Bronzong was da best guess so far." 

"That's fair. Anyone else you think? Maybe it's Krookodile." 

Honchkrow tapped her beak. "I definitely could see dat. He's a slimeball and a clever one at dat...still, we can't be 
sure. I had thought it might be Bisharp. What do you tink?" 

"Bisharp? Possibly...but you're gonna have a hard time proving that one. Bisharp's slippery. The only problem I see 
with that is that he's a stickler for rules and competition." 

"Mr. B hasn't broken a rule- he's just tampering wit da voting process," pointed out Honchkrow. 

"True, but do you think it's really Bisharp's style?" argued Crobat. 

"Not really. But he's hiding a lot of secrets. I wouldn't be surprised if it was more than one person even. Maybe he got 
Toxicroak in on it. Or maybe Banette and Weavile are scheming." 



"You think Banette or Weavile too?" 


"Why not? No one's above dis, Crobat. We're all playin' to win. Still, B isn't my priority right now. I have some stuff left 
to finish." 

"So, Alakazam then," said Crobat simply. 

"Sounds about right. Brainiac first, and then we'll worry about da nasty notes," declared Honchkrow. 
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"Attention campers!" The intercom blared loudly and Mew's voice filled the island's air. "I'm going to need all of you to 
head over to the other side of the snowy mountains! Wherever you are, start heading over there now. Veterans, lead 
the newbies over because this challenge is a good one! I want to get it under way soon! Trust me, you'll know when 
you see it!" 

"If he wants it sooner, he should just teleport us there," growled Bisharp, putting away a crossword puzzle and 
heading for the center of camp. 

He arrived in the center, waiting patiently while Honchkrow and Crobat landed. Weavile wiped herself off with a towel 
before heading over as well. As the remaining players made their way out of the woodwork, Bisharp glanced around 
and catching Medicham's eye. She started a little, and he looked away. Right. They had had that talk last time. That 
was still a bit awkward in his mind. 

Eventually all of them had gathered. Banette held up a hand. "Okay guys, I think I know exactly where Mew is talking 
about. I'll lead the way." 

"Yeah, me too. I'll head up there with you," offered Mamoswine. Banette nodded and the two of them began to lead 
the other campers throughout the island's environment. Medicham smiled as she passed a flowery bush. She 
glanced at Bisharp, who was beside her. 

"This is such a nice island...1 wonder what it would be like if Mew was not here. A lovely vacation spot for sure." 

"This ISN’T a vacation, though," said Bisharp shortly. "We have a purpose for being here. No real time to take in the 
scenery." 

Medicham sighed. Back to this again. "I suppose." 

"What do you think's gonna happen today?" whispered Toxicroak to Crobat. 

Crobat shrugged. "Tough to say...I never really went back here too much as a contestant...but I think Mew's 
scheduled to host this time, right?" 

"I think so," agreed Gliscor. "He said we'd know when we saw it." 

They continued walking through a forest. Gliscor peered around. 

"It's not in here right? How close are we to the mountain?" 

"We're around the base right now...we just can't see it through the trees," answered Mamoswine. "If we kept going 
left, we'd eventually hit the swampland, and if we kept going straight, we'd hit some plains and then the desert. We 
have to move forward and to the right and we should be going around the snowy mountains." 

"You know the island's layout quite well," commented Medicham. 

Mamoswine blushed a little. "Well, I've spent more time on this island than anyone else here I think...so I should know 
it more than most." 

"Right...I forgot he was a runner up," whispered Toxicroak to Bisharp. Bisharp gave a firm nod. Mamoswine was 
indeed a threat. Not very active, but he wasn't someone Bisharp was content to tangle with in the finals. 

"I wonder what he's set up this time...knowing Mew, and knowing the old challenges, it's not going to be very easy," 
drawled Alakazam, though he still sounded a bit curious. 

"Well, whatever it is, it should be-" began Weavile. 



"Whoa," muttered Banette, stopping. 

Everyone froze up (although Gengar kept moving and bumped into Banette. Banette and Mamoswine had just 
reached the edge of the forest on the other side of the mountains. Mamoswine's jaw dropped. Gengar moved around 
Banette, before letting out a gasp. 

"Whoa...what the...holy shit, man!" 

"Lemme see!" growled Kabutops, pushing to the front, Noivern and Gliscor soaring over head. Noivern burst out of 
the trees and glanced around, before her eyes widened. 

"OH MY GOD! NO WAY!" 

Ahead of them, close to the enormous mountains, was a huge amusement park. From the edge of the forest, they 
could see plenty of attractions- a ferris wheel, roller coasters, a funhouse, and other rides. Long lines of multicolored 
booths and stalls could be seen clustered around the rides- which included a swinging ship, bumper cars, spinning 
cups, and more. Mew was waiting at the entrance, grinning as the various contestants ran over to him. 

"Hello campers...from the makers of the Total Pokemon franchise, I present to you...Total PokeLand! What do you 
guys think of the scenery?" 

"IT LOOKS OUTSTANDING!" screamed Luxray, flipping upside down and vibrating with excitement. Everyone 
stopped and stared at her for a long time, before Mew coughed. 

"Well, that's good! Because this is the site for our challenge! And for the most part, this challenge is all about having 
fun! You'll be able to explore the theme park at your leisure! You can ride the rides, play the games at various booths, 
and eat the lovely food that has been produced by Mewtwo and other Pokemon...that's right, a few familiar faces 
have returned. Some of your old friends will be here working at this theme park!" 

"So...like...kind of like Gardevoir's challenge?" asked Gliscor. 

"Basically! And no worries, this challenge is extremely fun for everyone. Rather than torturing you all and giving you a 
hard time, we have prizes and things for you to win during your day today. There's no tricks in store today." 

"No tricks?" asked Weavile suspiciously. 

"None. No automatic elimination or anything. There STILL is a ceremony at the end of the night!" said Mew. "Some 
points of interest. Most of the rides are clearly visible...the left side of the park tends to have the booths and food. 
Also, while you can win prizes from games, you'll also win tickets! We have another prize booth that I'll be overseeing 
at the center of the park. And we have plenty of maps to guide you towards your chosen destinations!" 

Everyone exchanged a confused glance. Was Mew really being nice for once? 
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"So like, being straight up, this whole challenge sounds AMAZING!" yelled Noivern. "I could totally win a 
bunch of stuffed animals to trick out my tour bus! Not to mention, I get to like, see all the eliminated guys 
again and eat some good food! And I love amusement parks! I'm gonna ride all of the coasters! 
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"I still can't believe Mew is giving us a day like this...it can't be this easy...can it? What's the catch?" 
questioned Crobat. 
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Mew sighed, seated next to Mewtwo. "With all of the Bellsprout and Dragonite challenges causing problems, 
we felt it was good to give them a break. It's what corporate wants." 

"And you felt bad," added Mewtwo smugly. "Y'know, after all this time, I figured you'd be comfortable 
admitting you cared about them. They DID save you from Giratina after all." 


I DO NOT CARE!" yelled Mew angrily. "I JUST NEED TO KEEP THEM BELIEVING IN ME SO I CAN PUT THEM 



THROUGH MORE PAIN. 


"Whatever you say," said Mewtwo, shrugging. "But I think Celebi's bringing out your inner softie." 

"ARGH!" 
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"Hang on. I have a question," snapped Bisharp. "This is all well and good, but I fail to see the point of all of this. 
Where's the challenge? How do we decide who wins or loses? Elimination? Immunity? I want answers, Mew." 

Mew paused, before smiling. "Ah, yes...the challenge itself...well, I suppose I can sort of give a bit of a spoiler to 
what's going on. So, out of all of my lovely veterans, who remembers the Veilstone City challenge?" 

"The gambling one? Where we had to buy our immunity with the winnings, right?" asked Banette. "What about it? Is 
that what this is going to be?" 

And there it was. Just like that, Bisharp had just reminded all of them that this wasn't a vacation or a day at the park. 
As always, there was a challenge, and Mew hadn't forgotten. Quickly, the illusion of a fun day riding ferris wheels and 
winning prizes vanished from everyone's heads. A few people glared at Bisharp for shattering the dream. 

"Party pooper," muttered Honchkrow. 

"So, as Banette said, YES, the original challenge in Veilstone City was based on gambling, and you had to purchase 
your immunity to be safe!" explained Mew. "And a similar thing will happen today. You'll have to win enough tickets to 
purchase your immunity. Depending on the price of the immunity, you could play it safe and spend your tickets on 
immunity only...but on the other hand, there are other prizes that might divert your attention in the prize shop...such 
as...a new set of speakers for music..." 

Noivern gaped. 

"Or a gourmet cookbook with over 100 recipes..." 

Mamoswine's mouth watered, while Weavile and Luxray both looked interested. 

"And even...oven mitts sized to perfect fit over a certain type of hand...or sickle I presume." 

Everybody looked at Kabutops, who folded his arms huffily. 

"What?" 

"So like...for our safety and convenience...can you just get that?" suggested Gliscor. 

"ARE YOU KIDDING-!" 

"Hold on a moment...you mentioned that there were different prices for immunity...for what purpose are there different 
priced immunities?" queried Alakazam. 

"Well, that depends...how long do you want the immunity to last?" asked Mew, smirking. 

"What? Explain what dat means!" demanded Honchkrow. 

"Well, obviously, immunity for one episode is pretty good...but what if say...you could have it for two?" asked Mew, 
shrugging. 

Bisharp had his full attention focused on Mew. Honchkrow grinned. Alakazam tapped his foot. 

"Maybe...if you saved up a lot...you could buy three nights of immunity." 

Krookodile's eyes gleamed. Bingo. 

"So the way this challenge works is easy...l have six immunities. Three of them will grant immunity tonight- you're 
safe. Another two will give you immunity tonight AND next episode. And for one determined player, they can buy the 
immunity for tonight AND the next two challenges! And you all have a fair shot, because the challenge only ends 
when all six have been bought. Any questions about the goal before I can move on?" 
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"That's my goal. Right there," rasped Krookodile. 
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"We CAN'T let Krookodile or Bisharp or anyone like that get it!" hissed Weavile, looking alarmed. "Three 
nights of immunity for that croc would be a nightmare." 
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"We got a couple more rules to make things more interesting," continued Mew. "You can't ride the same ride or play 
the same game more than once. You have a ten minute wait time before you can play it again. That way, we have no 
one hogging the roller coasters or ring toss games." 

"Excuse me, but how does one earn tickets for riding a roller coaster?" asked Alakazam, frowning. 

"Glad you asked! You obviously get some tickers as a consolation prize, but on some rides, there will be tickets on 
the sides of the attractions or hidden on obstacles. So, if you're on a roller coaster and you see some tickets along 
the ride, try and grab them! Just try not to do anything TOO dangerous. Anything else you want to know?" 

"Benchmark prices for the prizes? Including immunity and others?" asked Medicham. 

"Most low-end prizes are between 1-1000 tickets...better they are, the higher they go. As for the immunities, we have 
three one-nighters for 5000 tickets, two double-nights for 7500, and the final immunity for three whole challenges 
costs 10,000," explained Mew. "Fair, right?" 

"Strangely enough...yeah...when did you grow a conscience?" asked Banette. 

Mew scowled. "Any OTHER questions you want to ask? Any of you?" 

"What kind of games are we playing?" asked Honchkrow with interest. 

"Various carnival games...you win prizes depending on how well you do! Certain attractions have a versus option, 
where you win more for beating other competitors! Anything else you want to know?" 

Everyone glanced at one another. It seemed to be easy. And almost fun. It was weird but...maybe things were going 
to go well today. 

"Well in that case, have fun exploring! Game ends when the immunities have all been purchased!" 
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"Come on, Toxicroak...we've got research to do," explained Bisharp calmly. 

"Research of...what kind?" asked Toxicroak, following Bisharp. "And I thought you'd y'know...uh..." 

"I'd what?" asked Bisharp calmly. 

"Be hanging out with...Medicham?" 

"A truce is a truce, not an excuse for me to spend time with her," answered Bisharp, sounding vexed. "Besides, as of 
right now, my alliance with you still stands. We come first. I'd like to look at the prizes." 

"Why? Don't you just want immunity?" 

"Yes, but it's good to know the game...l believe that big kiosk over there is the one." 

Toxicroak and Bisharp walked around a large yellow building to see Mew sitting at a desk. Behind him, in front of him, 
and all around him were various prizes of different values and sizes. Stuffed animals, cool gadgets, and generic 
amusement park prizes (Bisharp could see inflatable Mew dolls and some crazy hats) were all hanging on the wall. 
And far above Mew, surrounded by gold frames, were tickets for immunity. They were numbered by how many nights 
you would be immune for. Bisharp's eyes focused in on all of them, clenching a fist tight. 

"Like what you see? Anything catch your fancy?" asked Mew. 



Bisharp didn't answer that- the deluxe supply of a laptop complete with writing utensils far at the top was distracting 
him a little bit. Mew had done his research- he knew that the baking set was sure to appeal to Toxicroak and Weavile, 
while the punching bag would've caught Trevenant and Medicham's eyes. The prizs were merely distractions...but 
very powerful distractions. 

"Which one do you want to go for?" asked Toxicroak. 

"Any one I can get my hands on," murmured Bisharp, frowning. "Okay Toxicroak. It’s time for us to go. We'll each go 
earn tickets the best way we know how. Meet up back here in an hour to compare what we have." 

"Okay! You got it!" yelped Toxicroak, running off. 
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"No fucking way, you're here?" yelled Banette, grinning like an idiot. 

Cacturne smiled, tossing darts up and down in his hand. "Yes. I'm here. It's been awhile, hasn't it?" 

"Since you've been here, no. Since we've gotten a chance to talk, yes! How are you?" 

"Good...I see you're all doing well," said Cacturne, nodding to Kabutops, Weavile, and Gengar. Team Storm had 
decided to beeline towards the games, finding that those would probably be the quickest way to play a lot of games 
and earn tickets. Weavile smiled, while Kabutops was looking around. 

"So you're running darts, eh?" asked Weavile. 

"You can all give it a try," offered Cacturne. His stand featured balloons in the background, with Mew's face printed on 
them. The game was obvious- pop the balloons to earn prizes and tickets. Cacturne had some interesting prizes on 
display, including some stuffed animals of former competitors, CDs, and a few more morbid items, including 
snowglobes with the Nightmare Isle inside. 

"Sure...I'll go!" said Banette. Cacturne offered him five darts and he got to work. Kabutops continued looking around, 
before turning to Cacturne. 

"Where's Seizor at? Is she here?" 

"I think she is," said Cacturne. "Not sure where...perhaps she's running a ride or a stand of her own. As for Froslass, I 
have no idea. Sorry Gengar." 

"Who else is here then?" asked Banette, tossing his first dart and groaning when he missed. 

"A lot of us, actually...Lopunny and Swampert were sitting near me on the bus...Charizard is around, but he's nursing 
a bad headache...same with Rhydon. I believe I glimpsed Wooper pushing Diglett in the crowd." 

"So...any tips on what we should do?" asked Kabutops, still trying to find Seizor. 

"About?" 

"Getting through the challenge. You're one of the smartest guys around, not including Alakazam and the rest of the 
geniuses. Help us out here." 

"Well, I can't slip you tickets under the table, but I could offer you advice," admitted Cacturne. He smiled as Banette 
popped a balloon with his third dart. 

"We could use it," said Weavile. "We need to take down Krookodile. He's scraping by on luck and Mr. B. Hey 
Cacturne, do you have any idea-" 

"On who Mr. B is? Not a clue...suspicions, maybe, but nothing concrete," said Cacturne. "As for taking down 
Krookodile...there's a loophole in Mew's strategy." 

"A loophole? What is it?" asked Weavile. 

"You all have an advantage...you can give one person four people's tickets." 

"Wait...you can give tickets to each other? Mew never said that!" protested Gengar. 



"Why would he? He's the king of loopholes!" laughed Banette as he finished his throws. He looked at Cacturne. "I 
popped three. What's that get me?" 

"One of the medium prizes on the back wall, and 300 tickets. Good job," said Cacturne, handing Banette the tickets. 
He looked at Gengar. "Mew never said you couldn't hand each other tickets. Work as a team- that's basically what an 
alliance is. If you gave Weavile or Banette all of the tickets, you could secure the immunity four times quicker. On the 
other hand, keep a close grip on your tickets...Mew never said you couldn't steal them." 

"You think Krookodile would steal our tickets?" asked Weavile, eyes narrowed. 

"Anyone could steal your tickets-1 don't believe Honchkrow and Bisharp are above it," stated Cacturne gravely. "But I 
know you can do it. So, play smart." 

"Okay...my turn for darts!" shouted Gengar, grinning. "Let's do this! 

Banette took a snowglobe and grinned at it. He looked at Weavile. 

"What do you think?" 

"I think we have to be careful- four Pokemon going for tickets is strong but...who's to say the others will play fair?" 
asked Weavile. 

"Fair point. Let's rock, but be careful. I don't trust that croc...or many others." 
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"So you're running the roller coaster?" asked Luxray. "SPLENDID. I BELIEVE THAT THIS SHALL BE A HELLRIDE 
OF SUFFICIENT INSANITY!" 

"It's good to see you too, Luxray," said Lileep, nodding to Mamoswine. "How's it going?" 

"MOLTO BENE." 

"How about you Lileep?" asked Mamoswine. "Are things going okay with you?" 

"They're going marvelously! Bellsprout and I are going on a vacation for a week soon. Going to see Hoenn and visit 
my old home! It should be really fun! So, would you like to ride the roller coaster?" 

"Yes! TELL ME ABOUT THE STEELIX TRAIN!" 

"Well, the Steelix Train is a big metal coaster, one of the three that we have here!" explained Lileep. "And this one's 
probably the longest one. Luckily, there are lots of tickets hidden along the steel beams of the track, and on the 
scenery surrounding it. Would you guys like to ride?" 

"Sounds fun...and uh...one thing...do you happen to know where the uh...food court is?" asked Mamoswine. 

"Over near the party games- Mewtwo's running it." 

"Oh thank goodness," laughed Mamoswine. "Okay...we'll both ride-" 

"WAIT!" 

Noivern flew out of nowhere and landed on the coaster. "I'M SO READY FOR THIS! I JUST RODE THE 
DRAGONITE EXPRESS IT WAS AMAZING! IS THIS ONE AS GOOD? IT LOOKS MORE METAL!" 

"I guess we have another rider!" laughed Lileep. 

Mamoswine hopped in next to Luxray, while Noivern was far up at the front. They then noticed Kabutops running up. 
"I want one!" he shouted. Then he noticed Lileep. "Oh, hey Lileep. How's it hanging?" 

"Good. Yourself?" 

"Can't find Seizor, but I won't say no to a roller coaster. Gotta nab up tickets for myself." 



Luxray glanced at Mamoswine. "Wait...who should we give the tickets to?" 

"Well, let's give them to you," offered Mamoswine. "I mean, Mew never said we had to keep our own ticket. That's 
totally a loophole- we can give tickets to whoever we want." 

He held up the book Mew had given to him. "I reread one of the chapters to make sure it was allowed. We can give 
tickets to ANYONE." 

"Yep," agreed Kabutops. "And steal them." 

Luxray focused Kabutops with a deadly stare. "You try and steal our tickets and I'll give you a one way ticket to hell! 
AND DEBBIE'S THE BUS THAT'LL TAKE YOU!" 

"Whoa, whoa! Not trying to say that!" blustered Kabutops. "Just warning you...others might be onto it." 

Mamoswine frowned. "Yeah...that's true...okay...I'll worry about that part later! Lileep, start the ride!" 

"You got it!" shouted Lileep, pressing a lever. The large roller cars started to move along the track. 

"LET'S ROCK!" roared Noivern. 

"BANZAI!" screeched Luxray. 

The silver coaster started by climbing a large hill. Luxray and Noivern were vibrating in their seats as the car moved 
higher and higher. Eventually, they reached the top of the massive incline, far above most rides and booths. They 
hung for a moment, before the coaster dropped, flying down the tracks. Mamoswine let out a squeal of shock, while 
Kabutops just grinned. Luxray and Noivern on the other hand, started cheering all the way down. 

It was gonna be a great day. 
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"Today's been crazy! I'm having a blast! Me and Bisharp are gonna nail this!" shouted Toxicroak, punching 
the air. He hit the ceiling and winced. "Oh crap..." 
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"So uh...Mew never said we had to be the one to EARN the tickets we cashed in," commented Krookodile, a 
sickening smile spreading on his face. 
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"Step right up and test your strength!" shouted Swampert, grinning. He stood beside a classic Strength Test machine- 
hitting the target and seeing how high you could make the block fly. 

"Absolutely!" yelled Medicham, hugging Swampert tightly. "I have missed you. Your workout regimens were some of 
the most fun I have had in years." 

"Well, I do try to make things enjoyable for everyone!" laughed Swampert. He handed Medicham the mallet. "Give it a 
spin! Let me see your form!" 

Medicham gripped the hammer hard before bringing it down hard. The block on the pole went shooting up and hit the 
bell at the top, ringing it loudly. Medicham pumped a fist. 

"Excellent! Five hundred tickets for you and your choice out of the prize inflatable hammers we have over here!" said 
Swampert, gesturing to a large barrel full of hammers. Medicham smiled as she grabbed one that looked like a fist on 
a stick. 

"So, how are you?" 

"I'm faring well," admitted Swampert. "This was a nice distraction from everyday life. Yourself?" 

Medicham was smiling, but felt her face tense up a little bit. "Well...er...l do not know...it has been..." 

"Bisharp still bothering you?" asked Swampert. 



"He...he opened up to me after the last challenge...in a way I do not think he has opened up to anyone in a long time 
and...Instead of answers, I am even MORE confused. And on one hand, he can be so...obnoxious, but on the other I 
almost...want to help him." 

"Well, you know what you should do better than I would...I wish you luck. Hey, come back in ten minutes if you want 
to play again!" 

Medicham smiled. "Thank you. I would-" 

"BAMMO! TAKE DAT, YA CRUDDY JERK!" 

Honchkrow grinned before firing the toy gun, knocking down another tin can. Charizard cocked a brow, letting out a 
small flame of astonishment as she let out another squawk of glory. He growled quietly, rubbing his head in agitation. 

"Keep it down, birdbrain." 

"You don't tell me what to do, buster!" snarled Honchkrow, firing off another cork at the cans. So far, she was four for 
four corks. The mafioso bird was a bit better at shooting the toy gun than Charizard was comfortable with. She fired 
off the last cork and grinned, before folding her arms in Charizard's direction. 

"So. Whaddya tink about dat?" 

"I think you have to wait ten minutes before playing again...also, pick any of the large stuffed animals at the top...you 
get that and 500 tickets," groaned Charizard, chucking the tickets at her. She tossed them to Crobat, before giving 
him a nod. 

"Alright, dat's another good bunch for us...so between da two of us, we got about 850 tickets so far...not bad pickings, 
Crobat." 

"We're pretty good at what we do," said Crobat, smirking. 

"Well said. So...we go for da immunities, Crobat. And den we take down Alakazam. It's high time we get dat jerk out 
of here. Last ting I want is him with dat immunity." 

"Yeah, him getting one of those would be...problematic," agreed Crobat. 

"Well, it's a bunch of games and roller coaster rides...how good could he be doing?" grunted Honchkrow. 
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Mawile sighed as she oversaw the ring toss, watching Alakazam throw another ring onto a bottle. He had a perfect 
score so far. She had heard whispers throughout the carnival that the Psychic had been playing up all of the games 
for high scores and tickets. Gothitelle hadn't returned to the island for the challenge, apparently off at a runway show 
for her magazine deal. With no other distractions, the genius had been swiftly and easily collecting tickets by playing 
the various games in the park. Alakazam calmly and casually tossed rings onto the bottles, before completing his 
challenge. He gave Mawile a smirk. 

"Another perfect round for me. These games are a good way to gather up tickets." 

"I doubt Mew expected you to rack them up so quickly...how many tickets do you even have?" groaned Mawile. 

"Well...five rings out of five nets me...how many tickets?" 

"Five hundred and a prize." 

"And seeing as I have 1500 already..." 

"Already?" asked Mawile, gaping. 

"These games aren't exactly difficult. You simply need to use your brain, complete the calculations, and adjust your 
strategy based on tampering or potential tricks set by the booth owner," explained Alakazam. "You can keep the 
prize. I have other business to-" 

"Are you saying these are rigged?" asked Mawile, scowling. 



Alakazam threw her a look. "Charizard admitted that the guns weren't always meant to shoot straight. Would you put 
it past Mew?" 

"No," admitted Mawile. "Okay, okay, take your stuff and go." 

Alakazam nodded and walked away. Mawile sighed at the peace and quiet, before she heard someone else walk up. 
Weavile stood before her, glancing at the ring toss. 

"So...how does it work?" 

"Toss rings, get 'em on the bottles, get tickets based on your score." 

"Okay...I'll play...how many rings do I get?" asked Weavile. 

"Five." 

Mawile handed her the rings and Weavile nodded. She put down her current sum of tickets and gripped the rings. 

She concentrated hard, trying to throw the rings to land perfectly. She missed the first shot. And the second. The third 
she made, but the fourth she wasted, She barely made the fifth, groaning. 

"Two out of five...well, I still get something, right?" 

"You get a small prize and 200 tickets," explained Mawile. 

"Okay...so if I take my other tickets...," murmured Weavile, turning to glance at her stash...only to notice it was gone. 
"HEY WAIT, WHAT THE HELL?" 

Mawile gaped. "Weren't your tickets...right there?" 

Weavile seethed. "I had like four hundred! You didn't swipe them, did you?" 

"Yeah, because I have such a use for them," said Mawile sarcastically. "Someone must've snatched them while you 
were playing." 

Weavile punched her fist on the booth. "Ugh. Give me my tickets. I've got a thief to hunt down." 

Behind Mawile's booth, Krookodile smirked. It wasn't gonna be THAT easy. 
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"I bet ANYTHING it was that crooked croc!" snapped Weavile. "He's gonna get a taste of his own medicine 
before I kick his ass!" 
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Gliscor glanced around, fiddling with his claws. Noivern and him had split up to try and cover more ground. Gliscor 
had earned a few tickets here and there...he had amassed about 1200 so far from a couple of rides and some party 
games. He shrugged and reached down, chomping a hot dog while he waited for Noivern. He smiled happily. 

This was it, huh? Finally, he had time to relax and enjoy himself on the show. After two fiascos in the past two 
seasons, he was finally getting to a point where he could take it easy. And it was nice. The whole thing was nice. 
Especially Noivern. She was REALLY nice. 

He heard some voices behind him and turned around. Gengar and Banette were walking together, muttering to 
themselves. It looked like they were counting tickets. Gliscor gave them a wave. 

"Hey guys. How's your time at the fair going?" 

Banette rolled his eyes. "Well, Gengar already caved and bought a scarf." 

"I BOUGHT IT FOR FROSLASS!" protested Gengar. "It could keep her warm in the cold!" 

"She's an Ice-type and a ghost...I want you to think about that for a second," said Banette, giving Gengar an 
exasperated glance. "We were supposed to pool our tickets together!" 



"Right...we can do that...that's why I'm waiting for Noivern! We're gonna score two immunities together!" said Gliscor 
proudly. 

"Seriously, why'd you get the scarf?" asked Banette. 

Gengar mumbled something. 

"What?" asked Banette, grinning. 

"Well...maybe if I give her a gift or something we can...well...you know...maybe?" muttered Gengar. 

Banette smacked his face. "Are you kidding me?" 

"I'm missing something here," said Gliscor, giving the two a confused stare. 

Banette frowned at Gliscor. "How far have you and Noivern gotten?" 

Gliscor sputtered in shock, sending bits of hot dogs and mustard splattering on the ground. "THAT'S NOT...I 
MEAN...THAT ISN'T...why are you even asking?" 

"Okay, fine...Pidgeot then. How far?" 

"That's not any better! Wait, she's not here, is she?" 

"Nah, I asked Dragonite about it when I rode the coaster," said Banette. "He said she turned down the offer." 

"Thank god." 

"So, my question?" urged Banette. 

Gliscor sighed. "Noivern and I haven't been long enough to even consider that. I'm taking it easy." 

"Fair." 

"So wait, Gengar...you mean you and-" 

"CAN WE STOP TALKING ABOUT THIS!" hissed Gengar. 

"Why is it even bothering you so much?" asked Gliscor, stunned. 

"Kabutops," answered Banette. 

"You and Weavile haven't done anything either!" accused Gengar. 

"Dude, we well.J mean...we already kinda did before we got together but not like...anything since!" protested 
Banette. "Look, Gliscor, we gotta go...Gengar, come ON!" 

"This argument isn't over!" 

Gliscor watched the two of them go away, shaking his head. The two ghosts were swell guys, but a little crazy 
sometimes. Still, he might have to start thinking about that stuff soon. 

"Wonder what Noivern would like...," muttered Gliscor. 

"What about me?" asked Noivern, landing right behind him. Gliscor jumped. 

"Jeez, warning, babe!" 

"Sorry...so...how many tickets you got?" asked Noivern, grinning. 

"I got 1200...so if we add yours...how many do you have? You had 600 when we split, right?" 

"Uh...yeah...about that...l now have urn...200?" responded Noivern, scratching her head. 

"Wait...you LOST some? What? How?" 



"Well I mean...Gliscor those speakers were...really nice," explained Noivern hesitantly. 

"YOU BOUGHT THE SPEAKERS?" 

"They were really good ones and they weren't that many tickets!" blabbered Noivern. "I mean, like, dude, immunity's 
nice but if I don't win, I still have the speakers!' 

Gliscor scratched his head. "I...I guess that's true." 

"Tell you what! Why don't we get you immunity first? We'll pool our tickets to get you a spot!" 

"Uh...sure, I guess..." 

000 

"Noivern fell in the trap, eh?" muttered Gliscor. "Wonder who else did the same?" 

000 

Luxray gleefully flipped through the cookbook. "VICTORY IS MINE!" 

000 

Toxicroak whistled quietly as he held up a yo-yo. "What? It was like...100 tickets!" 

000 

"With no Gothitelle, I have no distractions," mused Alakazam. "Very well. I've scored enough tickets to keep 
myself ahead of the crowd. Time to play hardball. Watch your back, bird." 

000 

Bisharp glanced at the Ferris Wheel before him, wondering exactly how he would find tickets on this thing. He turned 
to see who was hosting it. "Excuse me...can I have an explanation on how this attraction works?" 

Marill hopped around the corner, grinning. "Well hello Bisharp! Is this park to your...amusement? Eh? Eh?" 

Bisharp gave her a look of confusion. "What?" 

"Nevermind," said Marill, sighing. "So, the ferris wheel is sort of a slow attraction. You go around it a few times. As for 
tickets, you get 500 just for riding and there are others that are hanging in the air around the Ferris Wheel. Reach out 
the window and try to grab them all, but you'll need a good reach!" 

"Five hundred just for riding?" muttered Bisharp. "And the option to get more? What's the catch?" 

"It's slow! You'll be on the thing for a little while! Probably between five and ten minutes." 

Bisharp tried to do the math in his head. Was the time limit worth it? Probably. There were six immunities, and he'd be 
far better poised to grab one of them with more tickets- even if he couldn't nab the immunity for three nights, two 
nights or even one would be plenty. He gave Marill a nod. 

"Very well. I'll ride it." 

"Sweet!" 

Bisharp slowly got into one of the seats and sat down, his eyes roving around the ferris wheel. He noticed a crease in 
the seat. He reached in hesitantly and pulled out a few tickets. About 50, all stuck together. He smirked. Not bad. 
Perhaps this event would be more fruitful in the long run. 

"One more, please!" 

Bisharp looked up in alarm to see Medicham talking with Marill. He groaned internally. Any other seat, any other seat. 
But as he heard the door click open, he knew that his hopes were in vain. Medicham saw him seated within the ride. 

"Oh, Bisharp! I had no idea it was you here. Are you already riding or getting off?" 



"Riding," said Bisharp shortly. "If you don't mind, close the door and get on. We're wasting time and I need more 
tickets." 


Medicham frowned but did as he requested, before taking a seat beside him. He stiffened a little but relaxed as he felt 
the ride start. Almost immediately, he stood up and began looking outside. Medicham glanced at him and stood up. 

"Do you enjoy the view?" 

"I've heard you can find tickets hanging around the ride," explained Bisharp. He opened the window and peered 
outside. His eyes gleamed as he saw some tickets attached to a balloon floating by. He sliced the string and caught 
the tickets before holding on. 

Medicham did not seem impressed. "I see. So you're all business as usual. Unlike our talk the other day." 

"Today is business time," snapped Bisharp, turning and throwing Medicham an annoyed look. "I don't have time to sit 
around and discuss feelings all day. If I don't survive challenges, we won't have the chance to talk again." 

Medicham sighed. "Must you have such a one track mind. I am trying to understand you, but you do not make it 
easy." 

"We have our truce- you don't NEED to understand me," growled Bisharp, his eyes scanning around. It was harder to 
focus on the tickets with Medicham yapping in his ear. 

Medicham sighed and opened the window on the other side, quickly finding some tickets taped to the side of the car. 
"It is more than just a game, Bisharp. You can take this time to discover yourself, make friends, bonds that last-" 

"None of which I need. I need the money. Pure and simple. Friendship is secondary." 

Medicham folded her arms. Back to this again. "Why?" 

"Money helps one accomplish their goals." 

"Be serious. Why forsake companionship?" 

"That's personal. Just because we have a truce doesn't mean I have to be your best friend," said Bisharp, turning to 
glare at her. 

Medicham scowled. "No. But you do not have to be cold hearted and rude, either." 

"You're the one who started pestering ME!" 

"Pestering? I was trying to be friendly!" 

"Oh please!" 

The two began to argue for the remainder of the ferris wheel ride. Marill watched from afar. She gave a kind of sad 
smile. So much for the peaceful ferris wheel ride, eh? 

But aside from that, those two TOTALLY wanted each other. 
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"I procured far less tickets than originally planned. I don't want to talk about," growled Bisharp, rubbing his 
head. 
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Luxray was vibrating angrily. "NOT TO BE RUDE, BUT CAN YOU TWO STOP FLIRTING? I NEED TO RIDE THIS 
COASTER!" 

Kabutops sighed, glancing away from Seizor. Turns out she was running the last coaster and he just had to go and 
er...talk with her. Yeah, that was it. Seizor was annoyed as well, but just stepped out of the way. She glanced behind 
her- true, the Typhoon was a crazy awesome roller coaster, which probably suited Luxray just fine...but damn it, why 
did she have to get stuck with such a popular attraction? Diglett was just sitting at the basketball toss minding his own 
business, and Gabite was just reading magazine after magazine while people played her fishing game. Seizor sighed 



and pointed a claw to the roller cars. 

"I'll start the ride. It's the same as all of the other roller coasters, okay Luxray?" 

"I AM SUFFICIENTLY SATISFIED." 

Seizor pulled the lever and the ride flew off. Kabutops watched the carts sail away on the large rails- he had just 
gotten off the ride so...he had like ten minutes to kill with Seizor before he could ride again, right? 

"So...you're looking as good as ever," commented Kabutops, smirking. Seizor rolled her eyes, but smiled. 

"Shouldn't you be hunting tickets?" 

"The others are hunting tickets, and you saw me nab a good chunk off the roller coaster ride," argued Kabutops. 

"With four of us collecting, we've got a good chance of crushing the competition. At least one of us should get the 
immunity." 

"Well it should be you- but I'm not one for alliances," said Seizor. "By the way, any idea on the idols? I have a theory." 

"No...l mean, we just know it wasn't Bronzong," said Kabutops. "I sort of let that thing go. Who do YOU think did it?" 

"Don't get me wrong, Bronzong was a good guess but...I think Krookodile planted the idols. After seeing him carve up 
the tooth in that one episode...well, at least I think he did...the idol just fits in?" 

"And he would've had a good chance to aim for it," murmured Kabutops. "Yeah, that would fit but like...we don't have 
proof." 

"Who says you need proof?" asked Seizor sharply. "Kabutops, be honest with me. This season's been all PROVE IT 
or HARD EVIDENCE PLEASE and you and I aren't those kinds of people. You think someone's out to get you, 
clobber 'em. I don't need to have a signed confession- a good kick solves a lot of problems." 

"So you think I ought to just go for the croc?" 

"What’s stopping you?" 

Kabutops frowned. He hadn't really thought of it that way. "I guess I didn't have a reason to. I sort of let my feuds with 
him die after every challenge, even though I'd love to wreck him." 

"Well, do you need a reason?" asked Seizor. 

"Well, it'd make me kicking his ass easier to explain," admitted Kabutops. 

As he was continuously talking with Seizor, Weavile ran around the corner, looking around, eyes wild. When she 
focused on Kabutops and Seizor (who had jumped to the "making out section" of conversation), she ran up and 
slammed her fist on the booth. 

"KABUTOPS! What do you think you're doing?" 

"Well, I was going to round second base," snapped Kabutops angrily. "Why?' 

"Never mind that!" hissed Weavile. "We've got a problem! Someone stole my tickets!" 

"Ooooh, yeah, we were waiting to hear about that," said Seizor. "I bet it was Krookodile." 

"Well, yeah, who else would stoop that low?" growled Weavile. "We've gotta find Banette and Gengar and get our 
tickets sorted out before the red jerk strikes again!" 

"Okay, okay...I'm coming...any idea where they are?" 

"You don't know? I think I glanced Banette in the games section, playing Cacturne's darts again, he can't have gone 
far. Gengar, no idea. You?" 

"I thought I saw Gengar near the rides. Like in between the ferris wheel, slides, and funhouse. He might be at one of 
those." 



"Okay! Let's go!" Weavile jerked Kabutops away. He threw a glance back at Seizor. Seizor pounded her claws 
together. Kabutops grinned. 

Reason to knock out croc? Check. 
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"Why the hell did I decide entering Mismagius's funhouse was a good idea?" groaned Gengar. 

It had seemed so simple when he had spoken to Mismagius. Three hundred tickets for getting through the funhouse 
and any other tickets he found he could keep...which was only about eighty. They were either well hidden or he was 
blind. Gengar sighed. The entire plan to load one person up with tickets seemed like it could have some difficulties. 
But still, he had to try for his squad. 

"Okay...creeping around this corner is- GAH!" yelped Gengar, jumping as something popped out in front of him. He 
flinched, before staring and realizing that a cardboard Gastly laughing at him. 

"Funhouse is bad enough...haunted funhouse is even more obnoxious," grumbled Gengar, pushing the Gastly out of 
the way. But then he paused, feeling the back off the cardboard decoration...to find some tickets! Jackpot! 

"That's about twenty more...okay...sounds good! That's about a hundred!" 

Gengar tapped his chin. Maybe his luck was changing since he lost that coin. He felt pretty bad about it, losing a gift 
from Froslass like that. But it wasn't as if he had MEANT to lose it- in fact, someone probably DID steal it. Was it Mr. 
B? Krookodile? Aw, he had no clue. But still, it wasn't good. Gengar paused, looking around and jumping again as 
something on a web fell in front of him. Slapping the small Joltik decoration out of the way, he moved forward, trying 
to find a solution to his dilemma. His eyes lit up. The prize booth! Maybe Mew had something there...yeah, he could 
replace the coin and- 

Gengar didn't have time to finish that thought. He stepped on a switch and before he knew it, a crazy looking stuffed 
Bisharp popped out of a picture, giving off a cheesy evil laugh. 

"DAMN IT, I HATE THESE DECORATIONS!" shouted Gengar, stomping his foot. Mismagius had filled her funhouse 
with tons of booby traps, including cardboard displays that popped up when triggered, creepy pictures where the eyes 
followed you, strange mirrors, and Gengar’s personal least favorite, creepy dolls of the other contestants that could 
be set off like traps. He had already encountered a Crobat doll hang from the ceiling and a Wooper doll that had 
popped out of a nearby vase. And each time they had caught him off guard. 

He whacked the Bisharp plush aside, knocking it into a lamp, which started flickering and sparking. Gengar leapt back 
and took a deep breath, before remembering he didn't breath. He groaned and walked into the next room. It was a 
living room, but it was in such a state of disarray that it looked like a crime scene. Sofas were overturned, there were 
scratch marks in the walls, and various dolls were splayed about the room. There was a door on the other side. 
Gengar started walking towards it, returning to his thoughts regarding the coin. 

But replacing it was gonna be bad- Froslass gave him that coin and she would know if he replaced it. Mew would 
absolutely have cameras around the prize shop and then his jig would be up. Gengar smacked his forehead. He 
should've seen that coming. How was he EVER supposed to get further with Froslass if- 

Gengar stopped. No. It was more important that he showed Froslass that he appreciated her. Which he did! He really 
did! But it would also be nice to- 

Gengar shook his head. "I hate you Kabutops, why'd you have to go and make it weird." 

He stepped into the room and flinched when he heard a squeak. He looked down and saw a small Diglett plush 
sticking out of the floor. He relaxed and continued on. They looked lifelike in the dim light. There was a Marill plush on 
a chair, its button eyes staring at him unsettlingly, and he could glimpse a ripped up Swampert plushie sitting in the 
corner. Even the Toxicroak plushie on the floor looked real. Gengar chuckled and gave it a small kick before 
continuing on. 

He reached the doorknob and turned it, before he heard something behind him. 

"Mmmm...hey, why'd you kick me? l...how long have I been out?" 

Gengar felt something grab his foot, before turning around and seeing the plush Toxicroak rising from the floor, 



rubbing his head. 


Gengar let out a terrified scream. Toxicroak's eyes widened and he let out a scream as well. There was a brilliant 
flash of light as the room seemed to come to life. 

The screams continued, only to be drowned out by a maniacal laugh. 
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Gengar was staring at the camera, frozen stiff. 

000 

Toxicroak was sitting in the confessional, shivering. "I...I had entered the funhouse...and-and...l was looking 
around for tickets. And I was in the living room before I suddenly heard something behind me...and then 
nothing." 

He rubbed his skull. "Man my head hurts. But on one side, HOLY SHIT. On the other side...someone took my 
tickets..." 

000 

Krookodile whistled quietly, counting his tickets. "Let's see...l think I'll go polish this little heist off with a 
snack. One more sucker after that? Immunity is MINE." 

000 

Alakazam calmly strolled forward to the ticket palace. He had enough for an immunity. The question was...would 
anyone try to stop him? Alakazam allowed himself a little smile as he fingered the tickets in his left hand. The games 
had been easy, simple enough. It didn't really matter what he decided to go for at this point. Once he had the 
immunity, he could go back and win any prize he wanted. No one had really thought that far ahead- while there were 
a lot of prizes to be won, when did Mew say that you couldn't continue to win prizes after you're immune. 

"It's hard being this clever sometimes," murmured Alakazam. Once he was safe, he could truly enjoy the festival. 
Maybe Mew would allow him more than one immunity to be bought. Alakazam was sure they wouldn't stack but...it 
wouldn't hurt to give his foes less options. 

Finally, it was in his sights. He saw Mew lazily laying at the prize booth. Alakazam's smile widened. He stepped 
forward, ready to cash in his winnings when... 

"Hold it, pal." 

Alakazam stopped, closed his eyes in brief annoyance, before glancing to his side. Honchkrow. And on his other side, 
he could hear the faint beating of wings. And Crobat. Marvelous. 

"To what do I owe the pleasure?" 

"We've heard you've been winning a lot of tickets...so, we'll be taking them," explained Crobat, smiling. 

"Really? Stealing tickets? Is that allowed?" asked Alakazam, mocking surprise in his voice. 

"Totally!" said Mew, laughing. "They've been staking this booth out for about ten minutes now. Sorry, bud!" 

"Well, I can assure you, these tickets are mine," said Alakazam. "Although...you’ll have to take them by force. That 
is...if I'm holding them." 

"You wouldn't have hid them," argued Crobat. "You don't trust anyone for instant here." 

"Except me...and I'm confident no one saw them," laughed Alakazam. Crobat paused. He nodded at Honchkrow. 
Honchkrow smirked and slide her and Crobat's tickets into the ruff of fur around her neck. Alakazam's eyes tracked 
her every move. 

"No use, brainy...you may have use Crobat against me once, but I'm immune to your Psychic little tricks," said 
Honchkrow with a chuckle. 



The two Flying types homed in, while Alakazam closed his eyes. In one brief instant, he immediately threw his tickets 
into the air. Honchkrow and Crobat froze, looking up at the hundreds of tickets in the air. Alakazam ran past them and 
slammed his hand down in front of Mew. 

"You just ditched half of your tickets!" yelled Mew. Alakazam chuckled before slapping his hand onto the table. 

"I ditched about 500 of them, but that's nowhere near half. Anyways, 7'500 tickets. Count them." 

Crobat looked over, eyes wide. "Honchkrow, he still has enough!" 

Honchkrow, who had been snatching tickets out of the air, froze and turned to watch. "WHAT?" 

Mew looked them over, putting them into a machine. The total tickets added up to 7,652. Mew grinned. Not bad...but 
one final test would be good. 

"You SURE you want the two-nighter? The three-nighter is still available if you get more tickets. I CAN give you these 
babies back if you want to go for it. 

"I would like to purchase two nights of immunity-1 don't need more than that," insisted Alakazam. Mew shrugged, but 
grinned. He handed Alakazam a silver card. 

"Just to keep track. And no, no one can steal your immunity card from you," confirmed Mew. "You bought it fair and 
square." 

He reached for his speaker before yelling into the intercom. "ATTENTION CAMPERS! ALAKAZAM HAS 
PURCHASED ONE OF THE TWO DOUBLE-NIGHT IMMUNITIES! THERE IS ONLY ONE LEFT! GET THEM WHILE 
YOU CAN!" 

"Aw, shit!" snapped Honchkrow, groaning. But Alakazam wasn't done yet. He motioned for Mew to pass the intercom 
to him. Mew looked dubious, but shrugged. Alakazam held the device up to his lips. 

"Attention, my fellow contestants," he said, smiling at his foiled opponents. "If you would like a good chance to grab 
plenty of tickets, my remaining winnings along with Honchkrow and Crobat's are up for grabs at the Prize Booth." 

"What?" snarled Honchkrow. "What da hell do you MEAN mine are up for-?" 

Alakazam grinned as he telekinetically grabbed Honchkrow's tickets from inside her neck feathers. With a flick of his 
wrist, he tossed them high into the air, scattering them into the winds. Crobat's jaw dropped. Honchkrow let out a 
chirp of horror. 

"YOU...YOU...!" sputtered the black bird. 

"If you're so focused on me, I doubt you'll be saving all of your tickets," said Alakazam, grinning. 

Crobat frowned. "Oh please. Yeah, some might try, but I doubt our friends-" 

"BANZAI!" screeched Luxray, dashing in and grabbing some tickets before dashing back out towards Mamoswine. 
"COME, MAMOSWINE! WE HAVE PLUNDERED THE INNOCENT! TO THE NEXT ADVENTURE!" 

Mamoswine threw them an apologetic look but...technically, stealing was a part of the challenge. And Crobat and 
Honchkrow were nice and all but...they weren't exactly allies. He plodded after Luxray, not looking back. 

Honchkrow huffed and went to snatch a ticket out of the air, before something whizzed past her. Honchkrow stared. 

"NOIVERN! WHAT DA HELL!" 

"Sorry, Honchkrow, but I need to get immunity for Gliscor!" hollered Noivern, fluttering around grabbing stuff. Crobat 
gaped as Gliscor popped out of the ground, grabbing tickets. He gave Crobat a grin. 

"Hey man, all's fair in immunity, right?" 

Crobat narrowed his eyes. "I can take them back." 

He dashed towards Gliscor, but he kicked up some sand and vanished into it. Crobat coughed on the grains, before 
flapping the dust away. He stared in shock as all sorts of contestants were running into grab their tickets. He saw 



Krookodile scooping some into his jaws from a hole had dug before tunneling away, while Bisharp quickly and 
methodically snatch every ticket in his path. Crobat was stunned. They had all turned on them, just like that. Even 
Krookodile who SAID he'd help take out Alakazam. Were they really that hated? Alakazam smiled at the shocked bat. 

"You always say I'm alone, but don't forget that the only allies you two have are each other," said Alakazam with a 
chortle. "And two is a bigger target. I may be a team of one, but I function better when everyone's against than you 
two will." 

He strode away, a satisfied look on his face, while Honchkrow and Crobat continued to scramble to collect their 
winnings. Crobat grit his teeth. Yeah, working with Honchkrow had been going great so far, but now that it was 
everyone for themselves, they definitely had to grab more allies. It wasn't good to be an island surrounded by a sea of 
enemies. He'd talk with her after the game was over. 

A shadow appeared in the center of the chaos. Some clawed hands popped out and snatched some tickets before 
the shadow slipped away. Once it was safely around a corner, hidden behind the prize booth, Banette popped out, 
grinning as he slightly unzipped his mouth and stored the tickets inside for safekeeping. 

"Sorry, but my alliance is coming first," said the puppet with a chuckle. He felt a yank on the back of his head and 
winced. "Hey, what the-!" 

"There you are! We thought you were in the games section, what gives?" hissed Weavile, folding her arms and 
tapping her foot. 

"Well I heard the intercom and check it out!" said Banette. He grinned and held up his tickets. "Nabbed some from the 
mafia." 

Weavile sighed. "Well, yeah that's good but...well we have bigger problems. Someone stole my tickets!" 

"Someone stole yours?" asked Banette, gaping. "Krookodile?" 

"I don't KNOW who, but he's my guess." 

"Lemme clobber the guy," offered Kabutops. "I don't need proof. Let me wreck him." 

"You're not Trevenant," pointed out Banette. 

"And he's not Mismagius. What's your point?" 

"Look...before we wreck anyone, we need to regroup...we have to plan...where's Gengar?" asked Banette. 

"We came to get you first," said Weavile. "Now if we go find him-" 

"No need," groaned a low voice as Gengar slipped around the corner. His eyes were darting around nervously and he 
seemed to be extremely tired. "Uh...how's our ticket hunt going?" 

"I lost most of mine- they got stolen. I've managed to snag a small amount before I found you guys," said Weavile. 

"I gave most of my tickets to Banette. I can barely hold the damn things," growled Kabutops. 

Banette quickly slid his tickets out of his mouth while no one was looking and put them altogether in his and Weavile's 
hands. Gengar added his to the mix, counting nervously. 

"I organized them by hundreds so...l think we have a little over 5000 actually. Thank god you're the only one who lost 
tickets, Weavile." 

"It sucks. The plan was for all of us to gather 2500 tickets each," groaned Weavile. 

"Well only me and Banette made the grade," pointed out Kabutops. He glanced at Gengar. "Which reminds me...you 
didn't have a lot of tickets and you look like shit. You feeling okay?" 

Gengar stiffened a bit and looked around nervously. It was now or never. "I really do NOT want to do this but 
uh...can...can I make a request?" 

"Sure. What's up?" asked Banette, glancing at the others. What was bugging Gengar NOW? 



would REALLY like that immunity...the first one we buy. Like...as soon as we can." 

"Well we were gonna try and save for the three nighter," said Weavile uncomfortably. 

"I need it," whispered Gengar. "Like, one night is enough! I need it tonight!" 

"Yeah, but why?" asked Banette. "Just like...explain it. Did something happen?" 

Gengar nodded. 

"What’s wrong?" asked Weavile, looking concerned. 

Gengar sighed and began to explain. 
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"Oh, Gengar," moaned Weavile, smacking her forehead. "Gengar, Gengar, Gengar, Gengar...why?" 

000 

"Are you SHITTING me...l just...okay, calm down, we can handle this," said Banette. 
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"GOD DAMN IT GENGAR!" yelled Kabutops, stabbing the wall furiously before his sickle got jammed. Gritting 
his teeth he pressed his foot onto the wall and attempted to pull it out. 

000 

Mew eyed the four campers in front of him, a smirk on his face. "Pooling your tickets together...and what exactly are 
you purchasing today?" 

"We want a one-nighter immunity," said Banette shortly. Mew cocked a brow. 

"Four of you gathering tickets and you're going for a ONE NIGHTER? What the heck?" 

"Can we get it or not?" demanded Weavile. Mew rolled his eyes at the rudeness and proceeded to count the tickets 
using a machine. It turned out that they had a little over 5000. 

"Yeah, sure. But who's it for? Only one of you gets it." 

"Me," said Gengar, raising his hand. Mew shrugged and floated up, grabbing one of the tickets and handing it to 
Gengar. 

"Congratulations," said Mew, before grabbing his intercom. "ATTENTION CAMPERS! GENGAR NOW HAS 
IMMUNITY FOR TONIGHT ONLY! FOUR IMMUNITIES REMAIN, INCLUDING THE TRIPLE NIGHTER!" 

Gengar sighed in relief. "I'm sorry, dudes." 

"Just work your ass off...we might not be able to get the three-night immunity but...maybe we can grab immunity for 
another one of our alliance," said Banette tiredly. 

"Got it." 
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"So let me get this straight," said Bisharp, an annoyed look on his face. "You entered the funhouse to find tickets. You 
were looking around in one of the rooms. Suddenly, someone hit you on the back of your head and knocked you out, 
stealing your tickets in the process. You wake up to someone kicking you." 

"I think it was Gengar," said Toxicroak, rubbing his head. "But I don't remember...but they screamed, I screamed, 
there was a flash and I got whacked on the noggin again. And then you found me. I think." 

"So, in theory, Gengar was the one who hit you the second time. Perhaps you startled him, though that doesn't 
explain the flash. Unless...no, that's unlikely." 



"What's unlikely?" asked Toxicroak. 

"Never you mind. And you know nothing of who knocked you out the first time? They're the culprit who stole your 
tickets." 

"I never saw them," said Toxicroak, shaking his head. 

Bisharp was a little sympathetic. "Well, you probably won't be getting immunity. I, on the other hand, should be able to 
get what I want. I can easily afford a one-nighter but...I prefer to aim for as high as I can. If you wish, you can donate 
your tickets to my cause." 

"Totally, dude!" 

Bisharp smiled. "Thanks, Toxicroak. I'll ask around, see if I can figure out who attacked you. But first, the challenge 
calls." 

"Right behind you!" 
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"Tickets, Mamoswine!" screamed Luxray. "We have the tickets! We have the moves! SOON, IT'LL BE ALL GRAVY!" 

"Well, hold onto my tickets for now," offered Mamoswine. "I don't think I can do another coaster...I'm so hungry! I 
need to get to the food court again." 

"Well, you could always get into an eating contest...if someone challenges you, you'd destroy them!" 

"I think that's why no one will challenge me," said Mamoswine with a laugh. "Besides, I can play some games better 
with a full stomach. And then we can ride the Ferris Wheel together!" 

"Again?" asked Luxray, eyes shining. "Oh...you're the best, Mamoswine!" 

Mamoswine shook his head. "WE’RE the best." 

Luxray purred loudly, rubbing her head against him. "I felt bad for stealing the tickets from those two, but I want one 
of us to be safe." 

"Well, it'll be you," said Mamoswine, smiling. 

Luxray frowned. "You haven't been here long. I think you should keep it because they might want you gone again!" 

."I'll be fine," said Mamoswine with a laugh. "I’ve kept my nose out of things for the most part. I shouldn't be on 
anyone's radar. But you're a wild card and you know how they feel about those." 

Luxray sighed. "Okay. We'll figure it out later. Maybe we can just forsake immunity and buy some fun things at the 
prize booth?" 

"Is that smart?" asked Mamoswine dubiously. 

"No. But it IS fun." 

Mamoswine laughed warmly. "Fair enough. Anyway, I'll be at the food court! Hope you enjoy the next coaster!" 

"I'll see you soon!" shouted Luxray, bounding away. Mamoswine sighed. 

"I love that woman. And I also love food! Food court, here I come!" 

000 

"So, how do da bumper cars work?" asked Honchkrow, eyeing the attraction curiously. 

Rhydon rubbed his head. "It's pretty simple crap, but the only problem with it is that you can either play one player or 
multiplayer. What's your preference?" 


"What’s da difference?" 



"One player, I turned on the bumper cars and they'll drive around automatically. You have to bump them more than 
they bump you and you'll win tickets based on your score. With the multiplayer option, you can play against others, 
and if you win, you'll get even more tickets. So, you interested?" 

"I guess. So I'm da only one here." 

"Didn't say that. We have another guy here already." 

Honchkrow cocked a brow and shrugged, walking into the attraction. It was a wide field with a cool holographic floor 
that changed colors. She looked around at the bumper cars, before she smirked- though they were all the same style 
of car, she had to admit that Mew was great at callbacks- the bumper cars in the attraction were painted to resemble 
the karts from Houndoom's challenge. Honchkrow quickly found the black car that looked similar to her old vehicle 
and sat in it. She craned her head, looking around for her challenger until- 

"I'm right here." 

Honchkrow tensed up and glared to her right. She saw Alakazam casually sitting in his own bumper car, reading a 
magazine. He glanced up, smiled, and placed the magazine in his lap. 

"I've been waiting for you." 

"Da hell? What are you even DOING here?" 

"Since I have immunity, I'm able to do whatever I please for the remainder of the time," explained Alakazam. "From 
winning prizes, to stealing immunities...to preventing you from getting ANYTHING." 

Honchkrow's eyes narrowed. "You really tink you can stop me?" 

"I already have," said Alakazam, smiling. Honchkrow's scowl deepened and she pressed down on the pedal, surging 
forwards towards the smug Psychic. Alakazam's smile widened and he swerved around before ramming against her, 
sending Honchkrow veering into another stationary car. Honchkrow cursed under her breath and turned as quickly as 
she could. She accelerated quickly, but Alakazam rolled out of the way and only got skimmed. He responded by 
slamming his car into hers twice more, sending Honchkrow spinning out into one of the corners. Honchkrow slammed 
her feathered fists on the car. 

"Damn thing...doesn't drive right..." 

"I'd say that the fault lies more with the driver," offered Alakazam. 

"Da hell did I do to ya? Yeah, me and Crobat tried to swipe your tickets, but you WON da immunity. Why not buzz 
off?" 


Alakazam's eyes gleamed as he fingered the wheel. "You challenged me. You chose to take me on and make a 
special effort to see me off of this island. And I've accepted that challenge. But like Hypno before you, I'm not going to 
sit by and just let you take free shots at me. The merge is here, Honchkrow. Who is going to be the first to go?" 

"You," scoffed Honchkrow. 

"Maybe. But I'll break you first. I've caught on to your strategy now." 

"What strategy?" 

"The fact that you have no strategy. You switch your plan every time. You transition from needling me and belittling 
me to make me look weak into making me look strong. Your goal is to annoy me to the point where I go full force, and 
then point out that I'm a threat. You manage to try it in different ways every challenge, but the underlining goal is the 
same. The only thing I have to do is watch you every challenge and figure out your plan." 

Honchkrow was stunned as he called her out so easily, but she kept her poker face on. She put her car in gear as 
she hurtled towards him. "And if dat's true, den why are you having so much trouble wit me?" 

She bumped Alakazam to the side, but he easily returned the favor afterwards. 

"I’ve had other priorities and you know it," scoffed Alakazam. "I already have a good guess as to how this game is 
going to play out." 



"Did your Mega help you out wit dat?" shot back Honchkrow. Alakazam's gaze darkened for a moment, before he 
regained his composure. 

"No. My normal brainpower is enough to figure out how this will play out." 

"Humor me den. What do ya tink is gonna happen?" 

Alakazam gave her a small smile. "You won't beat me." 

"We'll see about dat!" roared Honchkrow, flying forward in her bumper car. 

000 

"He...is so...AGGRAVATING!" shouted Medicham, slamming the mallet down onto the button. Swampert's eyes 
widened as the block slid up and collided with the bell...hard. He smiled sympathetically as he handed Medicham 
more tickets and an inflatable hammer. 

"All I try to do is be kind and understand him and he simply...gets in my face and annoyed with me!" hissed 
Medicham. "I cannot understand it all. Of course he has never had a friend in his life- he simply does not WANT one." 

Swampert shrugged. "Medicham, you can't force someone to like you and open up to you. Perhaps you're going 
about it the wrong way. And I doubt that talking to him during challenges is going to make him more bearable. He has 
a one track mind." 

"But if he just realized that the challenges are NOT the most important thing-!" 

"But he doesn't feel that way right now. Yes, I agree with you, the experience is what counts, but Bisharp has his eyes 
on one thing, and that's winning." 

"So what do you suggest I do?" 

"You won't like my advice," said Swampert simply. 

"Tell me anyway." 

"Leave him alone and focus on the game, and not him," said Swampert. "Let him come to you, if he decides to. 
Besides, I'm pretty sure the best way to get on his radar is to either disobey him or beat him at a challenge. Why not 
focusing on winning this first? How many tickets do you have?" 

"Enough for one night of immunity," admitted Medicham. 

"Save up. There's plenty immunities left. Once you're immune, you'll have plenty of time to talk to him." 

Medicham nodded and smiled. "Fair enough. Thank you for the advice." 

"No problem. Why not head over to Diglett's basketball game? I'm sure your aim is on point," commented Swampert. 
Medicham laughed. "Okay. I will give it a try. Take care of yourself Swampert." 

Swampert waved as she walked away, before heaving a sigh. "You too, Medicham. I hope you know what you're 
getting into." 

000 

"GO GLISCOR GO!" roared Noivern. Gliscor grinned in content as he throw another softball. The object flew into the 
pile of bottles and sent them all crumbling to the floor. Wooper jumped and down, tapping his feet wildly. 

"Good job, Gliscor. That should net you about 400 tickets!" 

"Which puts us at...wait, I think we're above the 5000 count...we could buy an immunity!" said Gliscor. 

"Awesome! Let’s go and tell Mew!" 

"Wait! You also get one of the prizes up there!" shouted Wooper, jumping up and pointing. Gliscor glanced up and 
grinned, grabbing an electric blue stuffed Teddiursa and handing it to Noivern. She blushed a little and hugged it, 



before sliding it under one of her wings. 
"Okay! Now we've gotta grab your immunity! 1 
"You sure?" 


"Of course I'm sure!" yelled Noivern. "I told you I would!" 

As the two turned and moved towards the booth, they heard a loud voice. 

"WHOA THERE! DO YOU SEE ITS EYES?" roared Luxray, reeling in a line while Garchomp watched her with 
uninterested eyes. She yanked the plastic fish out of the water, tossing it in a bucket. "Dead eyes...like a doll!" 

"It IS a doll," snapped Garchomp angrily. The land shark glanced down at her hour glass. "About 20 seconds left." 

"Hey girl!" greeted Noivern, landing next to Luxray. Luxray smiled bright and proceeded to harpoon three plastic fish 
with her tail. Garchomp stared in shock as Luxray turned and talked to the others, all the while spearing fish. 

"Actually, Noivern. I wanted to see you!" said Luxray. "I finished designing that logo for your band!" 

Noivern and Gliscor exchanged a stunned glance. "A-already?" stuttered Noivern. "Luxray I mean...we haven't even 
thought of a name yet. It's like...how do I put it...oh forget it, SHOW ME SHOW ME SHOW ME!" 

"Wait for it," said Luxray. Noivern and Gliscor sat for a moment, as Luxray finished playing her game, receiving her 
prizes from Garchomp and taking her tickets. She groomed herself for a moment before smiling at them. Noivern and 
Gliscor glanced at each other again. 

"Uh, Luxray, where-?" 

POOF! A floating piece of paper appeared in front of the two Flying types, causing Gliscor to flinch. Luxray grinned. 

"I drew it while I was riding the Typhoon! I used this cool paper I created by mixing radioactive materials and cotton 
candy and-" 

"That's cool and all, but can we see it?" asked Noivern, excited. Luxray glanced at the paper, before poking it towards 
Gliscor and Noivern. The two of them looked it over, eyes widening. 

"Whoa...is that..." 

"Cool." 

"WICKED BITCHIN'i" shouted Noivern, before covering her mouth. "I MEAN UH- IT’S AWESOME!" 

"I'm glad you like it! Obviously we can make changes, but I figured the blue fire and the light raining from the heavens 
was a good artistic touch," said Luxray, smiling. "I mean, we'll have to add your band name. But I've got a little bit of 
all of you in there!" 

"Yeah, I see!" said Noivern, noting the sound waves that represented her, and the wings that looked like Gliscor. 
"Where's Banette?" 

"Haven't added him yet! You think there's something he'd like?" 

"Run it by him and find out! Oh man, this is so great!" squealed Noivern. "Now we just need some more members and 
a finished logo and then we can go on tour and have a tour bus with a hot tub and-" 

"Breathe Noivern!" laughed Gliscor, patting her on the back. Noivern took a deep breath and smiled. 

"The dream is coming, bro. We gonna ride this wave or what? BUT FIRST...I am a rocker woman of my word. Let's 
go get you that immunity!" 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"I SHALL FOLLOW- MAMOSWINE HAS GIVEN ME PERMISSION TO BESTOW IMMUNITY ON MYSELF!" said 
Luxray. 



"But where are your tickets?" asked Gliscor, folding his arms. 

POOF! A pile of tickets appeared floating in the air next to the diagram Luxray drew. Gliscor stared. 

"Should I ask?" 

Luxray smiled. "Nope!" 

"Wicked bitchin'," whispered Noivern. 

000 

"Two more immunities gone," groaned Banette. "This is NOT looking good for us. Not to mention, being 
around Weavile all day is just...DAMNIT KABUTOPS." 

000 

"This is looking grim. Time to kick things into high gear," said Bisharp angrily. 

000 

Mamoswine tottered over to the food court. He immediately walked up to Mewtwo, who was sitting next to a pile of 
hotdogs. Mamoswine's mouth immediately started watering as he stared down the pile of hot dogs. 

"Oh man, please tell me those are free." 

"Everything's free on this island," grumbled Mewtwo. "But no. They're for an eating contest. Waiting for more 
challengers and all that-" 

"I'LL BE A CHALLENGER!" offered Mamoswine, his eyes glowing with hunger and happiness. Mewtwo stared him 
down, before shaking his head with a smile. 

"Well damn. I feel bad for the other guy now. But sure, you're in. Head around the booth, you’ll find your plate and 
challenger there." 

Mamoswine happily bounded around the corner, before stopping. There, sitting at the table, was a familiar red and 
black reptile. Krookodile glanced behind him, before a smirk appeared on his face. 

"Long time no see, piggy." 

"You," said Mamoswine, his eyes searching the crocodile's face. Mamoswine wasn't an idiot- he knew that Krookodile 
was the type of competitor who was always up to no good. He was the type to go to any means to win, whether it was 
fair or not, and he had no qualms about who he hurt on his pathway to the top. 

In addition, Mamoswine knew that he and Krookodile did not have the best relationship. In fact, the other Pokemon 
seemed to loathe Mamoswine in particular- the giant pig saw the way he scowled at him and muttered crossly when 
he thought Mamoswine wasn't listening. Krookodile had a vendetta against him, and Mamoswine knew it. The way 
Krookodile had savagely attacked Mamoswine in various challenges, such as Bellsprout's and Lopunny's. But for all 
of his wisdom, Mamoswine had no idea why Krookodile hated him. He knew that there was something wrong with 
him- his skinniness and bad attitude said it all- but he couldn't figure what he did to make Krookodile loathe him. 

"Hot dogs, eh? You ready to lose?" asked Krookodile. 

"I don't plan to," said Mamoswine, eyes narrowing. 

"Good. I can't wait." 

000 

"No one plans to lose," said Krookodile with a sneer. "You MAKE 'em lose. Wanna know Mamoswine's 
weakness beside food? He's a good person. Nice guys finish last." 

000 

"Attention everyone! Luxray has just purchased the second two-nighter immunity, and Gliscor is now in possession of 



another one-night immunity! That means that only the coveted three night immunity and a last one-nighter is left!" 
shouted Mew over the intercom. 

Banette looked up and cursed. "Well, that's shitty. I doubt I'll be able to score enough tickets for the one-nighter." 

"I kind of figured that," muttered Weavile, sitting in a chair and turning a steering wheel. "Isn't that why we just split up 
and just did what we wanted?" 

The two of them were in the arcade, which was happily ran by Gardevoir. Banette was surprised that she had opted 
to sit inside a building all day, but she seemed to be enjoying herself- she was playing a fighter game in the corner. In 
addition, the arcade was heavily air conditioned. Banette was happy to be in here and would have liked it all day long, 
but like most attractions, you had a limited time in the arcade. You could only stay in the arcade for 10 minutes and 
then you had to wait 10 minutes before coming back. 

Kabutops had opted out of the arcade and went to go see Seizor. Gengar, on the other hand, was hungry, and 
decided to go wolf down a burger. 

"You two should really stay positive," offered Gardevoir. "After all, you got one immunity already." 

"To Gengar- if he hadn't royally screwed up, we would've fine," said Weavile, rolling her eyes. "I just hope we didn't 
waste it on him." 

"What did he even do?" asked Gardevoir, turning around with a curious look on her face. 

"Something we are NOT talking about," said Banette. "Let's just agree that it was really stupid." 

"Seriously," groaned Weavile. 

"Mind you, he's been having a rough day," admitted Banette. "So I'll let it slide." 

"Yeah, I was gonna ask how the meeting before went- he's seemed a bit off ever since that meeting," commented 
Weavile, hopping out of the driver's seat. She moved over to play some Pacman. "Anything happen? I asked 
Kabutops, but he just laughed and said that you and him were having some problems." 

Banette scowled at the shooting game he was playing and blasted a robot. Of course Kabutops was laughing- he was 
the only one without a "problem". 

"Did you two have a fight?" asked Gardevoir, concerned. 

"What? No, we didn't have a fight he's uh...just...having some lady problems with Froslass," said Banette. 

Gardevoir looked interested, but didn't comment. Weavile narrowed her eyes in confusion. 

"How? Froslass was eliminated ages ago?" 

"Well...! mean...he's just...he just wants to know they're okay, he's just worried," explained Banette, trying to do 
ANYTHING but tell Weavile what was going on.. "You saw how he got her the scarf? Plus he lost the coin and all." 

"How does that give you a problem?" asked Weavile, but Gardevoir was staring at Banette. Banette felt hot under her 
gaze- shit, she could sense emotions, right. Gardevoir's eyes widened, and slowly, a huge smirk slid on her face. 
Weavile looked away from her game for a moment, waiting for a response. 

"He just uh...wouldn't shut up about it. It was annoying," said Banette smoothly. That wasn't a total lie, but it was 
Kabutops that wouldn't shut up. 

"Oh...well uh...okay then. Wait, you said his coin got stolen?" 

"Yeah, we think it might've been Mr. B. Your thoughts?" 

"Could be. Or Krookodile might've done it. Unless they're the same of course." 

"Yep." 

"Well, after this, maybe we should go try and stop Krookodile. I bet he's got a lot of tickets right now. There's no way 
we're going to outrace him now that we had to abandon our plan and help Gengar." 



"Fair enough," said Banette. "How long as it been, Gardevoir?" 

"Too long for you," said Gardevoir, with Banette glaring at her. "You guys should get out of here." 

Weavile shrugged and stood up from her game, but as she opened the door, she looked at Banette. She sighed 
exasperatedly. 

"Learn to lie better, Banette. I know you're a ghost, but I can seriously see right through you. I'll find out what 
happened after the challenge. Sheesh." 

Banette stared as Weavile walked out. He glanced at Gardevoir, who was chuckling. 

"Don't laugh! I'm screwed!" hissed Banette. 

"Isn't that the OPPOSITE of your problem?" replied Gardevoir. Banette smacked his face. 

000 

"Okay, you two. Winner gets 1000 tickets," grumbled Mewtwo. "This event is worth more, on the grounds that two 
Pokemon have to do it and because you both may throw up later so...any questions?" 

Mamoswine sniffed his hot dogs, grinning, while Krookodile licked his lips. They both glanced at Mewtwo, waiting. 
"GO!" 

Mamoswine immediately dove into the pile of hot dogs, scarfing down as many as he possibly could. His eyes were 
filled with the sights of food, his nose was filled with the scent of food, and soon, his stomach would be filled with 
food. He gobbled them up as quickly as he could, spearing a few on his tusks by mistake, but he'd get those later. He 
continued to eat and eat, but eventually, he glanced to the right. 

He was shocked that Krookodile was managing to keep up with him. The crocodile was grabbing handfuls and 
dropping them into his gaping maw, chomping the food to bits before swallowing. He seemed to be focused, but his 
eyes would occasionally dart to Mamoswine and he would sneer at him. Mamoswine snorted and continued eating. 

They ate. And ate. And ate. And while Mamoswine was by no means full, he was shocked that Krookodile of all 
people was able to go toe to toe with him. Mamoswine wondered what was keeping him in. An enormous appetite? 
Desire to win? Spite? But Krookodile continued on, chomping dog after dog, all the while with a foul look on his face. 

The two continued- Mewtwo kept replacing their empty plates with more and more hot dogs. Mamoswine looked at 
Krookodile. He had to know. There had to be a reason. Maybe Mamoswine could fix it. 

"I have a question...why do you dislike me?" 

"Shut up, porker. I'm eating," snarled Krookodile. "And if you haven't noticed, I don't like most people, and you're 
included in that large number. So shut up." 

Mamoswine scowled. "There's no need to be rude. It was just a question." 

Krookodile stopped. Then he looked at Mamoswine. 

"Okay, buddy. You really want to know why I don't like you?" asked Krookodile, a nasty look on his face. "You have 
everything. You've got money, you've got food, I assume you've got a job, and you've got a nutso girlfriend who may 
be fucking bonkers, but she adores you and is a genius with a job." 

"Luxray is NOT bonkers-!" interrupted Mamoswine hotly, but Krookodile talked over him. 

"Shut up! You have all of this goddamn shit, your life is so wonderful. Perfect for you, perfect relationship, perfect 
goddamn LIFE and you know what you do? You decide, hey! I'm gonna go apply to this stinkin' show that I've been 
on twice already because I want more money and food because I'm a fucking glutton. That's why I don't like you 
Mamoswine. You play this big, friendly, lovable oaf card, and behind it all you're here to satisfy that big stomach of 
yours. Win the game? Please. Most people I'd be okay with seeing walking away? But you? Tubby rich boy who's got 
the perfect life? You don't deserve it. None of it. And now you're back for the merge, instead of somebody else who 
could've used that chance more than you? Please. Go to hell." 



Mamoswine stood there and winced as every venom filled word hit his ears. But on top of Luxray being insulted, 
Mamoswine felt himself getting angrier and angrier. This guy didn't know him at all. Mamoswine turned away from his 
plate and stomped on the ground. Krookodile immediately stood up as well, standing his ground. 

"Uh...guys," said Mewtwo, but neither one heard him. 

"For starters, I am NOT here just for the money," snapped Mamoswine. "I come here to enjoy myself, hang out with 
friends, and have a great time. I do have a very nice life, but there is nothing wrong with me returning to improve it! 
Everyone deserves a good life and to be happy! I want everyone to have a good time, but that's an impossible dream! 
Krookodile, you're the one who's being unreasonable. I have done NOTHING to you and you come along, call me fat, 
lazy, and tell me I don't deserve to come back. Where do you get that right?" 

Krookodile scowled. "Yeah. Everyone deserves to be happy, right? Yeah, maybe, but that's not how the real world 
works, bub. Sure, we can pretend this competition is about happiness and fun times, but that's now it works for 
everyone. And you're a big fat reminder of how unfair this whole thing really is." 

"And you have the right to judge that?" shot back Mamoswine. Krookodile slammed his tail on the ground and let out 
a snarl of fury. Mamoswine stepped back. There was a strange look in Krookodile's eye as he reached for another hot 
dog and forced it down. It was a mix of loathing...and hunger. 

"Yes. Yes I fucking do," breathed Krookodile. "You wanna know why you're Mr. Happy Get Along. Because you've 
never NEEDED anything in your goddamn worthless life. You WANT to have fun, you WANT to do this. Well guess 
fucking what? In my life, I never got to WANT anything. Instead, I had needs. Like finding enough food so I don't 
starve. Or finding some way to sneak into a gym so I can take a shower. You want to have fun, Mamoswine, but I 
NEED this money like no one else here. So if and when I lose my one chance to get out of this worthless life I've got, 
at least you had the fun you wanted to have, right?" 

Mamoswine was stunned. "Krookodile, I-" 

"No. Shut that mouth of yours!" growled Krookodile. "You don't goddamn know a thing. You don't know cold. You 
don't know suffering. You don't know hunger. You've got a perfect goddamn life and you don’t know what it's like to 
fight everyday. But I do. And I will Mamoswine. Because I'm not gonna let you stand in my way." 

Mamoswine was frozen stiff. He wanted to say something in response, but the words wouldn't come out. He...he had 
no idea. From what he said, Krookodile's situation was a lot more dire than he could have guessed. Was the 
crocodile homeless? Did he come from a broken home? Was he abandoned? It was hard to say, but Krookodile 
wasn't opening up. Mamoswine looked at his feet uncertainly. Maybe Krookodile was right- maybe he WAS being 
selfish. He had already been a runner up and enjoyed two seasons of playtime, but...he didn't need that money, it 
wasn't too important to him. He just wanted to spend time with Luxray but...he could do that anywhere...anytime. 
Whereas this Pokemon in front of him...yes, he was unpleasant and rude, but his desperation and determination...that 
was something Mamoswine couldn't begin to understand. He closed his eyes. 

"Mewtwo. I forfeit. Let Krookodile have the tickets." 

Mewtwo stared in shock. The revelation was enough, but now Mamoswine forfeited? Mewtwo frowned at Krookodile. 
He had to be up to something. 

"Krookodile, take your tickets." 

Krookodile grabbed the tickets, before glancing at Mamoswine. The pig had turned back to silently eat his hot dogs. 
Krookodile glanced at him, before looking at the table- Mamoswine's remaining tickets were beside his plate. 

"You get it now?" barked Krookodile. 

"Yes...l can understand why you're upset with me. I can't really change anything...but I'm sorry." 

"Well if you feel that bad...I'll just do this." 

Krookodile leapt forward and snatched Mamoswine's tickets. Mamoswine stared in shock. 

"Hey!" 

"I said you wouldn't stop me," reminded Krookodile, his teeth forming a nasty grin. "Sorry, piggy. You've just become 
my meal ticket to immunity. See you!" 



Krookodile ran off, while Mamoswine stood up, trying to follow him. But to no avail. Krookodile disappeared around a 
corner. Mamoswine stomped the ground. 

"He...he...!" 

"Mamoswine, you're a good person," said Mewtwo sympathetically. "And that's good. But a bad person won't hesitate 
to use a good person against themselves." 

"...I better find Luxray," said Mamoswine, sighing unhappily. 

000 

"He...he absolutely played me...l can't believe I fell for that," groaned Mamoswine. "I mean, I'm sure he was 
telling the truth, but to use it against me and throw it in my face..." 

The great pig sighed. 

000 

Luxray was bristling angrily. "WHEN I GET MY HANDS ON THAT WRETCHED REPTILE, I SWEAR..." 

000 

"Uh huh...8000...9000...yep, 10000," said Mew, eyeing his machine with a smirk. "Not bad Krookodile. How many 
people did you stab in the back to get that immunity?" 

"Doesn’t matter if I get three nights of it," said Krookodile smugly. Mew shrugged, floating up into the air and grabbing 
the golden ticket. Krookodile grabbed it all too eagerly and cackled. Mew reached for the intercom. 

"Ladies and gentleman...the three-nighter immunity has been claimed...the one to get is none other than 
KROOKODILE!" 

"WHAT?" screamed Weavile. 

Bisharp slammed his fist against a nearby wall. "Blast it!" 

"We've still got a single one-nighter left so you all might want to kick it into high gear if you're scared of going home 
tonight," said Mew, glancing at the laughing crocodile with concern. 

Bisharp sighed in defeat. There it went...the immunity was out the window and gone. He rubbed the back of his head 
in irritation. Well...that wasn't completely true. He still had a chance for immunity tonight...but that wouldn't help him 
sleep any easier. His uneasy ceasefire with Medicham aside, Bisharp knew he wasn't on the radar right now- 
Bronzong and Mr. B had seen to that. But when Honchkrow and Alakazam finished their battle and Mr. B was figured 
out...he wouldn't be in the game much longer. Bisharp stroked his chin, before shrugging. One night of immunity was 
better than none. 

He quickly made his way through the park, spotting Mew's prize booth and walking towards it. He carefully counted 
the tickets in his hands, before he heard someone calling him. 

"Bisharp! A moment please!" 

Bisharp turned and saw Medicham jogging towards him. He folded his arms and rolled his eyes- what did she want 
now? But he was stunned when Medicham ran right past him and walked up to Mew. 

"One night of immunity please." 

"What?" spat Bisharp. He stomped forward and slammed his tickets on the table. "Mew, I was RIGHT here." 

"Yeah but...she asked first so if she has over 5000 tickets...," said Mew hesitantly. Bisharp threw a livid look at 
Medicham. What the hell was that? Did she call his name just to distract him? Medicham simply watched Mew count 
the tickets. Bisharp felt his heart sink when he saw she had more than enough. 

"And the last immunity goes to Medicham!" shouted Mew over the intercom. "So, to recap, Gengar, Gliscor, and 
Medicham have immunity tonight! Luxray and Alakazam have immunity for tonight and the next challenge. And 
Krookodile has immunity for three nights! Congratulations to the winners! Those of you with tickets, fear not. You can 



still head over to the prize booth and cash in to receive your prizes." 


Medicham smiled as she looked at her ticket, before turning to Bisharp. He was already walking away, leaving his 
tickets behind. She took them and carried them over to him. 

"You should see if there are any other prizes you want." 

Bisharp grabbed them quickly and threw a glare at her. "Really? That's all you have to say?" 

Medicham folded her arms. "It's a game, isn't it? You've said that yourself." 

Bisharp's eyes didn't change. "Yes. It's all a part of the game. But that was a dirty trick. I wonder what your honor 
code thinks of that." 

He turned and prowled away. Medicham felt her confidence slip. Did she just stoop to a lower level because of him? 
Was she losing a bit of herself because of her drive to win. She closed her eyes. Maybe this wasn't going to be as 
easy as she thought. 
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"He slipped through our fingers. AGAIN!" snapped Weavile. "THE DAMN CROCODILE IS IMMUNE FOR 
THREE NIGHTS NOW! WHAT THE HELL ARE WE GONNA DO NOW?" 
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"Dat red rogue's got explainin' to do- HE WAS SUPPOSED TO HELP WITH ALAKAZAM!" snarled Honchkrow. 
000 

"What no one realizes is that Mew's cut the number of people you can vote for nearly in half," said Bisharp 
gravely. "This elimination is tense for those of us who don't have immunity." 
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"Well, I may not have gotten immunity, but I bought a ton of glorious loot from Mew's prize wall," admitted 
Banette. 
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Honchkrow was trotting along, her eyes seeing red as Crobat fluttered behind her. She looked around several corners 
of the campground before finally spotting her target. Krookodile was carving rude pictures of Mew into the tree with a 
smirk on his face. 

"You dere! Scalebutt. I gotta bone to pick with you!" 

"What a pleasant surprise," growled Krookodile. "What do you want?" 

"YOUR END OF THE BARGAIN," snarled Honchkrow. "You said you'd help take down Alakazam. So what da hell 
are you doin' lettin' him grab immunity and den you snagging it for yourself?" 

"Hey, I said I'd help you!" protested Krookodile. "You guys dropped the ball first, letting Alakazam grab two nights of 
immunity-" 

"Which you could've helped prevented," interrupted Crobat icily. 

"I'm sorry, helping does NOT mean drop everything and risk my neck to sabotage Alakazam. I had my own skin to 
look out for too!" growled Krookodile. "Besides, I did you a favor. I crippled a few other players." 

"Oh really?" asked Honchkrow. 

"I grabbed a few tickets from those here and there...," said Krookodile. "Take your pick of the lot. As long as you stay 
in for two more challenges, I can help get Alakazam out while I'm still immune." 

"Who's to say I won't destroy you da moment dat immunity is gone?" threatened Honchkrow. 



Krookodile scowled and leaned in. "What's stopping me from backstabbing you two with three nights of immunity 
backing me up?" 

Honchkrow glared. She hated being one-upped, but she had been preparing to deal with Alakazam...not Krookodile. 
And unfortunately, he was in the position of power now. She narrowed her eyes. 

"Fine. We regroup once Alakazam is taken down. As a show of loyalty, you vote for who I tell you to tonight." 

"So who is it?" asked Krookodile. "Bisharp? Banette? I'm all ears." 

"Neither of them are too important at the moment," said Crobat. "Banette probably has an alliance going. And 
eliminating him first wouldn't be wise. Don't wanna poke that Beartic." 

"So, your suggestion?" asked Krookodile. 

Honchkrow thought for a moment, before the answer came to her. 
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"I cannot BELIEVE he got away with it," growled Kabutops. He was playing a with a small slinky, one of his many 
prizes from Mew's fair. "Why the hell didn't you let me clobber him?" 

"Hindsight is twenty-twenty," admitted Banette, casually hitting a paddleball. "Might not have been a bad idea. No real 
good letting you do it now though." 

"So what? Who do we vote for?" asked Gengar. 

Banette sighed. "Your decision. You can vote Bisharp, Honchkrow, Noivern, I don't care. Not my call tonight." 

"Eh, I'm still voting Krookodile then," said Kabutops with a chuckle. 

"Throwing away your vote?" asked Gengar, gaping. "What if you go home?" 

"I'll sock Krookodile as I walk out." 

Weavile snorted. "That would be nice, but wouldn't help us. Regardless, I might just vote Honchkro and call it a day. 
Throw Alakazam a bone." 

"Does he need the help? He's got two nights of immunity," pointed out Gengar. 

"And you have one night. Does it really matter? I wanted Krookodile gone, but it's clear that's not happening." 

"Well, whoever leaves...I hope it isn't one of us," said Banette, rubbing the back of his head. "Still, at least I won all 
this crap before I go." 

Weavile looked at Banette's pile of winnings. The puppet had used his high scores in the arcade to net himself a nice 
beanbag chair, a puzzle, a board game of some kind, and more. Kabutops was enjoying his slinky, which he was 
currently using with a set of oven mitts so he wouldn't cut through it (he buckled down and bought them at Gengar 
and Banette's urgings). Gengar, who had opted out of any prizes due to his immunity, was glancing at one of the 
cookbooks that Weavile had won. 

"I've gotta use the bathroom," groaned Gengar, running off. "See y'all at the ceremony." 

"Yeah, I might go as well...or see if Mewtwo has anything tasty in the cafeteria," said Banette. 

The two ghosts walked off after Banette gathered his things and Kabutops made to follow, stretching as he got up. He 
looked around before glancing at Weavile and shrugging. 

"I guess I'll just go wandering around cutting up trees until the ceremony comes around. Catch ya later." 

"Oh no you don't!" said Weavile, running forward and grabbing his arm. "You and I need to talk." 

Kabutops's eyes widened. "What? Shit, the hell did I do now?" 

"What? No, not that! Look...l just have a few questions for you is all..." 



000 


Kabutops snorted loudly. "Oh man...this'll be funny to see if none of us go home." 
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Luxray was seething. "Oh, if he wasn't immune, I'D KICK THAT KROOKODILE OFF THE ISLAND MYSELF!" 
000 

"What Krookodile was doing was so not cool, but he has immunity...and I have no idea who to vote for," 
groaned Gliscor. "I guess Bisharp? He's sort of a hardass." 
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"Mamoswine is pretty threatening...," admitted Crobat. "Since Alakazam's safe, might as well send 
Mamoswine home. I don't really want to fight a finalist and he's already come back once." 
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"I say Honchkrow. Thank me later, Alakazam," said Weavile, chuckling. 
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"Bisharp? No...I mean...oh, who do I choose?" whispered Medicham. 
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Mew grinned as the campers gathered down by the campfire for their elimination ceremony. He clapped his hands. 
"So! Did you guys have fun? Or did you guys have FUN?" 

Noivern and Gliscor smiled at each other. After Gliscor had gotten immunity, they had spent the rest of their tickets on 
snacks and other prizes. Gliscor had a baseball cap that say "Flying High", while Noivern grabbed a bunch of mood 
rings which were all on her talons. Bisharp was scribbling in a new crossword puzzle book with vague interest, though 
anyone with eyes could tell he would've preferred immunity. Alakazam had bought a mystery novel collector set and 
was currently flipping through the pages lazily, almost ignoring the ceremony entirely. Toxicroak continued playing 
with his yo-yo, and also seemed to be enjoying a jawbreaker in his mouth. Mamoswine had already eaten all of his 
prizes. 

"Not bad," admitted Banette. "Every dog has its day." 

Mew sighed. "Okay, smartass. That being said, let’s get this ceremony underway. If you're immune, stand up and get 
over here. You all know who you are." 

Krookodile immediately stood up and stomped over, while Alakazam followed at a more leisurely pace. Luxray was 
throwing nasty looks at Krookodile the whole time, which Gliscor and Medicham continued to stare at. Gengar was 
last, taking his block and standing with the others. 

"Now that that's done...Banette...Weavile...Kabutops...Crobat...Noivern." 

Banette pounded Kabutops's mitted scythe, while Weavile sighed in relief. Crobat and Noivern flew up side by side, 
glancing back at the other contestants. 

"Toxicroak... Honchkrow..." 

Honchkrow let out a low breath, while Toxicroak slowly walked up to snag his block. 

"Mamoswine...and Bisharp." 

"Wait...what?" asked Weavile, as Mamoswine and Bisharp hesitantly stood up. They walked forward and Mew 
handed them their Pokeblocks. Everyone looked confused. No one was left sitting down, waiting to be judged. They 
were all safe? 

"Mew, what's going on?" asked Banette. 



"What do you mean?" 

"You gave everyone a Pokeblock?" said Noivern. "Does that mean we're all safe?" 

"Oh RIGHT!" said Mew, laughing. "Well uh...you see...due to some insanity, we've actually got a different elimination 
planned...ahem...GENGAR! GET YOUR PURPLE BUTT UP HERE!" 

Gengar leapt into the air, his eyes wide as he walked forward from the crowd and stood in front of Mew. Mew shook 
his head. 

"Gengar, Gengar, Gengar. While I may be evil and horrible to you all at times, I like to think I'm a pretty fair host. I let 
you know the rules, I let you know the challenges, I let you know everything works. And most importantly, I let you 
know the consequences. Isn't that right?" 

Gengar gulped. 

"Maybe you realize now that you're going to be going home because you broke a big rule," said Mew, smiling. "That's 
what you get for MEGA EVOLVING AGAIN!" 

Everyone gasped and stared at Gengar, while Banette groaned and rubbed his head. Yep. He already knew. They all 
knew. And they had hoped that giving Gengar immunity would help him avoid this but. 

"But...but...it was an accident and I didn't even USE it!" protested Gengar. 

"I said Mega Evolving twice IN GENERAL was forbidden!" shot back Mew. "I said you can only do it once, and now 
you've done it twice!" 

"Wait...," interrupted Mamoswine. "When did it happen?" 

Gengar sighed. "I was in the funhouse, and they had all of these creepy little dolls and I was like okay that's weird but 
no big deal. But then when I walked past a Toxicroak one it reached out and grabbed me and I...I freaked out 
and...and..." 

Mamoswine frowned. "Did Toxicroak see anything?" 

"I totally blacked out after a big flash," piped up the frog. 

Mew frowned. "It doesn't matter. Since we KNOW it happened." 

"Well, here's the thing...technically we don't know if it happened," said Mamoswine. "I mean, the fans anyway." 
Gengar stared. "What." 

Mew stared. "What." 

"Unless you caught him on camera," added Mamoswine. 

Mew was silent. 

Weavile stared. "Wait...you didn't catch him on camera? Then how did you know he Mega Evolved?" 

"Okay, look, I caught him on camera...I had one in the funhouse watching everything, but since he was so close when 
the Mega Evolution flash occurred, it messed with the footage and the camera broke...all I got was a garbled 
maniacal laugh," said Mew. "But that doesn't matter, it confirms it." 

"Well...yes...in a way...but what will you tell the fans? We know you've deleted footage before, but if you have 
unusable footage, how will you explain Gengar going home tonight when he's immune?" 

"I...I...Mega Evolution rule trumps the immunity card!" said Mew. 

"You never said THAT before," said Gliscor, smirking. 

"Not to mention, while you said it could only be used during the competition, Gengar technically didn't do anything 
with it, so is it a part of the competition?" asked Mamoswine. "In addition, due to the fact you only caught Gengar on 
camera and not Mega-Gengar, you will have to blame the flash on Gengar due to lack of evidence. In short, Gengar 



has immunity tonight, and you have no real evidence that proves he Mega Evolved on camera." 

Mew stared in utter horror, before his face brightened up. 

"Hang on a minute...those strategies...was that from Chapter 18, my Personal Experience in Entertaining and 
Editing?" 

Mamoswine nodded and held up the book. 

"Oh wow! You DID read my book, didn't you? Well dang...l can't argue with these awesome loopholes. Seriously this 
is like...a loophole apocalypse! Holy crap, Mamoswine!" 

"So...wait...I get to walk free?" asked Gengar hopefully. 

"Yep! You do!" said Mew happily. "Mamoswine's awesome loopholes, along with your immunity and me having to 
come up with a long complicated explanation is just convincing in its own right. Less work for me. But if you break 
ANY OTHER rule Gengar, I will personally carry you off the island. You get a freebie. For once. Don't do it again." 

Gengar sighed in relief. "Yes sir." 

"So...now what?" asked Crobat. "Who goes home?" 

"Yeah, I guess since Gengar's immune for the night, I gotta refer to the original plan with the votes," said Mew 
thoughtfully. He clapped his hands. "Okay! Mamoswine, you're gone!" 

Mamoswine gaped. "What?" 

Gengar's jaw dropped. "Wait, hang on!" 

"WHAT?" shouted all the campers. 

"Yep! Mamoswine got the most votes. So he's going home." 

"Wait, don't do that, he just saved me from the ride home!" babbled Gengar. 

"You can't send him home for that!" agreed Kabutops. 

"Actually, I can. Here's the thing Mamoswine. You were a great pupil. But you know, trying to use my methods 
against me will always screw you over in the end," said Mew, snickering. 

Mamoswine drooped, before straightening up. "Well, yikes. Didn't see that coming, haha." 

"No!" screeched Luxray. "I refuse! I DECLINE THIS INJUSTICE! HOW DARE YOU!" 

"Easy, Luxray...it's no big deal," said Mamoswine, smiling. "Yeah, I'm sad I'm leaving again this soon but...well, at 
least I had fun right." 

Luxray glared at him angrily before whirling around and staring at Krookodile. "YOU! THIS IS YOUR FAULT! YOU 
STOLE HIS TICKETS!" 

"He WHAT?" asked Banette. 

Krookodile scoffed. "Yeah, but everyone else was allowed to do it. Not like I only stole his." 

"...you stole mine too, didn't you!" snarled Weavile. 

"Prove it." 

Luxray bounced over to Krookodile, shoving her face into his. "Mark my words. You're going down, boy. You're going 
WAY DOWN." 

Krookodile backed away before he cracked a grin. "Maybe...in at least after three nights." 

Luxray didn't waver. "You watch yourself. Mamoswine told me what you said to him. I know your secret." 



Krookodile scoffed. "Who says it's true? I could've been bluffing that whole time." 

"It's hard to bluff desperation," said Luxray. Krookodile narrowed his eyes, but kept composure. 

"Not for me." 

He sauntered away, chuckling. Luxray felt a course of electricity run through her body before she sighed and looked 
at Mamoswine. 

"I'm sorry." 

"It's fine...you'll beat him in the end," said Mamoswine. "Okay, Mew...I'll go get my things." 
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"We all tried to save Gengar and then lost Mamoswine...man that bites," grumbled Gliscor. 
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"Mamoswine dude...I'm sorry!" shouted Gengar. 
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"Well, I guess that's what I get for trying to play Mew," admitted Mamoswine. "Ah well. It was nice to come 
back for a few days, but truth be told, it's starting to get a little old." 

"Luxray, sweetheart, don't let Krookodile get under your skin. You're better than him and I know you'll beat 
him. I trust you and I love you. Keep on going! And the rest of you, have a great time as well!" 
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Mamoswine smiled at the rest of the campers as he floated away in one cart of the roller coaster that had been 
changed into a small boat. Luxray watched him go sadly. Gengar stepped over and looked at her awkwardly. 

"I'm uh...sorry he got sent home instead of me." 

"It's fine...l don't blame you Gengar," said Luxray. 

"Well...that certainly WAS an eventful ceremony!" said Mew with a laugh. "Hope you all rest up good since another 
challenge is coming soon!" 

"Really? I'd say that it was a rather bland elimination, minus the shocking twist with Gengar," said Alakazam. 
"Bland? What, you weren't entertained enough?" asked Noivern, eyes wide. 

"Not what I meant. Notice anything off about this ceremony?" 

"...besides the twist?" asked Gliscor. 

Alakazam sighed. "Yes. Our anonymous friend has yet to make an appearance today." 

"Who?" asked Kabutops. "Wait...you mean Mr. B?" 

"Correct. I haven't heard from him at all today. What could that mean?" 

"You think...you think it was Bronzong?" asked Weavile. "Now that he's gone, it would make sense." 

"Tough to say, really," admitted Alakazam. "Unfortunately, he's gone and can't tell us anymore. However, he had no 
reason to keep up the charade after he was eliminated. Perhaps B is slowing down to make us THINK he's gone. I 
would say be on your guards." 

Alakazam walked off, while Team Storm was only thinking one thing- Mr. B WAS still on the island if Gengar's coin 
had been stolen. But still...they had no idea who it was. 

"Be on my guard, eh?" muttered Honchkrow. "Take your own advice, brainiac. I'm cornin' for you." 
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How had she done it? 

Bisharp continuously stabbed a tree in the woods, finding the sound splintering wood to be therapeutic to him. She 
had beaten him. Plain and simple. Not fair and square, but still within the rules. She had seen a window of opportunity 
and she had used it to deceive him and beat him. 

How had she done it? 

"She got me," muttered Bisharp, stabbing the wood again and again. "She pushed aside her own honor code and 
stopped caring about winning beautifully...to stop me." 

It bothered him, though he didn't like to admit it. On one hand, that strategy was dishonest, cheap, and it totally 
worked. Did that mean Medicham was ready to start playing hardball, the same way Bisharp, Alakazam, and all the 
rest of the true players did? That was a worrisome thought. While Mamoswine had been a problem, the pig had been 
distracted by Luxray and had decided not to come after him, which was a blessing. On the other hand, if Medicham 
was losing her foolish honor, that could render the deal she made with Bisharp void. 

Would she stab him in the back? It was possible. 

But why did it bother him so much? He had been preaching about playing the game this whole time. Why should 
Medicham deceiving him bother him? 

It was the right way to play, right? 

Bisharp leaned against another tree, trying to calm his swirling thoughts. He was confused. He didn't like being 
confused. 

But it wouldn't happen again. Bisharp's gaze darkened. She thought she would make amends with him. She thought 
they could be friends and get along. 

But she went and did this? 

No more. He would NOT be fooled by her. 

"So, I suppose the truce is no longer a thing," growled Bisharp. "Very well then, Medicham. Let's end this for real." 
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Banette was coming back from a walk to try and relax. He was heading into his cabin before turning and seeing 
Weavile skateboarding up to him. 

"What? You're done already? I was hoping to go out for another ride with you." 

"Oh, really? Well I guess I can...thought you were busy with that new cookbook of yours," said Banette, hopping down 
the stairs. "Where to?" 

"Lake sounds nice?" 

"I'll follow your lead." 

Weavile hopped off her board and parked it beside the cabins before walking ahead of Banette, motioning him to 
come with her. Banette stretched and trailed behind, enjoying the cool night air. 

"How's Gengar doing?" asked Weavile. 

"Pretty good, but he's guilty about Mamoswine," said Banette. "I think he's still shaken up about the fact that he got 
away with breaking that rule. He thinks Mew's gonna grab him in the middle of the night." 

"Yikes...but still, Mamoswine got him a lucky break," said Weavile. "Of course, he's been jumpy all day...ever since 
the whole kart racing episode really. He's been kind of on edge." 

"You're one to talk," pointed out Banette. "You've been grumpy all day." 



"I don't like that Krookodile's making a mess of everything by being a total scumbag! He totally admitted he stole from 
Mamoswine and he got three nights of immunity for it. Who would be proud of ruining someone else's time?" 

"I dunno...you in Season One?" asked Banette, shrugging. Weavile through him a withering look. 

"If I wasn't a girl with thick skin, I would've clobbered you for that. But yeah, that's true. Maybe that's why it irks me so 
much- because it doesn't have to be a game like that and he's just...ruining everything! And even though we're onto 
him, he's got three nights of immunity!" 

"Well, two after this." 

"Yeah but...ugh, and I bet you ANYTHING he's involved in that idol scandal too. All of these small little tricks and 
traps- the painted bone, the ticket stealing, and the idol scandal- they've all got his name written all over it. But none 
of us can CATCH HIM at it. He's so sneaky!" 

"Well, you've gotta be as a lone villain," admitted Banette. "You think he did the idol trick on the Nightmare Isle?" 

"Who else could it be? Bisharp never went there, I didn't do it, I doubt Kabutops would screw Seizor over like that, 
and no one else fits! Gliscor's claws are too big, Toxicroak's too clumsy and doesn't have anything too sharp on his 
body, and Bronzong admitted it wasn't him. Kabutops and Seizor both think it's him too, I was talking with Kabutops 
earlier about it." 

"It definitely fits Krookodile's style, as opposed to Bronzong," agreed Banette. "So, you wanna call him out?" 

"Not right now." 

"We agree on that. He's immune for two nights. The last thing we need to do is let him know how much we know." 

"Or else we'll be on his radar and he'll aim for us- we caught a lucky break with Gengar, that won't happen again," 
muttered Weavile. "I say we focus on him and watch him...see if he gets up to any tricky business. If we catch him 
and get the evidence, we're golden once he's not immune." 

"How do we do THAT?" 

"Remember the camera trick I pulled on Houndoom in season one? I just stole one of Mew's cameras and filmed my 
deal with Houndoom. And Houndoom got in major trouble for it. We do it again if we can get Krookodile to admit what 
he did." 

"We could always sic Kabutops on him." 

"I doubt anyone would take a confession seriously if we did that. You can't force this shit. You have to carefully get it 
out of him," explained Weavile. 

"For a retired villainess, you've still got a lot of nasty tricks up your sleeve," commented Banette, grinning. Weavile 
smirked. 

"I didn't forget EVERYTHING, you know. But we'll handle the croc later. Instead I uh...l wanted to talk to you." 
"About?" 

"Well, like Gengar and myself, YOU'VE been weird all day. What gives?" 

Banette sighed. "Well I mean...look it's sort of...hard to explain." 

"Not really," said Weavile, her tone blunt. "Kabutops explained it just fine." 

Banette felt a strong urge to strangle the shellfish, but he held it in. "Oh." 

"Banette, you still feel weird around me? Are you uncomfortable with...well...us?" 

"It's not that! It's more like...I don’t really know where to go from here," confessed Banette. "I've never started 
something...like this. Usually it's like "Hey, I like you, let's go do fun stuff" and then that leads up to more stuff 
and...yeah. But with you, we have a history of mutual dislike, into pity, into a one night stand, into another period of 
self doubt and hesitation, into dating. Like...it's weird, that's all." 



Weavile snorted. "That’s it? Seriously, Banette? I think at the rate we're going, we're doing just fine. I'm okay just 
hanging out and having fun, I'm not a Pidgeot kind of girl. Besides, I think our options for dates on this island are kind 
of limited at the moment, wouldn't you agree?" 

"Yeah, I can only do so many romantic beach walks," agreed Banette. 

"That's why I switched up to the lake tonight," pointed out Weavile. 

"Yeah, I figured." 

"Point is, it's fine...I'm not some dainty chick, and while I don't want to bash on Mismagius, I'd argue my self esteem is 
better than hers. I'm okay just cooking and playing some video games with you. We're fine the way we are. So don't 
get so worried about that crap." 

"Alright, I'll try not to." 

"Trying's not good enough," said Weavile, her tone brisk. "If the subject of THAT issue is still bothering you, then we'll 
just have to deal with it." 

"Deal with it?" asked Banette, sounding a bit uneasy. "Uh what do you mean-" 

He then caught sight of Weavile's smirk. "Oh." 

Weavile rolled her eyes and laughed, grabbing him by the arm. "Come on." 

"OHHHHHHHHHH..." 
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"KROOKODILE, MY REVENGE WILL BE SPICY, SWEET, AND SOUR ALL AT ONCE!" shouted Luxray. 
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"Three nights of freedom is a wonderful thing," said Krookodile, leaning back. "Who's next? Who knows? 
And who cares?" 
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The night was late. Kabutops was snoring quietly, snuggling up to his Tyrunt. He felt something brush his shoulder. 

"Back off, you stupid bunny, I'll kick your sorry.,.ack...ACK!" muttered Kabutops, his eyes shooting open as he felt 
someone's hands around his throat. He sat up quickly and saw...Banette? Banette's expression was completely 
unreadable. 

"THE HELL...ARE YOU?" growled Kabutops, but Banette let go, scowling at him. 

"Next time you think to open your mouth, CAN YOU NOT?" 

"Oh shit, Weavile told you that part?" groaned Kabutops. Banette nodded. 

"And also...oh my god, THANK YOU," said Banette, grinning. Kabutops looked confused, before he chuckled. 

"Oh, really? Nice." 

The two high fived. Kabutops heard a groan in the bunk up above him. 

"Uh...Gengar. You awake?" 

"Yes." 

"Did you uh...hear all of that?" 

"YES." 

"So, uh, that means that you're the only one among us who-" 



"I'm going back to bed," grumbled Gengar, turning over and covering his ears. 
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Finally! After all this time! I've been excited about this chapter for a while since I've always wanted to do an 
amusement park challenge! I hope it didn't disappoint. 

So Mamoswine goes home, instead of Gengar. Actually, in the very first draft TPR, Gengar was going to get 
automatically eliminated for a THIRD time. But alas, the plans have changed...almost completely actually. So instead, 
it’s a fluke! Gengar stays for another night and Mamoswine, through his mastery of loopholes, sent himself home 
instead! 

Fun Fact: Mamoswine has never won an eating contest on TPI of any kind. He even lost a contest based on baking 
and eating. The only food related challenge he has won is the Cook Off in Redux due to Krookodile screwing his own 
team over. This is intentional. 

So, this chapter was more of a slice-of-lifey chapter that was less focused on the challenge and more on the people. 
Similar to Gardevoir's chapter and the opposite of Lapras's chapter. I wanted to show everyone's current plotlines, 
add some fun characterization for everyone, and keep the game interesting. 

We've got a lot of stuff going on. Bisharp and Medicham, despite their talk, have gone back to trading blows. While 
Krookodile mugged Weavile, Toxicroak, and Mamoswine for their tickets. And now that we have certain contestants 
immune during certain episodes, I'm ready for everyone's elimination lists to be confused and messed up. 
Muahahahaha. 

There are also some humorous subplots this chapter, including Noivern's band creation and Banette and Gengar's 
lady problems, not to mention Total Pokemon Party plots and jokes. I thought overall it was a good balance of "OH 
COME ON" and "WOW". I hope you guys feel the same. 

Sorry about it taking so long, a lot of family things going on. The next chapter I hope won't take as long, but I haven't 
really planned that far ahead. Once I get a solid plan, it should be fine. 

Next Episode: Is there another host? No one really remembers. While they are safe and sound, one contestant uses 
the opportunity to start a warpath towards another. Tensions rise as some contestants try and settle things peacefully, 
while others continue to get angrier and angrier. In the middle of the battlefield, one contestant finally meets their end 
on the show. What twists can await us in the next episode? 


Mamoswine: -chewing food- You should...totally...review! Yeah! 



*Chapter 22*: Electrode's Harrowing Hunt! 

Another day, another chapter! Let's go! 

I apologize for the enormous wait for this chapter. Between getting and playing Sun and Moon, my computer 
breaking, ordering my parts and waiting for them to arrive, and then building my computer, I had a lot of time where I 
couldn't work. I'm busy enough as it is, but that didn't help. 

However, I am not dead, and now the chapter is here! I hope you all enjoy it! 

000 

"Welcome, everyone, to another night at Total Pokemon Party!" shouted Dragonite with a huge smile. "Hope you all 
are happy to be here tonight!" 

There was loud chorus of cheers from various places in the room. Once again, the house was packed full of guests. 
Roserade was sitting on the beanbags, talking with Mightyena and Arcanine. Bellsprout and Mamoswine conversed 
pleasantly nearby with Celebi and what appeared to be Tornadus, while Charizard was attempting to chat with 
Swampert, though Hitmonlee trailed behind him in an awkward manner. Froslass hovered around the kitchen, eyes 
looking around for any signs of sugar or other treats, but Seizor was leaning by the fridge keeping a careful eye on , 
Wooper was outside the house, standing on the railing- he was speaking to none other than Zekrom, who was a bit 
too large to fit in the building comfortably with so many guests walk around. Lapras herself exited the bathroom and 
flopped towards Dragonite, smiling. 

"Once again, it's a full house," she commented. "Sheesh, this place is popular. I almost miss the peace and quiet." 

"Sometimes, but it's nice having friends," said Dragonite with a laugh. "So...let's see what our friends have been up 
to!" 

Dragonite made his way to the group of three in living room. "Arcanine, Mightyena, and Roserade! How are things 
going?" 

"Oh, well, we're doing pretty good as far as most things go. Usually couple stuff," explained Mightyena. 

"Tell me about it," muttered Arcanine. "My wallet hates me right now." 

Dragonite gave a small laugh. "So, the whole jock-goth thing is going pretty well?" 

"Our friends are still weird about it, but I think we can make it work," said Mightyena. "For once, I'm optimistic." 

"Yeah, it's been pretty casual and chill for a while, and I mean well...y'know, we're doing better than some uh...other 
couples," admitted Arcanine. 

"Like Ninetales and Houndoom," pointed out Mightyena. 

"Not EXACTLY who I meant but uh...yeah," said Arcanine, glancing at Roserade. 

Roserade shrugged. "Hey, don't be ashamed. I'm happy Mightyena's less gloomy now." 

"How do you feel about that?" asked Dragonite. "I feel like you were the spark that started their breakup...not 
INTENTIONALLY, but..." 

"I don't know," said Arcanine, sounding troubled. "On one hand, I feel bad. I don't like Houndoom much, but he's not a 
bad person. And Ninetales and I just made up. It almost feels like I'm not the only one who got the short end of the 
stick, but I don't want to feel that way, you know?" 

"You're happy you weren't rejected and they just got their happy ending, right?" asked Mightyena, her tone blunt. "It 
may not be the nicest thought, but it's there." 

"It's not THAT," protested Arcanine. "It just feels like...maybe it wasn't me, now. Maybe it was something between 
Ninetales and Houndoom, as opposed to me being the problem." 

"That's pretty accurate," admitted Dragonite. He looked over at Roserade. "Oh! But I totally forgot! How are things 



going with you, Roserade?" 

"Eh...pretty average, really," admitted the plant. "Still looking for a roomie to shack up with me, especially now that 
Mismagius and I are broken up." 

"What?" asked Dragonite, stunned. "That was fast!" 

"Well, I mean...I don't think it's because we had problems...just wasn't the right time, y'know?" explained Roserade. 
"Missy's gotta work on herself before she can date someone, and I'm not gonna take it personally if she doesn't 
wanna date me right now. But I dunno.,.1 don't think we could get back together, it'd be too weird." 

"Y ou're...taking it pretty well though," complimented Mightyena. "You're NOTHING like me." 

"Man, I liked her and I cared about her," said Roserade, not sounding too perturbed. "As long as she's happy and 
healthy, I don't really care if we're together or not. We're still FRIENDS. She'd be here tonight if she wasn't having a 
therapy session with Gardevoir." 

"Therapy session?" 

"Mismagius's got a lot of unresolved issues with Gardevoir," said Roserade. "I don't want to go into details, but they 
needed to talk." 

"Well.,.1 wish you luck in your future relationships, or current relationships," said Dragonite, with a kind nod to the 
canine couple. He made his way over to the next group. Mamoswine apparently had just told a funny joke, because 
most of them were laughing. Lapras had joined them, and Dragonite immediately took his place next to her. 

"Did I miss something?" he asked. 

"Mamoswine was telling Tornadus and Celebi about some of his food antics in previous seasons," explained Lapras. 
"I actually had forgotten the time he ate the ice cream monster." 

"Oh yeah, that one was a classic," laughed Bellsprout, wiping a tear from his eye. 

"How do you feel about the recent elimination, Mamoswine?" asked Dragonite. 

Mamoswine shrugged. "Don't really care. I wasn't Mew's first choice for a return, so I hadn't really planned anything 
out. Besides, I think Luxray will avenge me...in her own way." 

"What Krookodile did to you was NOT cool," said Bellsprout, frowning. "I mean, who says stuff like that? Who DOES 
stuff like that?' 

Mamoswine looked uncomfortable. "It seemed...so real at the time. I'm not sure if he's lying or not...if you factor in his 
weight, there's a story there. And there's something he's hiding, but I don't know...I'm sure Luxray will find out, 
though." 

"You're that confident in her?" asked Celebi. 

"Always." 

"Well in MY opinion, you have no one to blame but yourself," said Tornadus, a bit dismissively. "I wouldn't have fallen 
for such a tactic. Lying is graceless and with a keen eye, you can spot any falsehood." 

Lapras inched closer to Celebi. "Has Tornadus always been such a...blowhard?" 

Celebi groaned. "He and his brothers are all pompous jerks. I'd argue that Tornadus is the most TOLERABLE one. 
Thundurus is more wild and violent, and Landorus is the most arrogant of them all. Don't get me wrong, he's probably 
the gentlest and kindest of the three, but his ego is definitely the hugest." 

"What about my brothers?" snapped Tornadus suddenly. 

"Nothing, Tornadus!" said Celebi, chuckling. "Just explaining your family to Lapras." 

"Well, don't bother," scoffed Tornadus. "Those two fools aren't nearly as important as me. Landorus thinks he's all 
that, and Thundurus thinks he's better than me, which is a total LIE-" 



"He and Thundurus have been rivals ever since they were kids," muttered Celebi. "And Landorus keeps them in line, 
but like I said, it's given him a big ego." 

"L.see," whispered Lapras. She turned. "And you Bellsprout? Anything new and upcoming?" 

"Oh...uh...no...well a couple plans...but nothing concrete," mumbled the flower nervously. Lapras smiled. 

"No more Big Bonanza Bashes?" 

"Ugh, let's leave that chapter behind," moaned Bellsprout in annoyance. "I was such a jerk. I don't like remembering 
those days." 

"Good thing you changed for the better," said Mamoswine kindly. 

"Well, good thing you kicked by butt back in line," replied Bellsprout. Mamoswine let out another loud laugh. 

Dragonite turned away to see Charizard still attempting to free himself from Hitmonlee. Swampert stood nearby, arms 
folded and looking awkward. He motioned Dragonite over. 

"I try to welcome anyone to train with me and get stronger, and to be friends with everyone but uh...this Hitmonlee 
fellow is a bit...I don't know how to describe it," whispered Swampert. 

"Ah," murmured Dragonite. 

"Would you quit following me around?" snapped Charizard, glaring at Hitmonlee. "You've been trailing after me like a 
lost Growlithe-!" 

"Oy!" snapped Arcanine from a corner. 

"But Charizard," whined Hitmonlee. "You have to help me ask Weavile out! We're Team Conquer buddies!" 

"Team Conquer was TWO SEASONS AGO!" snarled Charizard. "We're not friends or allies anymore, you annoy the 
shit out of me, can you just NOT throw me into your love life problems?" 

Hitmonlee paused. "BUT WEAVILE-" 

"Is dating Banette. Get it through your head...torso...thing." 

Hitmonlee paused. Then his shoulders drooped. "Oh. Right." 

He slouched away. Charizard sighed and grabbed a cigarette from a nearby pack on the table, nodding to Swampert 
and Dragonite. 

"Seriously, that guy is nuts." 

"Charizard!" said Lapras warningly, glaring at his cigarette. The lizard sighed and tossed it back on the table. 

"Yeah, yeah. I get it. No smoking." 

"I never remembered you being so foul with Hitmonlee," said Dragonite. "You seemed like you always tolerated him." 

"His creepy crush on Weavile got old...hope he never pays attention to that secret sharing episode," muttered 
Charizard. 

"Was actually going to ask about that...uh...when and how?" asked Lapras, looking confused. 

"Total Pokemon Island, once, never again," growled Charizard. "But it's bad enough that it reminds me OF THAT. 
Don't get me wrong, I'm pretty okay with Weavile now, yeah she's kind of a bitch at times, but whatever. On the other 
hand it just...it reminds me of...forget it." 

Swampert patted him on the shoulder. "You can share your feelings, you know." 

"I...that is...look, it's not about Garchomp!" yelled Charizard quickly. "I...we're over! We're done! I don't miss it." 

He paused for a moment, before his wings drooped. "Ah hell, I do miss it." 



"I didn't know you and Garchomp were...quite so close," said Dragonite. 

"Likewise," agreed Swampert. Charizard sighed. 

"Eh...it's a bit complicated to explain...yeah, we fought a lot and got into a lot of shenanigans but I LIKED it and...she's 
the type of girl who says what's on her mind and doesn't make you guess. And y'know, she's got other good qualities 
too. Like...she can actually cook a little bit. Not exactly like Weavile or Luxray but...it's sometimes nice not to eat burnt 
shit. And when she sleeps she does this cute little growl that always made me smile. And she always had an idea or 
something to do and...fuck, man." 

"But you're still mad about the evolution thing," pointed out Lapras. 

Charizard shrugged. "Now that I know how to fly it's not so bad. I still liked my old nimble body, but this is okay too. 
Could be worse. Could be Hitmonlee." 

"Charizard!" protested Dragonite. 

"What? I like having a head." 

"Why not just tell Garchomp how you feel and try and work it out?" suggested 

"Fuck that," growled Charizard. "She knows what she did. I ain't forgiving her. 

"Dumbest thing I’ve heard," said Seizor from the kitchen, rolling her eyes. 

Charizard turned and scowled at her. "Excuse me, bug brain?" 

Seizor folded her arms. "You heard me. Watching this from afar is dumb. Yeah, I get it. Garchomp fucked up and you 
have to live with it forever. But you've gotten used to it and I'm sure you've screwed up to. Everyone forgave you for 
all the crap you did with Weavile in Season One. Hell, most of us forgave Weavile too." 

Charizard scoffed. "It's different! That was a game, I have to live with THIS for the REST OF MY LIFE-" 

"So what?" asked Seizor. "Right now, Garchomp has to live with what she did to you for the rest of her life. What's the 
deal, Charizard? Are you too proud to take her back? When did you become TOO GOOD for her? Think about that." 

Charizard opened his mouth, but no words came out. He scowled. "I'm gonna get some fresh air." 

He pushed past Wooper and Zekrom on the deck and took to the skies. Seizor huffed. 

"A little harsh, Seizor," said Dragonite, looking conflicted. 

"Yeah, it was," agreed Seizor, though she didn't sound too apologetic. "It's high time someone knocked Charizard off 
of his high horse and ended his little self-pity party. He still likes her, she still likes him. They're either gonna work out 
or they won't, but nothing's gonna happen while Charizard does nothing but drink and sulk." 

"...you didn't have to throw it in his face at the very least," pointed out Swampert. 

"No, but he's the type who won't figure it out unless I do," grunted Seizor. "Wanna know why Kabutops and I have 
lasted so long? Direct approach. That's how- FROSLASS, YOU FLOAT AWAY FROM THAT CABINET." 

Froslass jumped and immediately rushed away from the cabinet. Seizor rolled her eyes. 

"The heck are you looking for sugar for? You know what it does to you." 

"I...I think that if I keep eating it, I can maybe tone down the...episodes a bit," explained Froslass quietly. "My sugar 
rushes appear to have shortened in time since my original burst. I think if I slowly add more sugar into my diet, I'll 
have less of a reaction." 

"A little bit every day?" said Swampert thoughtfully. "That could work." 

"Might be a nice surprise for Gengar," admitted Seizor. "Unless you're upset with him." 

"Why would I be upset?" asked Froslass, surprised. 


Swampert. 

I'm not gonna crawl back to her." 



"Well, the coin's missing, right?" pointed out the bug. 

"Yes, but I believe Gengar when he says it was stolen. I don't believe he'd lose a gift so easily." 

"Although he almost lost his chance to win easily," said Lapras. "How do you feel about his lucky break?" 

"Well uh...I'm obviously grateful to Mamoswine, but I feel really bad," murmured Froslass timidly. 

Mamoswine laughed. "Nah, it's fine with me. Gengar wanted to win more than me anyway." 

"That's true," said Froslass, before sighing. "But still, he can be a bit scatterbrained...sometimes he freaks out or 
slacks off at random times, and that might cost him. I love him but...he can make mistakes." 

"Speaking of freakouts...l'm sure you heard some of the hot gossip that was going around the fair," said Seizor, a 
clever smirk appearing on her face. 

"Hot...gossip?" asked Froslass, looking a bit flustered. "No idea what you're talking about." 

"Oh yeah you do...Kabutops told me ALL about Team Storm's little conversation." 

"Are you bringing this up now?" hissed Froslass. 

"Hey, be happy it's not while Gengar's here," said Seizor. "So? You mad at him?" 

"No, I'm not- L.not everyone is as shameless as you and Kabutops!" sputtered Froslass, looking more and more 
embarrassed by the second. "And...I'll figure it out when Gengar gets back, I don't want to talk about this. You could 
have more decency too, you know!" 

"Why be ashamed? It's not like we're bad looking," commented Seizor, shrugging. 

Swampert smiled. "Confidence is always important. I think I look good too." 

Seizor glanced at Swampert, her gaze getting a bit misty for a moment. "Yeah, I can agree with that. I mean...those 
biceps are...pretty amazing...really something." 

Swampert beamed. "Thanks! If you want to work out some time, I have a great arms workout that really helped me 
out." 

Seizor shook herself off. "Uh...yeah! Sounds...sounds good!" 

On one hand, Swampert was tall glass of water in her book. Big, ripped, and he had a great personality. Seizor knew 
Kabutops wasn't going to get mad at her for looking (he looked plenty too). But in all honesty...looking at other strong 
Water-types just made her miss Kabutops even more. She was happy he was in the thick of it in the competition but... 

"I wish you were here," she muttered as she went over to Swampert. She liked to think he heard her, wherever he 
was. 

Froslass sighed in relief as Seizor and Swampert started talking about physical fitness. Safe for now. She floated 
away to go join Arcanine and the others in the beanbag circle. Dragonite threw her a sympathetic glance, before 
deciding to see his final guests. Wooper and Zekrom were having an intense discussion. Dragonite was curious as to 
what it was. He floated outside and listened for a moment. 

"See, that's the thing about being struck by lightning- to me it FEELS amazing, but with my power I can fry other little 
Pokemon," said Zekrom. "And then I get Reshiram yelling at me, which is a major headache. Easier to hang out with 
Ground-types." 

"Dude, my friend Luxray is the same, she loves getting jolted!" responded Wooper enthusiastically. "But I'll never 
really get what it feels like since I'm a Ground-type. I was really curious to see if it was all that or not!" 

"Depends on the Pokemon. For some, they love it, for others it hurts. For me, it hurts a tiny bit, but the charged up 
feeling overrides any pain." 

Wooper nodded, before turning to Dragonite. "Hey, Dragonite! Zekrom was telling me what it was like to be 
electrocuted. Cool, huh?" 



Dragonite was trying to process that Zekrom, a Legendary Dragon, had taken the time to talk with Wooper about what 
being zapped felt like. Then again, Wooper had a tendency to make others feel relaxed and comfortable with his 
boundless optimism and offbeat personality. 

"I enjoy this small Pokemon," commented Zekrom, his tone serious. "He makes me smile and casual conversations 
are sometimes rare among legends." 

"Sometimes rare?" queried Dragonite, interested. 

"Okay, it depends on the mood," admitted Zekrom. "And the Legend. Yeah, Celebi and Ho-Oh and others are willing 
to stop and shoot the breeze, but don't EVER ask one of those cloud riding jerks to stop and chat- they'll never shut 
up about themselves." 

"Yeah, normal Pokemon can be like that too," admitted Wooper. "Y'gotta find good ones like, like my best friend 
Diglett!" 

"Speaking of Diglett, is he still in his bunker?" asked Dragonite. 

"Yep. But I think he might switch and dig himself a new one soon. He might sneak out and try and come here. I think 
he's seriously considering a restraining order for Trapinch." 

"Yikes." 

"Well, at least she's not as bad as Pidgeot," said Wooper. 

"Well...yes, but...I mean, Pidgeot's not TOO awful," mumbled Dragonite. 

"You seem to be the type who wishes to avoid offending people," rumbled Zekrom. "FIGHT FOR YOUR IDEALS." 

"My ideal is NOT offending people." 

Zekrom sulked. "That's boring, though." 

"Dragonite!" shouted Lapras, coming out to the deck. "Froslass got into the cookies without me looking. We have a 
situation." 

In the background, Dragonite could see a white and blue twister flashing across the room. Bellsprout was cowering 
under a table, staring in fear. Dragonite gulped. 

"Okay, that could be bad! I gotta go, but we'll see you at the next party!" 

000 

Medicham woke up bright and early, eagerly anticipating the next day on the island. Her return was going quite well in 
her opinion- she had won one challenge so far, and had managed to pick up immunity twice. Her new attitude and 
second chance could earn her the victory after all. She quietly left the room (she could still hear Honchkrow muttering 
in her sleep, and Luxray was making some noise she couldn't describe- she didn't want to wake up those two) and 
went out for a walk. The air was warm and fresh- perfect for a walk in the woods to clear her mind. 

She felt a bit melancholy for a moment- Swampert had always loved to walk early in the morning before a quick 
workout session. It had been a special activity that the two of them alone had shared. It had been lovely to see him 
last episode, but she knew he couldn't stay forever. At least she had been able to get advice from him about Bisharp 
at the time. 

Bisharp...he was always a factor, a thought in her mind. Medicham clenched her fist as she stepped into the old 
training area that she and Swampert had created on the island. The wooden dummies still stood. Medicham decided 
some stretching would be good before giving the dummies a good thrashing. 

Still...Bisharp was a factor. Their truce aside, he still stabbed her in the back. Medicham had moved on, but she 
hadn't forgotten. This truce they had was shaky at best. She still knew he could not be trusted. Maybe Banette or 
Noivern but...not him. Bisharp could not be trusted. But Medicham's new code didn't call for believing in others. It 
called for self preservation and playing the game how it could be played. And yet, for all of her newfound confidence 
and strength...she still had her doubts. 



The new code was still honorable...in a sense. She was not breaking the Total Pokemon rules but...it felt wrong. Her 
honor may not have served her well this competition, but she still had it and that meant something. Whereas this new 
method she had adopted felt almost...corrupted. Dirtier? It was hard to describe. She had no idea why she felt this 
way- after all, she had done nothing wrong. But it still bothered her. 

Maybe it was because she had stooped to operating as Bisharp had. 

"Do not let him get to you," she murmured. "Do not pursue and challenge him. He will come to you." 

Still, it was hard for her to figure out why. Why was it that Bisharp was able to get so under her skin? His threats and 
expectations were certainly enough to grind on anyone's nerves, but she knew that no one was as bothered by 
Bisharp as she was. Why did he get to her? Was it because he challenged her code? Forced her to change it? Doubt 
her own resolve? 

And there was the other fact...the fact that he knew...he knew that her past was...less than good. Medicham felt a 
brief stab of shame- those days were behind her, but she knew her Mega Evolution and heart would never forget. 

She would never forget what she did...even if it was for the right reasons. 

"I had the best intent...I know it was wrong, but I had a good reason," she whispered to herself, almost as if she was 
trying to reassure herself. "I never did it again. It was a one time thing. Why does it bother me so much?" 

She closed her eyes and forced herself to stop trembling. Calm. Relaxed. Focused. Her feelings could not get the 
better of her. She had a competition to win, and she wouldn't let Bisharp stand in her way. 

"I will figure out why he is the way he is. And I will figure out why we bothers me so much," vowed Medicham. She 
clenched a fist and punched one of the wooden figures. "HA!" 

The wood splintered into a hundred smaller pieces. Medicham smiled grimly at her fist. She had gotten stronger. She 
could feel it. But her grin faded. At what cost? She shook herself and her eyes hardened. 

"But most importantly...! will beat him." 

000 

"Okay, what's da deal?" asked Honchkrow, glancing over at her companion. "I usually call da meetings, but you 
seemed pretty insistent on it dis time." 

Crobat glanced around. It was their usual meeting spot, and they hadn't been snuck up on before, but he didn't trust 
Krookodile an inch...and he barely trusted anyone else. Last challenge had been a huge wake up call, and he needed 
Honchkrow to understand that. Unfortunately, she wasn't in the best of moods. Anytime Honchkrow got dealt a blow 
to her pride was bad, but whenever an enemy did it, she took it hard. And at this point Alakazam was a pretty big 
enemy. She might be volatile, but Crobat had to talk to her. 

"We need to talk about strategy, because I don't think we're going in a good direction," said Crobat hesitantly. 
Honchkrow eyed him carefully. "Go on." 

"Neither of us have immunity. Alakazam's still safe tonight. And Krookodile has us in the palm of his scaly hand. In 
addition, we have no way of getting out of his grip. It's just a rough situation for us to be in." 

"Den we get out of it- plain and simple- the moment I catch wind of Krook turning on us, I'll strike some bargains with 
da other campers," said Honchkrow simply. 

"That's the thing, Honchkrow...that's not gonna work anymore," argued Crobat. Honchkrow narrowed her eyes. 

"Da hell do ya mean buy dat?" 

"I mean, did you see last challenge? Alakazam threw us to the rest of them as fresh meat, and they took it! Banette, 
Krookodile, hell, even Gliscor! They all joined up and snatched our tickets." 

"So? It's a game. Dey all wanna win." 

"You're missing the point Honchkrow," insisted Crobat. "Okay- let's see it from my view. Suppose we win this 
challenge. Next challenge we take out Alakazam. After that, what's the plan?" 



"Take out da threats. Da big alliances, Medicham, definitely that croc-" 

"And how are we going to do that?" 

"Deals, threats, power...," listed Honchkrow, looking unconcerned. 

"That's not going to work anymore!" repeated Crobat. "Honchkrow, don't you get it? If we remove Alakazam, a huge 
threat from the game, what happens? They'll see the ones who removed him as a threat. And we haven't exactly 
been flying under the radar this whole game. They'll gang up on us and take us out soon after." 

Honchkrow scoffed. "And like I said, deals, threats, power. Solves my problems." 

"Honchkrow, eventually we're not gonna have room to bargain," said Crobat, looking grim. "See, you can't bargain 
with half of them, it won't work. Bisharp won't listen to us if he doesn't want to, Luxray's got her own thing going on, 
and Krookodile does too. I'll bet you anything Banette's allied with Kabutops and maybe Gengar again, and Weavile's 
definitely on his and Alakazam's side. You're not gonna be able to convince all of them to vote someone else, the 
numbers are thinning too much." 

Honchkrow narrowed her eyes. "Whaddya mean I can't do it? I absolutely can." 

"You can try," corrected Crobat. "But it's not going to work." 

"Den what do you suggest, Mr. Genius?" asked Honchkrow, sounding irritated. "Huh? What do you suggest?" 

"Make friends and play nice for now- we have to be likable enough when Alakazam's gone to last longer," said 
Crobat. 

"Excuse me? Buddy up with 'em? What’ll dat do?" said Honchkrow with a sneer. "Not much, dey already don't like 
us." 

"But it wouldn't hurt us." 

"So you don't tink I can get us through?" asked Honchkrow, her voice getting louder. "You tink I can't do it, eh? Alright 
den, fine!" 

"It isn't like that!" protested Crobat. "I just think we need to rethink our strategy, that's all. It's not you, it's the 
competition we face!" 

"Too bad!" snarled Honchkrow angrily. "Tell you what. We split off dis challenge. You can do your whole strategy to 
be buddy-buddy wit all of dem, and I'll stick to da original plan. Now scram!" 

Crobat stared for a moment, before sighing and flying away. 

000 

"What even just happened?" groaned Crobat. 

000 

While most campers were out socializing, there was one who was alone, laying in his bed with a nice book. 
Alakazam's eyes scanned the pages with vague interest, while the cogs in his mind were turning quickly. He had one 
challenge, one more night of immunity to take action against his feathery enemy. He heaved a sigh, closed his book 
and looked at the ceiling of the room. 

His days were numbered, no doubt about that. His chances of winning at this point were at an all time low. Once the 
flying mafia were out of his way, what then? Oh yes, there was the mystery of Mr. B, but that didn't really matter. His 
Mega Evolution and general threat level had him on the radar at all times. Any day now, they'd come for him. 

Alakazam smiled wryly. But not today. He still had immunity. The real question was if he could take down Honchkrow 
first. Which was unlikely but still possible. After all, if the challenge came today (and he had a good guess that it 
would), he could focus her down the way she and Crobat tried to take him down at the fair. And he would, without a 
second thought. Without Hypno, he had been worried about the game growing stale, but Honchkrow and even 
Bronzong had provided nice distractions and kept his mind engaged. Although... 



Alakazam's eyes clouded as he reached under his bed. Undoing a lock on his luggage telekinetically, he reached in 
and pulled out the small velvet box, staring intently at it. Yes...his game had grown more interesting? But at what 
cost? Alakazam heaved a sigh. 

Gothitelle. Alakazam had almost always been alone growing up and in the competition, but it was this season where 
he truly felt it for the first time...after his Mega Evolution had been one thing, but now with Gothitelle gone...the show 
didn't hold the same appeal. In this season, he had actually kicked back and had a bit of fun, enjoyed spending time 
with Gothitelle, Weavile, his team. Yes, he had his spats with Bronzong, but compared to his old feud with Hypno, it 
wasn't as bad...not really. This season had been fun...he supposed he had Gothitelle to thank for that. 

Alakazam put the box back into his bag, locking it carefully before returning to his book. As he knew, his odds were 
low. But he'd try to get the job done the best he could. For her. She deserved it. She was all he truly had. 

"Wait a little longer Gothitelle," he murmured, turning a page. "I'll either win the competition or put up a valiant fight. I 
promise." 

000 

"I caught sight of Alakazam earlier today...guy looked really down about something," murmured Gliscor. "But 
y'know...he's kind of a guy you don't mess with." 

000 

"Real talk- do I stab Honchkrow in the back, or get the brainiac and THEN stab her in the back," muttered 
Krookodile. 

000 

"Campers! Our next challenge is going to start soon! If you could all met me at the edge of the swamp lands, we can 
meet your next host and get the challenge on the way! If you don't know, follow other campers- it's beyond the forest 
around the snowy mountain, but south of the desert." 

Mew's voice rang clear throughout the entire island, and one by one, the campers moved and headed towards the 
specified area. 

"Oh thank god," grumbled Gengar, heading out. Kabutops walked beside him, cocking a brow. 

"What's eating you?" 

"Meh...Weavile and Banette being all lovey dovey makes me miss Froslass, that's all," explained Gengar. "I'm happy 
for 'em, but...yeah. Don't you miss Seizor?" 

"Yeah, but we don't really do lovey dovey that often," said Kabutops, shrugging. "It's more of spar and fight, with a 
side of makeouts." 

"You two are weird," said Gengar. Kabutops scowled. 

"Hey, look we...we do a lot of couple shit together, we go shopping and hit up cafes together...and...and when I have 
bad dreams, she fucking calms me down." 

Gengar smirked. "What, Tyrunt not good enough?" 

"Hey, he helps, but he's not a miracle worker. AND LAY OFF MY TYRUNT." 

"It's kind of shocking to hear that you two are so stable," admitted Gengar. "I always thought you were more...crazy." 

"Competition is healthy, but we don't let it cut into how we feel about each other," insisted Kabutops. "There's a time 
and a place for fighting each other and caring about each other." 

"Aw...so you ARE a softie deep down," said Gengar, grinning at his friend. 

"When did feelings make someone a softie?" scoffed Kabutops. "I can still be a badass and care about someone." 

"True. What do you think the challenge is?" 



"I mean, could be anything. Aren't we running out of returning hosts?" 

"I mean, still haven't seen Vileplume but...maybe eliminated contestants will host next?" asked Gengar. 

"HI bet you Mew steps back into his role as host permanently," said Kabutops. "He'll want his spotlight back after it's 
done, mark my words." 

The two Team Storm members headed out of the woods, to a small clearing where the forest began to meet the 
swampy area of the island. Mew waved them over to where most players were waiting. There seemed to be tension 
among the campers today- Bisharp had a sour look on his face, casting glances at the other players, while 
Honchkrow seemed to be angry with Crobat. Crobat sighed and gave Gengar and Kabutops a wave. Krookodile 
seemed to be a bit on edge- but that might be because Luxray was not hiding the glare she was tossing his way. Mew 
had a big smile on his face, and most could tell he was excited. Next to him was a round ball Pokemon that...seemed 
familiar, but it was hard to tell. 

"Alright! Looks like almost everyone is here!" said Mew. "Anyways, as you can see this time, your host is Electrode!" 
"Who?" asked Noivern. 

"Beats me," said Krookodile, shrugging. 

Electrode sighed and rolled his eyes. "Okay, I get it, not all of you newbies may remember me..." 

Banette was the last to arrive, stretching as he fell in line with the rest of the group. "I made it...who the hell is that?" 
Electrode stared in shock. "Dude, what, you're a veteran! You've gotta remember me! It's me, Electrode!" 

"Elec...who?" asked Kabutops, squinting. "Were you on World Tour?" 

"Yes, I was on World-1 WAS ON TOTAL POKEMON ISLAND TOO!" snapped the bomb. 

"You sure? I feel like you could easily be remembered," said Weavile vaguely. 

Electrode started to simmer but calmed down. He gave a look to Alakazam. "Come on Alakazam! YOU'VE got to 
remember me, you're the genius. Tell them who I am!" 

"Oh, of course I remember you," admitted Alakazam. "But this is much more fun than telling them who you are." 

He smirked while Electrode groaned in defeat. 

"Okay, well, if you remember me or not, I'M THE HOST THIS TIME AROUND!" shouted Electrode. "And boy have I 
got a challenge for you! Today, we’re gonna be hunting!" 

"Hunting?" asked Bisharp. "Hunting for what, exactly?" 

"What challenge is this one based on?" asked Gliscor, confused. 

"Any of you remember hunting Hitmonlee at Mt. Silver? Y'know, that capture challenge where afterwards, I blew up 
Mt. Silver since I was pissed off?" 

"I remember the challenge and I remember the explosion," commented Gengar. "But I mean...the rest is a bit 
fuzzy...oh, I got together with Froslass after that challenge!" 

"How could I forget that one?" grumbled Weavile. "I lost my damn home. Had to move to some other snowy- wait a 
minute, you were the one that blew it up?" 

"Uh...yeah?" said Electrode. 

Weavile growled and stepped forward, but Kabutops and Banette restrained her. "YOU LITTLE-!" 

"Hey!" shouted Mew. "Don't go scrapping with him. If he bombs this island, I am going to LOSE IT. I will BURY 
EVERYONE HERE IN LAW SUITS AND SHARE THE MISERY WITH ALL OF YOU." 


Silence. Electrode backed up, while Weavile stepped away, looking nervous. Bombs were one thing. Law suits were 
another. 



"...no blowing things up?" mumbled Luxray. "Aw..." 

"ANYWAYS!" barked Electrode. "This challenge is going to be a hunting challenge. But instead of hunting Hitmonlee 
or someone else...you'll be hunting each other! It's gonna be like assassin!" 

"Assassin?" asked Kabutops, glancing to the others. "The hell is that?" 

"Oh, it's pretty fun!" said Gengar with a laugh. "Basically, you gather a bunch of people together and each person has 
a target, right? You have to track down your target, but at the same time someone will be tracking you down. If you 
get your target out, you let the guy running the show know and they'll give you a new target." 

"Usually, that target is the person who is your previous target's target," added Alakazam. 

"Target...wait...hang on, I'm a little lost," said Gliscor. 

"Okay, here's an example," said Electrode. "Say you were hunting Banette, and Banette was hunting Gengar. If you 
got Banette before Banette got Gengar, you'd be assigned Banette's target. So you'd get Gengar. Whereas if 
someone got you, they'd be hunting Banette." 

"So it's a big chain," said Alakazam. "We all have to hunt our targets. But what is our ultimate goal?" 

"The ultimate goal is to be the last person standing!" said Electrode, chuckling. "But we've got some rules, and we've 
got some some special bonuses in this challenge. Not the same as the fair though. So for starters, the territory. You 
are ONLY allowed to be in the swamp land. Once everyone's in, we'll have a five minute time limit so everyone can 
spread out. Second of all, you can’t just claim to capture a person- we've got several liars here. So Mew and I took 
some extra measures." 

Mew held up a strange device that looked like a cross between a gun and a GPS. "So, every person will get one of 
these things. This your capture gun. It fires a large net as well as a signal to Electrode and I. Once you get someone 
in the net, they count as captured. However, you will have to BRING THEM to me and Electrode. Thankfully, we'll be 
in the center of the swamp area, so you can use the GPS in your capture gun to find us. Once you bring your 
captured prize, we will take them out of the competition and give you a new target." 

"But be warned!" said Electrode. "There's only one net- if you miss your shot you'll have to go get your net and reload. 
If you somehow lose your net, we have spares with Mew and I at the center. But it's really inconvenient." 

"And the guns are easy!" said Mew, aiming at Electrode and firing. Electrode let out a yelp of shock as he was 
encased in the net, glaring angrily at Mew. 

"OY!" 

"Couldn't resist," said Mew with a laugh. "Now, the clearing where Electrode and I are set up is OFF LIMITS for 
hunting- you can't ambush anyone while they're cashing in. It's a safe zone. I mean, you can wait outside the clearing 
for them to leave, but no nets should be fired in the safe zone. You'll be disqualified! Any other questions before we 
get this shindig started?" 

Bisharp raised a hand. "Are we allowed to steal others nets if we find them? And also, if a net is fired at us, are we 
allowed to destroy the nets before they impact. For example, if someone fired a net at Kabutops or myself, may we 
cut through them?" 

"Stealing other nets is allowed, but you'll have to come and get a new one from us if you lose yours. On the other 
hand, destroying a net is not allowed. We receive a signal if you've been netted, and we will KNOW," said Mew. 
"ALSO, you are not allowed to cut yourself free while your hunter takes you to us. That’s not how it works." 

"So don't get caught- simple enough," said Banette, shrugging. 

"I also have an inquiry," said Alakazam, looking curious. "You mentioned that we'd be assigned our target's target if 
we manage to take them out. I am curious. Say Honchkrow is my target, and I am her target. What happens if I take 
her out and I become my own target?" 

Honchkrow scowled at Alakazam. Mew smirked. 


"Yeah, that IS interesting. Well for starters, there IS an award if you get yourself as a target, but it's not immunity. For 
starters, we'll assign you a completely different target- we're not expecting you to drag yourself to us in a net. On the 



other hand, if you reach the end of a chain and get yourself as a target, you get an extra vote in the elimination 
ceremony!" 

"An extra vote?" asked Weavile, looking intrigued. "So our vote counts double?" 

"Or you can vote for two different people," agreed Mew. "Of course, for those of you that are immune from the last 
challenge still, you are safe. But double votes would CERTAINLY tip the scales." 

"I'll agree to that," murmured Bisharp, eyes narrowed. 

"So? Any other concerns?" asked Mew. "And by the way, you're allowed to attack each other- but no moves...well, 
except on the net I guess. I mean, I think it'd be pretty awesome for Noivern to blast the net back with a Boomburst, 
and I guess Alakazam can carry his net with telekinesis!" 

Electrode nodded. "Yeah, that'd be sick! Also, part of the strategy is timing your net, so you might want to wait for 
people who are tired! Alternatively, you can bluff and lie to each other about your targets- fun stuff, right? So, we all 
set?" 


Everyone glanced at each other, and there was a murmur of assent. 

"And one final thing!" shouted Electrode. "For a lot of these challenges, we announce who's in and who's out! But for 
this challenge, we're not gonna tell you who's caught and who isn't. That way, it's even more nervewracking. You'll 
have no idea who else is lurking in the bushes." 

Gliscor and Noivern exchanged a nervous look, while Alakazam looked intrigued. Mew spoke next. 

"Alright. So, for the first batch of names, Mewtwo has them. And he should be back right about..." 

"Now," grunted Mewtwo, emerging from the trees. "Was marking the lines for where the barriers would be going. Got 
the names too." 

"So, you'll all enter the forest one at a time!" said Mew, chuckling. "Get ready for some fun! Because the hunt is on!" 

000 

"Well, I was made for dis kinda challenge," growled Honchkrow. "I'm a pretty good shot. I've always had a 
passion for uh...well...urn...LASER TAG AND SQUIRT GUNS YEAH! Anyways, looks like my target is 
Kabutops." 

Honchkrow glared at the screen. "Was hoping for Alakazam or maybe Crobat. It'd be good to teach dem a 
lesson in underestimating me." 

000 

Kabutops tapped his chin. "Hardest part is gonna be firing the damn gun, but I think I can manage it- things 
are pretty bulky, so I can probably fit my scythe on the trigger. Mewtwo gave me Gliscor as my target- feel 
bad but I think I can take him. I'm just worried about gathering the net afterwards." 

Kabutops groaned. "Assuming I don't slice through it by accident. Friggin' hell..." 

000 

"Shit, come on, I got ALAKAZAM?" protested Gliscor. "How the hell am I supposed to deal with that? He's a 
genius! The biggest brain I know. Of all the things, him? Damn I'm unlucky today." 

000 

"A game of guns and chance...well, I already know what I'm out to do. It's about time I teach Honchkrow a 
lesson," murmured Alakazam. "Unfortunately, I've been started with Noivern. However, I don't believe that 
will prove too much of a challenge. I've still got one night of safety left. If I can win this challenge and gain 
double votes...well, that bird will soon be out of my way." 

000 


Okay, so like...guns aren't really my thing?" grumbled Noivern. "Capture challenge or whatever, right? Well 



I got Banette, which isn't like...the first choice I'd make. That guy is clever and sneaky. Although...it's kind of 
cool that I've gotta get him...I'm like...a ghost catcher." 

She paused, before belting out a melody. "WHEN THERE'S SOMETHING STRANGE...ON THE TV 
SHOW...WHO YA GONNA CALL? CALL NOIVERN!" 

000 

"Honchkrow? Oh damn, that's gonna be tricky, especially with Crobat on her side," mumbled Banette. "Still, 
that might not be too bad. I was more worried about getting one of my teammates. I don't think I want to 
backstab Weavile...still, I hope she's not targeting me. That would REALLY suck." 

000 

"Really glad I didn't get one of my friends or alliance mates, but I don't think Medicham is going to be any 
easier," said Weavile with a frown. "She's agile and really good at physical confrontations...and well...she's 
not dumb either. Maybe I can bluff her out, after all, if she's still got that honor thing it might not be too 
difficult. Still, was hoping I could go after that crocodile. Even if he's still immune...ah damn." 

000 

"Crobat is my assigned target...interesting, but I am more worried about who could possibly targeting me," 
said Medicham. "I have also noticed that Bisharp seems to be rather...perturbed today. I wonder if something 
happened. It is hard to tell with him. Perhaps I can get ahold of Toxicroak and ask him. He might know. But 
for now, the challenge." 

000 

"Bisharp? Oh hell, that's annoying," grumbled Crobat. "Of course, I bet Honchkrow's out for my blood too- 
wonder if she got me? Still, this challenge is a good opportunity for me. If I run into people, I can try and 
make allies so I can prove to her how it's clever. Might save my ass if this challenge doesn't go well. Still, 
getting Bisharp might not be easy. He'll totally go to cut my net if he gets the chance. Wonder who he got." 

000 

"Well my target is Gengar," commend Bisharp. "Could be worse. I'm more hoping that I can move through 
the line, get immunity AND reach myself as a target. I could remove anyone from the competition I want. 
Particularly that two-faced warrior who used me last match. That would be interesting. I eliminated her once. I 
could do it again. Sorry Gengar, but you're just going to get caught in the crossfire." 

000 

"Aw jeez, LUXRAY is my target?" muttered Gengar. "Are you KIDDING? I mean like...she's sort of like crazy 
genius like, y'know? She's all I'M GONNA BLOW UP THIS PLANE WITH NO WARNING or I CAN TELEPORT. 
Like, how am I supposed to bag that? It's insane." 

000 

"MU AH AH AH AH AH A! THE END IS NIGH FOR ALL OF THESE WOULD BE HUNTERS!" roared Luxray. She 
nodded at the camera. "After all, only I hold the key to the mathematics and insanity that is this sort of 
challenge. No one else has the right type of arteries for it, really." 

She paused. "That being said, I feel bad that I have to get Toxicroak first. Wish I could've chosen my target, 
but my entire plan is to try and get through and get Krookodiie. Oh yeah- you may have eliminated 
Mamoswine, but I'm going to BRING YOU DOWN FOR IT! THESE NEXT CHALLENGES ARE GONNA 
DESTROY YOU!" 

She frowned. "Still...I wonder why Krookodiie did it." 

000 

"Oh crud, I got Krookodiie...1 wonder if he'll try and outmaneuver me," said Toxicroak, fiddling with the gun. 

"I mean it's like...he's smart, but I can be pretty sneaky too, right? I just...oh man, please don't let me be out 
first. PLEASE don't let me be out first again." 



He let out a dismayed croak. 

000 

"Welp, it's about time for another challenge. Wish I didn't get Weavile as a target, but what can you do?" said 
Krookodile. "After all, considering how I pissed her off last time, I'm still probably on her radar. Still, with this 
much immunity, I suppose I could try and make a good play of getting double votes and eliminating her ass. 
Either way, with enough tricks, I've got this in the bag." 

He chuckled before accidentally firing his gun, causing the net to bounce off the wall and capture him. "GAH! 
DAMNIT!" 

000 

"Okay, guys!" shouted Electrode. "Get ready to get out there and hunt down your friends! You get five minutes to get 
out there and hide. Mew and I will be in the center!" 

"Good luck! Try not to get netted too quickly!" said Mew with a chuckle. 

Mewtwo blew a loud whistle and the Pokemon got into gear, running into the swampy woods and trying to find a 
proper path. Everyone moved through in their own way- Noivern darted through the trees, noticing a nearby Crobat 
doing the same thing. Alakazam walked calmly through the trees, keeping all of his sense active. Gengar and Banette 
darted through the shadows quietly, while Medicham and Toxicroak jumped through the trees, hopping from branch 
to branch. Everyone was thinking the same thing- five minutes wasn't long and in order to survive, they'd have to get 
in the right position. 

Banette leapt out of the shadows, with Gengar following suit. The two of them glanced around. 

"Alright, I think we're good for now," muttered Banette, scratching his head. "So...any sign of Weavile or Kabutops?" 

"I saw Kabutops hacking his way through the swamp water...my guess is he's gonna stick to the swamps," muttered 
Gengar. "No idea about Weavile, though. So...uh...anyways, you got a plan?" 

"Sheesh, why do I have to be the plan guy?" groaned Banette. "You can try it sometime, you know." 

"Dude, I did the leader thing before. It ended with me getting blown to shit," said Gengar. "Like, dude. I’m smart and 
all, but you're the one running this group." 

"Yeah, yeah," muttered Banette, checking his net gun. "Anyways, I've gotta find my-" 

He stopped for a moment, glancing at Gengar, almost suspiciously. "Hang on. Why are you hanging around me?" 
Gengar looked confused. "Uh...l dunno. We're ghosts and there's no rule against chilling with someone..." 

"Yeah...but who's your target?" asked Banette. 

Gengar held up his hands. "Whoa, dude! Not what you think! I got Luxray!" 

"Luxray?" asked Banette, lowering his net gun. "Okay. That's fair. I've got Honchkrow...not really looking forward to 
it." 

"Yeah, it'll be tough with Crobat around- he's got good ears...dang, I miss the guy," muttered Gengar. 

"Miss him? It's not like he left." 

"Yeah, but he's always off with Honchkrow now. I remember when me and him were on Team Shadow with 
Houndoom. Those days were simple." 

"Fair," admitted Banette. "Anyways, I think we oughta split up. Just try and survive, okay? We'll get through this one." 
"Hopefully...we've still got a full gang," said Gengar. He gave Banette a nod. "Alright, I'm off. Good luck." 

"You too." 


000 



"YOUR FIVE MINUTES ARE UP! THE HUNT IS ON!" 


Alakazam rolled his eyes at Mew's loud announcement. It wasn't like he needed a reminder- he had been counting 
the seconds since the start of the challenge. But then again, he wasn't the average competitor. So...his target was 
Noivern, and he still had no real idea of who was after him. 

One thing was for certain- it wasn't Crobat or Honchkrow. He had expected one of them to try and jump him the 
moment the challenge started, but they weren't even following him...strangely, the two had parted ways for the 
challenge. Perhaps it was due to the trust factor- suppose one was another's target. But Alakazam got the vibe that 
the two were at odds with one another. Regrettable for them, perhaps, but for him? Convenient. 

"Crobat's the mellow that keeps Honchkrow cool," he said. "Without him...she'll be much more unstable. The question 
is...how many Pokemon do I need to take out to reach her?" 

Alakazam frowned, examining his gun. Noivern first. Whatever else was next, he'd handle when he reached it. The 
matter now was...who was seeking him out? 

High above in the trees, Gliscor was hanging. His yellow eyes flitted around warily, before focusing on Alakazam. 
Gliscor grinned as he silently glided forward, landing on another branch. He slowly made his way closer to Alakazam, 
his eyes flickering in the gloom. He crawled closer, gripping his gun tight. He fiddled with it for a moment, wondering 
how to work it. 

Down below, Alakazam froze, hearing the quiet clicking of something. Someone passing through...or... 

Gliscor finally figured out the mechanism. Aiming carefully, he pointed it at Alakazam and fired. The net soared 
through the air, hurtling towards Alakazam. But Alakazam had heard it coming. He moved out of the way, pressing up 
against a tree as the net crashed into the ground in front of him. Alakazam sighed in relief, before looking up. 

"Come collect your ammo. Better luck next time." 

With a quiet chuckle, he rushed off into the shadows. Gliscor let out a grunt of annoyance and fluttered down, 
gathering his net. 

"It was a good shot, you just waited a few seconds too long." 

Gliscor looked up to see Crobat drop out of the swampy canopy. Crobat offered his fellow Flying-type a reassuring 
smile. Gliscor returned it, before his eyes narrowed. 

"You aren't hunting for me, are you?" 

"If I was, I'd capture you now without talking to you first," said Crobat with a laugh. He fluttered down. "Alakazam, eh? 
Honchkrow's gonna be jealous of you. She wants another crack at him, even if he's immune tonight." 

"She can have him," grumbled Gliscor, reloading the net into his gun. "Getting him is gonna be awful." 

Crobat shrugged. "So. How's it going? You seem to be doing well lately, and well...it's been a while since we talked." 

"Oh I've been great, and well...I mean, I wanna say I'm sorry we haven't talked...but...uh..." 

Crobat sighed. "Don't apologize. Look. I get it. I haven't been around lately...not like I used to. Ever since I've 
uh...been with Honchkrow...I've been distant. And well.J wanted to say I'm sorry." 

"Sorry?" asked Gliscor. "I mean, she's your girlfriend, you don't have to-" 

"Just because she's my girlfriend doesn't mean she's my entire world," said Crobat. "That's not how it should be- you 
learned that with Pidgeot. And well...you and I were good friends and I feel like I've drifted...away from you and 
everyone else. And I'm sorry for that." 

Gliscor paused, before smiling. "Okay. I accept that. So, have things been okay with Honchkrow?" 

"Uh...not the GREATEST, but certainly not awful," muttered Crobat. "Noivern?" 

"Well uh...kind of the greatest," admitted Gliscor. "Not to brag but...damn I'm happy. We're actually uh...starting a 
band, do you play an instrument?" 



"With these wings?" asked Crobat. "Nah. I sing but...l doubt I'm the type of voice you'd need." 

"Fair enough...so uh...maybe we should hang later...l mean after the challenge." 

"Yeah, that sounds nice," said Crobat. "Good luck bagging the genius." 

Gliscor grinned. "Thanks!" 

He took to the skies and floated after Alakazam, gliding through the gloomy trees. Crobat sighed, made sure his gun 
was still firmly attached to him, and flew off in a different direction to try and locate his own target. 

000 

"On one hand, I feel bad because being friends with Gliscor at this exact point might save my skin," admitted 
Crobat. "On the other hand? I do miss him and Gengar and all of those guys. I just...ugh, Honchkrow can be 
difficult sometimes. That's all." 

000 

Luxray hopped through a misty area of the swamp, the boggy ground sticking to her legs. Luxray frowned, flicking 
some mud off of her foot- she couldn't have it slowing down her assault on the enemy players. Luxray reached up a 
muddy foot and drew some warpaint on her face. Yes...now she was prepared for war. The war for her heart. Saving 
Private Mamoswine. Or General Mamoswine? Whatever his title was, he was so effective that promotions fell into his 
lap. But STILL! Saving him. 

Well not exactly since he was already gone. But still. It had a good sound to it. Luxray liked it. This challenge, not so 
much. Toxicroak was a slippery fellow and she knew how hard it would be to catch a frog in the swamp. Unless she 
got super lucky, but that was Honchkrow's thing, not hers. But she had to find Toxicroak. And that wouldn't be easy. 

As she searched the area, she was unaware of the fact that someone else was nearby. From a patch of reeds in the 
murky water, a yellow eye shot open. Toxicroak peered around, his eye flicking to the area around him. Krookodile 
was nowhere in sight. Instead the footsteps were...Luxray. Drat! He closed his eyes and sunk back down into the 
water, making sure his nose was at least on the surface. He had no idea who Luxray was going for...he had glimpsed 
Honchkrow gliding around, looking towards the ground, so he figured she was after someone on land, but other than 
that? No clue. 

He felt a vibration course through the water and heard a splash. Ah...Luxray was in the water. Well, that couldn't 
really hurt him. He was well camouflaged. 

Luxray was looking around curiously. She had seen some ripples in the water. Someone had to be nearby. The real 
question is...who was lurking in the swamp? Not a lot of the contenders would be in the water- she could imagine 
Krookodile, Toxicroak, or possibly one of the ghosts...frowning in the thought, she tapped the water with a paw. Well, 
if it was Toxicroak? 

Toxicroak waited quietly for a moment, wondering why she had stopped when suddenly he felt a stinging sensation. 

"What the heck- GAH!" screeched the frog as a powerful electric shock coursed through his body. He burst out of the 
water, gasping in pain, but before he could ask Luxray what she was doing, a large net hit him directly in the face. 

The poor frog was trapped, the net falling down into the water, where Toxicroak was twitching feebly inside. 

"H-how did you...know I w-was...there?" he asked weakly. 

Luxray posed dramatically, cackling loudly. "I AM A PSYCHIC!" 

Toxicroak gaped. "But you're...an Electric-type..." 

Luxray froze. Then she shrugged. "Yeah, good point. Saw the ripples in the water when you moved a little bit. Figured 
the only ones who would hide there would be Krookodile or you, and welL.Krookodile's immune to electricity 
and...YOU'RE CAUGHT, BOY! TO ELECTRODE WE GO!" 

"Why...am I always first?" groaned Toxicroak as Luxray dragged him across the wet ground. 


000 



Toxicroak sighed, banging his head against the side of the confessional. Then a shock ran through his body, 
zapping him again. 

000 

Alakazam climbed into a tree, gritting his teeth. Noivern would be difficult to capture if he didn't try and get the higher 
ground. Of course, judging by the shot aimed at him earlier...it was likely his hunter was an aerial Pokemon as well. 
He had to take a guess at either Crobat or Gliscor...probably Gliscor due to the clumsy shot. Alakazam let a smirk 
grace his face. Well, Gliscor wouldn't be happy that Alakazam was targeting his girlfriend but...well, it couldn't be 
helped, he supposed. 

He heard a rustling and froze, looking far down at the ground. There was a hushed silence. Then out of the gloom, 
past a brown, dying bush, appeared Bisharp, his eyes carefully scanning the area. He moved silently through the 
grass, a scowl on his face as he slogged through the soft, marshy surface. He fingered his gun absently, before 
moving past a nearby tree, disappearing once more. Alakazam let out a sigh in relief. While he assumed that his 
potential hunter was airborne, it wasn't wise to take chances. 

He froze again when he heard a soft flutter on the wind. He whirled around, aiming his gun carefully. But there was 
nothing...or was there? Alakazam cocked a brow as Honchkrow appeared from the gloom, weapon drawn. Alakazam 
chuckled. 

"You can put that down. I know I'm not your target." 

"And how do you know dat?" snapped Honchkrow. 

"You would've fired by now if I was. What do you want?" 

"...I'm warning you, dat's all," growled Honchkrow. "You're goin' down." 

"I understand that you and I aren't civil, but did something happen in particular to frustrate you?" drawled Alakazam, 
lowering his gun calmly. "Unless you're still sore about that clever maneuver with the tickets." 

Honchkrow's glare only grew angrier. "I don't let dat bug me. And yeah, you ain't my target but I'll get you." 

Alakazam looked disdainful. "Really. This isn't like you at all Honchkrow. Threatening me with absolutely no reason 
behind it. Unless Crobat is nearby." 

Honchkrow froze, but then narrowed her eyes again. "No. He ain't." 

Alakazam frowned, before cocking a brow. "Ah. He isn't? So, you're either making a bluff or...the two of you aren't 
working together. Has something happened?" 

"Nothing's happened!" snarled Honchkrow, a little too quickly. Shit. He was still on her mind, their little fight from 
before hadn't left her memory. Alakazam gave her a curious look. 

"What caused this? Am I to blame for this lovers' spat? Regardless, I'm almost disappointed in you. Fly away, bird. I 
have business to attend to." 

Honchkrow glared. "What'd you say?" 

"Fly away," repeated Alakazam, sounding less patient this time. "You're good, Honchkrow, but I'm better. And without 
Crobat's assistance? I doubt you'll have a good crack at me." 

Honchkrow's eyes flashed as she opened her mouth angrily, but there was yet another noise in a nearby tree. 
Alakazam whirled around, eyes widening in shock. Was Crobat lying in wait to capture him? He turned and raised his 
gun threateningly, but noticed out of the corner of his eye that Honchkrow had done the same thing. Hmmm... 

But it wasn't Crobat. In fact, Alakazam couldn't believe his luck. Noivern fell out of the tree, groaning as she picked 
some leaves out of her ears. She landed on a nearby branch, shaking herself off. 

"Jeez, I can hardly believe how gross this place is...how the heck am I supposed to sneak up on Banette here?" 
mumbled Noivern. She looked up and saw Honchkrow and Alakazam, both pointing guns at her. Noivern froze. 

"Uh...hi...have you uh...seen Banette?" 



Honchkrow sighed and lowered her gun. "Well, of all da rotten...not my target...oh wait, LISTEN YOU BRAINIAC-" 

But Alakazam gave Honchkrow no reaction as he casually fired a net through the air, snagging Noivern. The dragon 
let out a loud cry of shock as the net wrapped around her. She fell off the branch, but thankfully, she got snagged on 
a rope so she didn't fall. 

"What the hell? AW DUDE! IT WAS YOU? MAN, OF ALL THE ROTTEN LUCK...I THOUGHT IT WAS MEDICHAM, 
SINCE SHE FOLLOWED ME ALL STEALTHY LIKE BUT...DAMN, I WANTED TO WIN." 

"And that's a capture for me," said Alakazam briskly. "No hard feelings, Noivern." 

Noivern gave a weak wave of her tail, but suddenly the branch gave away and she was sent hurtling towards the 
ground. There was a dull thud and a loud squelch as she landed in some mud. Alakazam and Honchkrow both 
winced. 

"Okay, SOME hard feelings." 

"Ow," moaned Noivern. 

"Well, I'm off to deliver her. As you were," said Alakazam, dragging himself out of the tree. Honchkrow scowled. 

"Dis ain't over." 

"Isn't it?" replied Alakazam smoothly. Without another word, he went to retrieve Noivern. Honchkrow kept herself 
perched on the tree, before clenching one of her wings into a feathery fist. 

Like hell this was over! 

000 

"Something has gone down between bird and bat," commented Alakazam. "Should make my life easier this 
challenge. I’m coming for you, Honchkrow." 

000 

"Man...I need to step up and win a challenge for a change...," muttered Noivern. "I keep getting immunity and 
stuff, which is like, really nice but...man, I’d REALLY like to win something." 

000 

"After bagging the froggy, guess who I get?" asked Luxray. "KROOKODILE! DIRE VENGEANCE PHASE ONE 
BEGINS NOW!" 

000 

"I feel like something shifted in a bad direction for me," muttered Krookodile. 

000 

Alakazam glanced at his gun with concentration as he dragged Noivern along with telekinesis. Noivern let out a 
grumble, before perking up. 

"Hey! Wait. Question, dude." 

"Yes?" asked Alakazam. 

"So like, I'm forming a band! You wanna join it? You got the skills?" 

Alakazam scoffed. "A band of what? Rogues? Alliance mates? No thank you." 

"What?" asked Noivern. "No dude, like...a musical band. That plays music. Duh." 

Alakazam stopped. Then he turned and looked at Noivern in confusion. "Wait...as in a music band. You're serious. 
You're asking if I want to be in a musical band." 



"Well, yeah! What did you expect?" 

Alakazam furrowed his brow. "I'm not entirely sure. But certainly not that. Regardless, I must decline your offer." 
"Damn!" cursed Noivern. Alakazam continued to pull her along. 

"You're gathering up members to be in your band from the show?" queried the Psychic. 

"Pretty much." 

"Any luck?" asked Alakazam. 

"I’ve got a drummer and a bassist, but y'know I should get a rhythm guitarist to match with me, maybe a keyboardist 
and a specialized singer," explained Noivern. "But I can rock out and sing too!" 

"What about Luxray?" 

"She has other plans. She drew me a BITCHIN' logo, though!" 

Alakazam shrugged. "Other than her, Weavile, and Crobat, I don't see anyone who would sing. Keyboardist and other 
guitarists may be difficult." 

"Oh yeah, Crobat CAN sing...," murmured Noivern. That was another person she'd need to check on. But her 
thoughts were cut short as Alakazam dragged her into a clearing. They had reached the spot where Mew and 
Electrode had set up camp. It was one of the few dry areas in the swamp, so rather than mud, the ground was 
covered in simple dirt. There was a large chest nearby with extra guns and spare nets in case someone lost or broke 
their current weapon. In addition, Mew and Electrode had set up several screens connected to the cameras to help 
them watch and capture the footage. The two of them were chatting among themselves, while a nearby Toxicroak 
was slouched on a stump, looking gloomy. Alakazam tossed him a sympathetic look. He also noticed Mewtwo in a 
nearby tree, his eyes looking across the horizon as he maintained a psychic border around the swampgrounds. 
Electrode and Mew perked up and came over, nodding at Alakazam as he released Noivern from his gun. She floated 
over to sit beside Toxicroak, looking almost, but not as sad. 

"Good catch, Alakazam. So Noivern is out, and you get to move along," said Mew. 

"My next target is?" asked Alakazam, reloading the net into his gun. 

"Well, if you get Noivern's target...Banette is yours." 

Alakazam frowned- he wanted Honchkrow. But he shrugged it off and turned around. "Very well. I'll be back soon." 

000 

Kabutops grumbled in annoyance as he attempted to unjam his gun. "Stupid ass...shitty...piece of crap...thing." 

He had heard a rustling in a nearby bush before, but it turned out that it may have just been the wind. As a result, 
Kabutops went for the shot only to hit nothing. This would normally not be a big deal, but when you didn't have any 
hands or fingers, reloading the net back into your weapon was difficult. He had been struggling with the thing for 
about five minutes now. Suddenly something clicked. Kabutops's eyes gleamed as he examined the weapon. He 
seemed to have reloaded it properly. 

"There we go! Good as new...now...to find Gliscor..." 

Still, he had no idea where to start with that. He assumed Gliscor was high in the trues, but he himself wasn't suited 
for jumping from branch to branch. He looked around before noticing a bog. Well...it may not be the cleanest water, 
but it was still water. Kabutops moved forward and dove in. The water was murky, but he could still see. Carrying his 
gun in his arms (thank goodness they were apparently waterproof) he began to move through the different ponds and 
creeks in the marsh. It felt pretty good to be the only Water-type left in the game. He may not have access to the air 
like many competitors, but he could out swim them all. Even if Toxicroak and Krookodile could swim, he was the king 
of the water right now. 

He burst out of the water and landed on wet sand. He had made his way through the swamp to the beach- well, if you 
could call it that. The swamp, like the dock and beach close to camp, bordered the ocean, so there was a beach in 
the marshes as well. But it wasn't exactly pretty- the sand was dark and wet, there were dead trees and logs resting 



on the shore, and the whole place had a strange odor. If Kabutops was a a more nervous Pokemon, he'd have been 
spooked by the dreary atmosphere. 

"Still...I doubt Gliscor's gonna be chilling on the shores," muttered Kabutops. He sniffed before pulling a face. 

"Ugh...smells shitty here." 

He walked among the swampy shore, glancing with vague interest at the driftwood and seaweed in the mud. 
Seriously, the stench was- hang on, what was that? Kabutops leaned down and peered at something. It was...a mark 
in the sand. Faded, but still recent enough to have left a mark. He paused, before following the mark, and seeing 
more like it. Kabutops chuckled. 

"Footprint," commented Kabutops. He vaguely tried to remember what Gliscor's feet looked like, before shaking his 
head. Gliscor, walking? Doubtful...unless he was kicking up sand. Kabutops's eyes gleamed. Sand Veil was Gliscor's 
ability, right? It was a stretch, but...maybe there was something. He began to follow the trail, interested- at the very 
least, this could end with something fun. 

He continued to track the footsteps, which were far enough from the shore that they wouldn't get washed away. Or so 
he thought. At one point, there was a bunch of scattered footsteps in the same place but...they didn't seem to go 
anywhere. Kabutops stared in confusion. Had there been a fight? Maybe someone got picked off. But there were no 
footsteps leading to or away from the scuffle. Kabutops struck a thoughtful pose. 

"Maybe someone was in the air...and then they flew off with the person they caught?" mused Kabutops. "Gah. I got 
no brains for this mystery crap." 

If it WAS an aerial attack, it could've been Gliscor...maybe Honchkrow, but Crobat and Noivern didn't have the size or 
strength to carry someone off. He glanced at the prints. They were moving back towards the woods. He figured going 
in the same direction was a pretty good idea. He moved towards the dead trees, slipping into some bushes. He 
squinted through the leaves, but didn't see someone. He leaped out and hopped into the water of a nearby river that 
was going in the same direction. He pulled a face- swamp water was always pretty gross. He swam quietly through 
the narrow water, occasionally sticking his head out to look around. Nothing happened the first time. But the second 
time he stuck his head out, he noticed some bushes rustling nearby. Kabutops's eyes widened and he dove back into 
the water. Despite it being murky, he could make out a shadow hovering over the surface. Kabutops held his breath 
(well, not really, he had gills, but that wasn't the point). He was motionless, but felt immense relief the moment the 
shadow disappeared. Waiting for another moment, Kabutops raised his head from the surface. 

Only to stare down the barrel of a gun. Kabutops gulped. But then he heard a sigh, as Weavile gave him a stare. 

"So tell me, am I your target, or can I lower this thing?" 

Kabutops relaxed. "Nope. I got Gliscor. I assume you don’t have me." 

"You'd assume right," said Weavile. "What are you doing in there?" 

"I was tracking someone...it must've been you. I saw some signs that could've been Gliscor, but I guess they weren't." 

Kabutops crawled out of the water, shaking himself off. "How about you? Who are you looking for?" 

"Medicham, but I don't think there's any good way to track her. She's gonna be a doozy. So, do you know who's 
hunting you yet?" 

"No clue, but I did pass by Noivern and I know that early on, Luxray saw me near a swamp. Neither of them went for 
me. How about you?" 

"I’ve only seen Bisharp, who was stalking through some of the foggy parts of the marsh," said Weavile. "I wouldn't 
have seen him if I hadn't heard his feet splashing. I hate this damn swamp. Why did he have to hold it here?" 

"I mean, we've rarely had challenges here," pointed out Kabutops. "Like, yeah we passed through during the relay 
and I know some people have hid here in Hide and Seek challenges, but...it's pretty new." 

"Yeah, yeah," muttered Weavile, not sounding pleased. "Anyways...you saw something that made you think I was 
Gliscor? What was it?" 

"Oh, yeah that...well, I saw these footprints on the beach, and they ended with a bunch of marks. I figured Gliscor or 
Honchkrow bagged their target and flew off with them. The footprints stopped in the middle of the mud and didn't 



continue." 


"Footprints?" asked Weavile, stopping and giving Kabutops a look of confusion. 

"Yeah. At first I thought they were Gliscor's, but I guess they were yours." 

"Kabutops...those weren't mine," said Weavile uncertainly. "I mean, I didn't go to the beach...and if Gliscor flew off 
with me, I wouldn't be here now." 

Kabutops frowned. "Good point. Must've been someone else...crap, I wonder who can fly." 

"Well, I think- AH!" 

Weavile was cut off as a net snagged her from behind, sending her tumbling into a tree. Her eyes were wide as she 
stared at Kabutops, before looking past him. Her expression twisted into one of rage. Kabutops turned around. There 
was Krookodile, standing covered in mud and looking extremely pleased with himself. 

"You...," said Kabutops, scowling. 

"Yeah, no one flew off...you saw the tracks on the beach before I decided to dig underground," said Krookodile, 
chuckling. "I mean, this mud is so easy to dig through. But thanks for leading me to Weavile-1 had lost sight of her 
until I heard you talking." 

Kabutops growled and readied his gun, but Krookodile just snorted. "Put it down, bucko. I ain't Gliscor." 

"Doesn’t mean I can't drag your ass back to Mew for fun," said Kabutops with a scowl. 

"It won't save Weavile. Once you're in the net, if you get out, you're still caught." 

"But it'll buy some time if I leave you here for someone to find you," snapped Kabutops. 

Krookodile narrowed his eyes. "And lose your ammo? Are you an idiot?" 

The crocodile walked forward, grabbing Weavile without waiting for an answer. He smirked at her, causing Weavile to 
roll her eyes. "Anyways, I've got the mean girl here. I'll catch you later, Kabutops." 

Kabutops sneered, but Weavile shook her head. "He's not worth it, Kabutops. Don't blow your chance to win." 
Kabutops frowned, annoyed, looking at his gun. 

000 

"On one hand, Kabutops is street-wise, but thinking his actions through isn't a strong point," groaned 
Weavile. "But it's not worth antagonizing Krookodile right now- he has two nights of immunity. We need to 
wait for the perfect time to strike- most importantly, after he's an open target." 

000 

"Yeah, but here's the thing, croc. Ammo is replaceable," snarled Kabutops, grinning. 

000 

As Krookodile swaggered out of the clearing and towards some puddles of water, he heard a voice. "OY!" 

Krookodile turned around, staring as Kabutops aimed his gun, grinning. 

"I can always replace the ammo later. I think I'd rather see you lose than win myself." 

Kabutops cocked his gun. Krookodile's eyes widened. 

"I won't even be out!" 

"Yeah, but if I find out who's hunting you, I'll tip 'em off." 

Kabutops aimed, while Krookodile started running, Weavile held over his shoulder. Kabutops let out a battle cry and 



began to give chase. Krookodile cursed loudly as he ran through the water, only to remember that Kabutops wouldn't 
be deterred. And it was true, the shellfish continued to give chase. 

"WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU?" yelled Krookodile. 

"KABUTOPS, YOU IDIOT!" hissed Weavile. 

"C'MERE, REPTILE RAT!" roared Kabutops. 

000 

In the gloom of the swamp, Bisharp moved with purpose. His eyes flickered around, alert to every passing movement, 
every quiet sound. He was done playing silly games. Now was the time to attack. He grimaced as he stepped through 
the mud- this was not an environment that pleased him, but that couldn't be helped. The real question is where his 
prize was lurking. 

And who was hunting him, of course. 

Still, finding Gengar lurking around in the swamp wouldn't exactly be easy. The ghosts were notoriously slippery, and 
the phantom was no exception. After all, he had even managed to bend the rules of the game and stay in despite 
Mega Evolving twice, though Mamoswine helped out with that. Having to search for him wouldn't be easy. 

He heard a crack of a stick nearby and froze, staring through the trees to his left. He heard a quiet noise of 
annoyance. A familiar noise. 

Or would it actually BE that easy? That was definitely Gengar that he heard. But he'd have to play this smart. Gengar 
may not be the sharpest Pokemon on the island, but he was still fast and quick on his feet...and notoriously lucky. 

Last challenge was still in Bisharp's mind. Didn't he receive a token of good luck from Froslass? Bisharp wasn't one 
for superstition but... 

No, that was impossible. Enough wondering- action was needed. Bisharp moved forward, his expression neutral as 
he bumped against a tree. 

He saw Gengar leap to his feet through the brush. "Who's there? I'm armed." 

Bisharp shrugged, before stepping out. "Merely me. And not to be rude, but we're ALL armed. Who did you expect?" 
"...probably my hunter," admitted Gengar. Then he scowled. "Is that you?" 

"Would I be having this conversation if it were?" asked Bisharp, scoffing. "I would've shot you far before I spoke to 
you. 

"Okay, first of all, mean," said Gengar. "Second of all, who ARE you looking for?" 

"I'd rather not have you warning my target, thank you," said Bisharp, annoyed. Making small talk with Gengar was not 
something he would set out to do regularly, but if he wanted the ghost to lower his guard... 

"Oh come on, I won't tell anyone!" 

"You first," said Bisharp, narrowing his eyes suspiciously. Finding out his next target would certainly be a good start. 
Perhaps he could start planning while he was taking in Gengar. Gengar sighed. 

"Man, you've got a stick up your ass...uh, Luxray, okay? And trust me when I say I have no idea where to start with 
her." 

Bisharp closed his eyes for a moment, vexed. Luxray? That was going to make planning all the more difficult. He 
straightened up, giving Gengar a pitying look. "I can see how that would be troublesome for you." 

"Yeah I know. Anyways, who do you have?" 

"You," said Bisharp simply, firing his net. Gengar looked shocked for a split second before a net hit him right in the 
face, sending him rolling into a tree. He stared at Bisharp, eyes wide with horror. 

"You...you lied to me!" he sputtered. "DUDE! YOU PLAYED ME!" 



"I played the game," said Bisharp, shrugging his shoulders. "Sorry to disappoint you. Though you telling me of my 
next target certainly helps me start planning sooner." 

Gengar sighed. "Well, damn." 

Bisharp walked forward. "Anyways, I'll be taking you to Mew now." 

He slowly moved forward, his eyes never leaving Gengar. He crouched next to Gengar, not daring to breathe. 

Click. 

Bisharp leaped away from Gengar as a net landed right in the spot where he was crouching moments ago. His gaze 
darkened as he saw something purple dart through the trees. He stood up straight, eyeing the net warily. Gengar 
looked dumbfounded. 

"Neat try to catch me," admitted Bisharp. "But you were a second too late." 

"Wouldn't say that," called a voice from the sky, as Crobat fluttered down, snatching the net off the ground and rising 
into the air. He landed on a tree and slowly started to reload. Bisharp frowned. This certainly was a wrench in his 
plans. 

"See, here's the thing," said Crobat. "No matter what happens, you can't advance until you get Gengar to Mew and 
Electrode. So...I don't really need to hunt you. I'll just camp out near Gengar." 

"Don't you dare," growled Bisharp. 

"Hey, nothing wrong with strategy, right?" asked Crobat, sounding amused. "After all, you'll have to come and retrieve 
him eventually- once you've been caught in the nets, you're out, so it's not like I can free Gengar and let him run off." 

Bisharp let out a low noise of annoyance, his eyes flickering from Crobat to Gengar. 

Crobat finished loading his gun. "Try it." 

Bisharp seethed quietly, before turning on his heel and leaping through the bushes. Very quickly, the rustling faded 
from Gengar's ears. Crobat watched him go, before fluttering down next to Gengar. 

"Thanks for trying to avenge me," said Gengar. 

"Don't mention it," said Crobat, chuckling. "Sorry I wasn't hear sooner. I heard you and decided to check it out. 
Wouldn't have imagined that rogue knight was here." 

"Yeah well...glad to see you're still a good dude," said Gengar with a laugh. "I didn't think you were still really my 
buddy." 

Crobat gave a weak smile, but on the inside, his heart sank a little. Yeah, it was a bit weird. He and Gengar had been 
good friends in Season One, bonding over interesting experiences and a fair run of bad luck, but everything had 
changed in World Tour- Gengar had become good friends with Banette and had mooned over Froslass, leaving 
himself to rot in a depression that Honchkrow had pulled him out of. On one hand, Gengar hadn't been there for him 
then. On the other hand, Crobat didn't have to abandon him completely. 


"Gengar?" 


"Yeah, dude." 
"I'm sorry." 
"For what?" 


"A lot of things." 

Gengar looked a bit confused. But then he shrugged. 
"No problem, I guess? You're kinda being weird." 

"Eh. Just wanted to say it." 



000 


"Huh...guess Crobat and I are still cool," said Gengar. He grinned. "Not gonna lie, Team Storm is fun and all, 
but remember Team Shadow? MAN that is old news. Wonder how Houndoom's doing..." 

000 

"A disgusting, shifty, stupid little strategy," growled Bisharp. "But a highly effective one. That bat is going to 
prove problematic." 

000 

Luxray sniffed the ground, her dark eyes flitting through the marsh, hunting her prey, seeking it out. Krookodile was 
her new target, and to be honest, she couldn't be happier. It was time to MAKE HIM PAY FOR THE HORRIBLE 
TRICK HE PULLED ON HER BELOVED. Luxray growled under her breath as she thought of how Mamoswine was 
no longer here, and how that reptile had managed to trick him. 

It was one thing to prey on physical weakness, lack of intelligence, or an ineffective bomb shelter in case of zombies- 
that stuff was understandable, even if it wasn't right. But to make Mamoswine feel bad about himself just because he 
was happy? That was low. Luxray remembered hearing from Mamoswine how the eating challenge had went. It 
wasn't fair- it wasn't like Mamoswine was a jerk because of his wealth and happiness. He was one of the nicest guys 
on the show! Almost everyone loved him! But Krookodile had just grabbed onto one thing and beat Mamoswine's joy 
into a pulp before screwing him over. 

She clawed the ground in discontent. She'd teach him a lesson. Two more nights of immunity he might have had, but 
she'd make it HELL for him. 

Still, she had to find him first. 

"KROOKODILE, GET YOUR RED BUTT OVER HERE!" screamed Luxray. 

There was a loud chorus of shouting, and out of the bushes emerged Krookodile, running for his life with Weavile 
slung over his shoulder, his black eyes wide with panic. Luxray gaped as the two of them ran around a tree and kept 
going. Luxray stared at her paws for a very long time. 

"Has my next ability awakened?" she whispered, mystified. "Have I finally obtained the ancient power of Summoning 
Speech? Hmmm...it's from ancient times. Maybe Kabutops would know something about it." 

There was an angry snarl from the bushes as Kabutops burst into the clear, his eyes glowing with rage, before he 
tripped over Luxray and got a face full of mud. 

"Kabutops? OH MY GOD, MY POWER IS TRUE!" screeched Luxray. 

"Mmph." 

"What is it Kabutops? Is it time for you to kneel in reverence for your new overlord?" asked Luxray. 

"No, I said...DAMN IT, WHERE DID KROOKODILE GO?" snarled Kabutops, wiping mud off his face. 

"That way...," said Luxray, pointing her tail, but she sounded confused. "Is he your target? He was holding Weavile." 
"What? Oh no...l was trying to uh...beat the crap out of him?" offered Kabutops. 

"Hmmm...well l...wait a minute! OH CRAP HE'S MY TARGET!" yelled Luxray in horror. 

"Wait? YOU?" asked Kabutops, staring. 

"NO TIME TO LOSE KABUTOPS! I MUST RENDER HIM EXTINCT LIKE YOUR BROTHERS!" 

Luxray charged herself up and floated through the trees at a surprisingly fast speed. Kabutops watched her go and 
continued to stare where she disappeared for a long time. He sat down for a moment, before staring in the water. 

"Dear god, what if I DO have a dead brother?" he murmured, staring at his reflection. "I mean, technically I was dead 
too and l...damn it Luxray, this challenge is NOT THE TIME FOR ME TO HAVE AN EXISTENTIAL CRISIS!" 



000 


"Weavile's in the bag," crowed Krookodile, picking at his teeth. "Next target? Let's just say that Medicham's 
not getting past me this time." 

000 

Gengar continued laying in the clearing, lost in thought. Then he glanced to his right, where Crobat was perched. 
"Hey, what did you mean by sorry?" 

"I told you, just felt like I owed you one," answered Crobat, sounding a bit awkward. 

"One what?" 


"I don't know just...I feel like...a long time has passed since Season One. You, me, and Houndoom, we were as thick 
as thieves back then, but now...you're in with Banette's crowd, Houndoom's off doing whatever, and I'm well...I'm with 
Honchkrow." 

"Hey, be fair- Houndoom was barely a part of last season, and isn't competing- it's not our fault we don't see him as 
often." 

"But it's my fault that we drifted apart," said Crobat. 

"I wouldn't say that...I've heard a few things from Gliscor," replied Gengar. "Like how you helped him in his time of 
need. Something tells me you have experience getting let down by Pidgeot and feeling miserable about it." 

Crobat was silent. 

"Why didn't you tell me?" asked Gengar, sounding concerned. "I'm the one who feels guilty about not seeing how sad 
you were. I thought it was just something to do with your pain curse or something, not something like...well...you 
know..." 

"To be fair, I was mainly worried about being alone for the rest of my life because of the pain curse. And you were 
pining for Froslass...," muttered Crobat. "Not my fault I wasn't over Pidgeot yet." 

Gengar was quiet. "I guess we both have things we regret, eh?" 

"Yeah," admitted Crobat. "But I mean, I still have a bit more blame than you. I mean, even when we both got over our 
issues, we still haven't really been buddies in a while." 

"True. Why do you think that is?" asked Gengar. He wasn't trying to be rude- he sounded genuinely mystified. "We 
were really close." 

Crobat frowned. He knew the answer there. "Because you stayed a part of your own world when you got with 
Froslass, and I changed in a ton of ways." 

"Like what?" 


"When Honchkrow and I got together...I was so happy. Happy in a way I hadn't been in a long time. And then I got 
dragged into her...life. I sort of forgot about mine. I was so grateful that I finally had someone...but now it's almost 
like...they're the only one I DO have, you know? It's kind of just me and Honchkrow...even at work." 

"Yeah speaking of work, what kind of stuff do you guys do?" asked Gengar curiously. "Is she actually in a gang-" 

"That's ridiculous," answered Crobat, rolling his eyes. Then he continued. 

"You didn't leave your old friends to get with Froslass. You made her a part of your life, and you a part of hers. 
Froslass got to know your friends, and you two stayed close, but I...I almost abandoned my old friends to be with 
Honchkrow in her world and...I don't like it. I feel like I shouldn't have let it get to a point like that." 

"So, what's stopping you from seeing your old buddies? Honchkrow doesn't tell you NOT to, does she?" asked 
Gengar. "Because that'd be really bad." 

"No, no, nothing like that!" answered Crobat quickly. He paused, trying to think. "I think it's more of...she thinks she 
doesn't need anybody, or wants to think she doesn't need anybody...but she does. I think under it all, she's really 



lonely and wants more friends, but...she thinks she needs to be intimidating and strong, so she pretends she doesn't." 
"That's...really sad, actually," admitted Gengar. 

"Yeah, and even she doesn't say she needs me, I almost think she does," said Crobat. "Which sounds really arrogant 
but I just...l dunno. I think we all need a friend...even people like Alakazam and Bronzong. Or else you end up in a 
bad place...like Hypno and Trevenant." 

"Well...if it makes you feel better, I still consider you a friend," said Gengar. Crobat glanced at him. 


"Really?" 


"Yeah dude, I've missed ya," said Gengar, giving him a small smile. 

Crobat was about to respond, but he froze when he heard a nearby rustling. He couldn't tell who it was, but there 
were definitely footsteps. Gengar heard it too, and Crobat immediately glided up into the trees, camouflaging himself 
among the branches and readying his net gun. He stared down at Gengar, wondering if Bisharp had returned to claim 
his prize. His eyes fluttered around, while Gengar remained perfectly still, still trapped within his net. The footsteps 
grew louder, though they were still hard to hear (thank goodness for his bat ears). There was a soft rustling as a blue 
Pokemon emerged from the bush. 

Medicham stared at Gengar, shocked. "You have been caught? But why are you not with Mew?" 

"Bisharp snagged me, but his hunter chased him off before he could take me," explained Gengar. 

"Bisharp is your hunter?" 

"Yep. But thankfully, Crobat had my back." 

"Is that who you were talking to?" asked Medicham. "I came over here because I thought I heard voices." 

Crobat popped out of the branches. "Yeah, I've been kind of camping Gengar. I mean, if Bisharp wants to get his next 
target, he'll have to come by and take Gengar. So all I have to do is wait." 

"I see," said Medicham. "That is certainly a unique strategy, Crobat." 

And without another word, she pointed her gun at Crobat and fired. Crobat was so stunned that he didn't even move, 
the net quickly encasing around him and sending him tumbling to the ground. He grunted in pain as he hit the 
swampy floor, landing on a slimy rock rather than the mushy mud. Medicham walked over, a small triumphant smile 
on her face. Crobat just cursed in his head, before staring at her. 

"Right. I forgot that someone was hunting me. I was more focused on being the hunter." 

"It was still a good strategy," said Medicham reassuringly. 

"But don't you remember?" asked Crobat. "I was waiting for Bisharp. Now you'll have to find him." 

"That is fine with me," said Medicham, grabbing the netted Crobat. "I'm looking forward to hunting Bisharp. It should 
be an interesting challenge." 

"You think you can get him?" asked Gengar, sounding uncertain. "He's pretty crafty." 

"I have beaten him before," said Medicham, sounding determined. "Do not worry about it. Leave Bisharp to me." 
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"Well, I may not have won, but...," said Crobat, smiling. "I originally wanted to look for allies so I could get 
people against Alakazam, but...now I've reconnected with my old friends, and I feel great!" 

He then frowned. "Still haven't solved my stuff with Honchkrow, though." 
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"So Krookodile got you, eh?" said Noivern. "Tough break, girl." 



"Don't get me started on him," snapped Weavile, causing Noivern to flinch. "Sorry, but that jerk just rubs me the 
wrong way. Especially after hearing how he might've played Mamoswine." 

"You think he managed to trick him?" piped up a nearby Toxicroak. Weavile shrugged. 

"Mamoswine's wise, but Krookodile's clever. Whether he did or not, he somehow managed to swindle us out of our 
tickets. Three nights of immunity in this stage of the game isn't something you should underestimate. He can get a lot 
done with the free time." 

She scowled. Still, what the hell was Kabutops thinking? Krookodile wasn't even his target, and it was almost as if 
Kabutops was getting sick and tired of waiting. He wanted to take down Krookodile- Mr. B and other enemies could 
wait. Weavile couldn't blame him- the sooner the croc was off the island, the better, but messing with a known 
schemer who had immunity for two more nights wasn't a solid plan. In fact, it could be considered an idiot move. 

"I bet he doesn't care though," muttered Weavile. Kabutops wasn't much of a strategist- pounding Krookodile to a 
pulp was more of his taste. 

"Who doesn't care?" asked Noivern curiously. 

Weavile sighed. "Nevermind. So, how's your band plan going?" 

"Still only at three, but Luxray showed me some bitchin' designs for our tour bus and logo." 

"How about a name?" 

"I've been thinking about that a lot, actually!" shouted Noivern, excited. "At first, I was thinking Kalos Apocalypse, but I 
kind of like Noivern and the Dragon Dudes! But then I couldn't have any other girls as members, which might be a not 
cool. So maybe...l dunno...Murdercake?" 

"Murdercake?" repeated Weavile. 

"Yeah, Murdercake. What do you think? 

"Keep on thinking," said Weavile, snickering. Noivern sighed. 

"Seems like you're having a good time," said a familiar voice. Weavile perked up, and turned around. 

"Banette! Good job, who was your target- oh." 

Banette waved to her, a sheepish grin on his face as Alakazam stepped into the clearing. Banette had been netted 
and caught, and was currently curled up in the black, wiry material. Mew and Electrode exchanged a glance, 
impressed- though many contestants had finally bagged their first target, Alakazam was the only one so far who had 
managed to take out two. Mew gave a nod and walked over, releasing Banette from the bag. 

"Dang, dude, you're just as smart as I remember!" chuckled Electrode. 

Banette gave Alakazam a weird look. "You know this guy." 

"OH COME ON." 

"I have Banette for you- my next target, if you please," said Alakazam, smiling. 

Mew smiled back. "You're gonna enjoy this one. You've got Honchkrow for your next target." 

Weavile could see instantly that this was exactly what Alakazam wanted to hear. His expression shifted into a large 
grin and there was a clever twinkle to his eye, though it almost appeared unsettling. It was no secret to the island that 
Alakazam and Honchkrow had a nasty rivalry going on, but she, like pretty much everyone else, wanted to stay 
completely out of it. Banette dusted himself off and came over to her, just in time for Weavile to sigh. 

"What’s the matter?" 

"I miss Gothitelle- she used to rein in Alakazam's competitive side. Him and Honchkrow are out for blood, and I think 
almost everyone's grown weary of it." 


"At least he isn't targeting us." 



"Well, he already targeted and caught you," joked Weavile. "How'd that happen?" 

"You'd be surprised at how sneaky the guy is. I was lurking in the trees, looking for Honchkrow- figured she might be 
gliding around, looking to pick off her target...and then out of nowhere I just hear a click and BAM! I'm caught!" 

"Guess we're out of the running, but at least we get more time to plan," said Weavile. She shut her eyes, thinking. 
"Let's see- four of us caught so far here- Alakazam's target is Honchkrow, Kabutops needs Gliscor, and Krookodile 
needs Medicham. Noivern, who got you? Who were you looking for?" 

"I had Banette," Noivern responded, awkwardly. 

"Okay, so you were Alakazam's first target...which means...Toxicroak, who got you?" 

"Luxray." 

"And who were you hunting?" 

"Uh...Krookodile," said Toxicroak after thinking for a moment. 

"So...oh, wait, Luxray's after Krookodile?" asked Banette, grinning. "Oh man, he is SCREWED." 

"Yeah, which don't get me wrong, I'm happy about that, but we need to use this time to think," muttered Weavile. "We 
have a Mr. B and Krookodile to deal with Banette. And who knows how many other threats beside them?" 

"What's there to plan? I figured we were aiming for Krookodile?" 

"Just getting the evidence ready," insisted Weavile. "I think you should let me worry about Krookodile. After all, I also 
need to have a talk with Kabutops about not PISSING HIM OFF." 

"Yeah, probably a good idea," admitted Banette. Then he looked confused. "Wait, hang on, if you want to figure out 
Krookodile, then what am I doing?" 

"I think you should investigate Mr. B." 

"Wait, me? Why am I the one that has to do it, I don’t know shit about Mr. B!" 

"Maybe not, but because of Bronzong, you've got more information than anyone else on the island," said Weavile. 
"Come on, Banette- Bronzong entrusted the mystery to you, and everything you've thought about Mr. B has sounded 
good!" 

Banette closed his eyes. Was that the case? He hadn't exactly been wrong. But him? He was the one that had to 
figure out Mr. B. That was nuts. I mean, granted, previous leaders of Team Storm had faced their own challenges- 
Cacturne had to deal with Weavile, and Gardevoir had to uncover Hypno's list of schemes. But that was completely 
different! At least they had known who was causing trouble! They had an idea of who they were dealing with! Banette 
had no idea who Mr. B was. It could be the scheming Krookodile or the rigid, cruel Bisharp. 

Still, if no one else could do it better than him, did he have room to argue. He sighed. 

"Fine, fine. I’ll do it. But I'm not a detective, I dunno if I’ll be able to figure this crap out." 

"As long as you try your best," said Weavile, smiling. 

"Sheesh, thanks for the motivation. Will you still love me if I can’t figure out Mr. B?" 

"Yes, but not nearly as much." 

Banette winced, but there was a teasing glint his eye. "Ouch. Cold." 

"Ice-type privilege." 
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"Looks like I’m on mystery duty...but hey, that girl's got me hooked. Can't really say no to her," said Banette, 
grinning. 



000 


"Jeez, to think I'd be dating Banette now, after all this time...it's certainly strange but...wow," said Weavile, 
blushing a little. 

000 

Gengar wriggled along the ground, but unfortunately, the net wasn't going to cut it this time. He sighed in annoyance, 
but eventually gave up his struggle and laid still. 

"Man, this bites," he muttered. "I mean being wrapped up is one thing, but at least I had someone to talk to when 
Crobat was here. Why'd he have to go and get caught?" 

"Crobat’s been caught?" queried a soft voice. 

Gengar groaned as Bisharp appeared from the gloom, his eyes glittering with interest. 

"Good to hear. Who captured him?" 

"I'm not telling you anything!" growled Gengar. "No offense but since you knocked me out of the running, I don't want 
you to win. I'd rather Banette or Kabutops or something!" 

"I couldn't care less who you want to win," interrupted Bishap, his tone harsh. Despite his ghostly body, Gengar felt a 
brief chill going through him. There was something in Bisharp's tone, something similar to impatience, but a bit more 
menacing than that. The dark knight walked over and roughly hoisted Gengar over his shoulder, making sure that 
Gengar was looking him directly in the eye. 

"We'll see how well silence suits you, but I assure you, I'll find out what you're hiding from me." 
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"Damn, he's scary!" yelled Gengar, eyes wide. "Not like Trevenant's I'm-gonna-destroy-you-scary but...I 
dunno, man, I feel like Bisharp could watch Trevenant beat someone up and not lift a finger to help. He's 
like...mentally scary." 
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"Lousy...freaking...crocodile," snarled Kabutops under his breath. "Oh yeah, really freaking great. Luxray has him for 
a target- how many jerks am I gonna have to go through to get LUXRAY, capture her, and then get Krookodile?" 

He embedded another scythe into the rotten tree he was scaling, gasping as he almost slipped and fell down. Why 
did he have to hunt for Gliscor? Honestly- it wasn't like Gliscor was top player material or anything, but he was clever 
enough. Kabutops remembered hearing about how Gliscor had often buried himself in the sand to accomplish a lot of 
challenges- was he skulking in the mud now? Or was he in the trees? Kabutops was hoping for the former- after all, 
he had already climbed three or four trees- he didn't want it to be for nothing. 

"Does his ability even WORK with mud?" muttered Kabutops, sounding a bit interested. "I don't friggin know." 

He slipped again, but only for a moment, before regaining his balance and continuing his climb. He eventually made it 
to the top of the dead tree, sitting on one of the twisted and gnarled branches. He looked around over the murky 
swamplands, letting out a sigh. It was sort of ugly and spooky, but he had to admit there was some sort of beauty 
about the place. 

"Still, I have no time for sightseeing, I've got a Gliscor to bag," muttered Kabutops. "But where the hell is he gonna 
be?" 


He sighed. "Not like I can shoot this gun anyway. Why does every challenge have to be something for people with 
HANDS?" 

He decided to take the opportunity to mess with his gun, hoping he could figure out a way to fire it. But it wasn't easy 
and soon his temper was rising again. Just as he was about to launch into another angry rant about his sickles, there 
was a loud rustling sound as something purple shot out of a tree. Gliscor zoomed through the air, gliding just below 
Mewtwo's border, pointing his gun right at Kabutops. 



"Aha- wait, hang on, Kabutops?" muttered Gliscor. "Dang, I thought you might be Alakazam." 

"You thought I was Alakazam? He's YELLOW. I'm BROWN." 

"Well yeah, but I couldn't really tell through the trees," said Gliscor. "Besides, there can't be that many of us left." 

"You think? Mew isn't making announcements, but it feels like...hmmm...fair enough." 

"Yeah...so uh, told you my target. Who do you have?" 

Kabutops paused. "Uh, funny story about that-" 

Click! 

Kabutops stared in shock as a net flew out of his gun, hitting Gliscor directly in the chest and sending him hurtling to 
the ground. Kabutops let out a laugh of disbelief, before wincing as Gliscor collided with several branches before 
landing in the mud. 

"...ow...," groaned a voice from far below. 

"You okay?" called Kabutops. 

"I...think so..." 

"Yeah, no hard feelings, but yeah you were my target!" shouted Kabutops. "I'll come down and get you!" 

There was another small noise, confirming Gliscor had heard him. Still, he couldn't believe his luck. He managed to 
get Gliscor without even trying. Well, he wasn't gonna say no to that. Still, Alakazam was apparently Gliscor's target. 
Kabutops sighed. Wasn't Krookodile but... 

Crack. 

Kabutops was on alert immediately, digging his scythes into the tree. He scanned the treeline warily, wondering 
where the noise had come from. He closed his eyes, trying to clear his mind so he could hear it. 

Click. 

Kabutop's eyes shot open as he pulled his scythes from the tree, falling backward in the air. As he plummeted down, 
he saw a net fly over his head and strike the spot where he had been. He managed to land on a thick branch, letting 
out a grunt of pain as he dug in his scythes to hold on. He looked up as he heard a faint flapping noise, to see a large 
black bird settle herself on a nearby branch. 

"Was dat a dodge or dumb luck?" asked Honchkrow, eyes narrowed. 

"A bit of both, probably," admitted Kabutops. "But you didn't catch me this time!" 

He pushed off the branch and dropped down through the vines and foliage, landing in the mud next to Gliscor. Gliscor 
looked at him, confused. 

"Who was that?" 

"Honchkrow," muttered Kabutops. "Found out who my hunter is. We're getting the hell out of here." 

Kabutops sprinted away, dragging Gliscor along behind him through the mud. 
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"Oooooh smooth escape!" commented Mew, watching Kabutops run off with Gliscor in tow. Electrode gave a nod. 
"Man, this footage is so RAD!" 

"Who escaped who?" asked Banette, trying to glance at Mew's screen. Mew shielded it from him, scowling. 

"If you MUST know, your friend Kabutops managed to evade Honchkrow and nab his target at the same time." 



"Honchkrow?" asked Crobat, perking up. The section of eliminated players was growing larger, as Gengar and Crobat 
had joined the ranks. Gengar in particular seemed very annoyed, but whenever anyone asked, they just got a simple 
muttering of the name "Bisharp". Apparently, Gengar was not pleased with how he had been caught. 

"Yeah, she's still in," said Banette. "Same with Kabutops. Huh. Y'know, he might actually be able to pull this off. He's 
not an idiot, he just has a temper. And he's got good survival techniques." 

"Maybe...don't forget he doesn't have hands to fire the gun," said Weavile. 

"Then how'd he get Gliscor?" asked Gengar, looking confused. 

"Dumb luck...but I dunno. Kabutops gets a lot of that," said Banette, looking thoughtful. "We can at least give him a 
chance." 

"We don't have much of a choice," admitted Weavile. "I just hope he knows what he's doing." 

"If not, he's pretty good at pretending," cracked Banette, chuckling. 

Weavile joined in the laughter, while Gengar glanced at Crobat. The bat seemed to be a bit down, not really taking 
part in any conversation- Noivern seemed to notice as well, as she moved over and tapped on Crobat's shoulder. 
Crobat gave her a strange look. 

"Dude, you don't look so hot. Something messing with you?" 

"Eh...Honchkrow and I are just...having a difficult time right now," said Crobat carefully. He didn't add that Kabutops's 
recent escape would only fuel her fury even more. 

"You're not gonna break up are you?" asked Noivern, eyes widening. 

"What, no, nothing like that!" protested Crobat. 

"But you gotta do something," pointed out Gengar. 

"And I will. But I dunno...let's just let the challenge happen, okay?" 

Gengar looked like he wanted to keep on the topic, but the ghost just shrugged and dropped it. Crobat shut his eyes 
in relief. On one hand, he was definitely not pleased with his status with Honchkrow right now, but on the other hand, 
they had fought about needing help- getting others involved in their personal life would just rile up Honchkrow even 
more. Crobat sighed. He had just wanted to help out, but now it seemed like he just wanted the challenge to be over 
with. 
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Bisharp walked quietly through the swamp, his eyes flickering about to scan the area. Unfortunately, despite his 
above average intelligence, without a map he was helpless. He growled under his breath as he passed the same 
mossy boulder for the third time, clenching a fist. It was one thing that he had to track his target in this bog, but he 
didn't want to become lost in the process. If he couldn't find the path, he'd never find Luxray. 

Not like he knew his plan when he found her anyway- truth be told, he was sort of waiting for Luxray to take out some 
other targets before he moved in for the kill. Less work was something he could appreciate. He took another few 
steps forward, but he heard a faint splash to his right that made him stop in his tracks. Bisharp hopped behind the 
mossy boulder, loading his gun. 

"Come out, and drop your gun if you're an ally. Unless of course, you're my target." 

There was a silence, almost as if the forest itself was pondering his request. Then he heard the sound of gun hitting 
the ground and slightly louder foot steps. Bisharp glanced around to see Medicham, her hands held up. Bisharp's 
eyes narrowed into slits, but he made no sudden movements. 

"You're either a fool or confident." 

"The latter. Clearly we have no need to target one another, unless I am your target," said Medicham, her voice calm. 

It was a lie. A total sham. Medicham was bluffing to the dark knight himself, trying a tactic to get the other hand. 



Could she actually fool him? Was Bisharp going to fall for trickery? 

Bisharp frowned. "Tell me your target." 

Medicham hesitated. But then... 

"Kabutops. Yours?" 

Bisharp tapped his gun, playing around with the mechanisms quietly, before eventually standing up. He stared across 
the damp clearing. Her gun was still on the ground, already sunken somewhat into the mud. He gave her a piercing 
look, before lowering his own weapon. 

"Luxray. And before you ask, no, I have no idea how I'll catch her." 

"Kabutops appears to be holding on as well," mused Medicham. 

"Hmmph. No need to worry about them. My strategy is working fine," muttered Bisharp. 

"Strategy?" asked Medicham, her interest piqued. 

"I'll let Luxray run wild-1 doubt anyone else can predict her erratic nature," explained Bisharp. "All I have to do is let 
her take out all of my targets, and I'll steal the victory from her at the end. Nothing against it- you don't have to kill the 
most people to be the best assassin." 

Medicham thought for a moment. It WAS clever. Perhaps...but she'd get to that later. She nodded. "Well, I wish you 
luck. However, I had a proposition for you." 

"Which is?" 

"You watch my back, I will watch yours." 

Bisharp seemed stunned, before a grim smile graced his features. "A temporary alliance." 

"If we reach the end of our chains, we both get double votes- even if you were to betray me, I could cancel you out," 
said Medicham, giving him a stern look. But Bisharp couldn't argue with her, he had a poor track record as far as 
being honest went. Bisharp struck a thoughtful pose, before he held out a hand. The two of them shook on it, before 
Bisharp walked over. He grabbed Medicham's guns. He twirled the two in his hands, admiring Mew's technology for a 
moment, before handing one of the guns back to Medicham. She took it gingerly, but Bisharp made no other sudden 
movements. 

"Alright Medicham, you have a deal. Shall we move on? Perhaps you know a different path. I keep passing this 
dratted rock." 

"Hmmm...let me see..." 
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"Perhaps...I can do as Bisharp has said...I can let others eliminate my targets before I move in for the kill," 
said Medicham. She folded her arms. "No rule against it! After all, if it was him in my shoes, I am sure he 
would not hesitate to do the same to me." 

She tried to look defiant, but it soon faded to uneasiness. 

000 

Little did the two know, someone else was listening to their conversation. Krookodile was covered in mud, leaves, and 
other debris to disguise his scent and color, watching the two Pokemon converse and walk through the gloom 
swamplands. He fingered his gun, letting out a low chuckle, his eyes tracking Medicham all the while. 

"Perfect opportunity. If I'm not Bisharp's target, then I've got this shit in the bag. Another one bites the dust." 

He ducked behind a tree and double checked his net gun, before he started slinking along towards the others. Slowly, 
but with purpose, he stalked his target, with a smug smirk on his face. He peered around another tree, seeing a brief 
glimpse of them disappearing around a corner. Krookodile pondered for a moment. There was a river nearby, he 
remembered it being near that mossy rock. Fortunately, there were a lot of reeds and cover to hide behind at that little 



creek. The perfect opportunity to strike. He'd ambush them there. 


Krookodile laughed and started moving towards the location, but after he took a few steps, he heard a noise under his 
foot. He looked down, seeing that he had stepped on...a pile of twigs? 

"What the-" 


Krookodile let out a loud curse as a net flew out from the debris, snaring him instantly before he toppled onto the 
ground, letting out an angry snarl as he hit the ground. He heard a low chuckle that gradually turned into a maniacal 
cackle as Luxray burst from out of the water, covered in various dead flora. She grinned, and her teeth was full of dirt. 
Krookodile just stared in horror and confusion as he struggled to get more comfortable in the net. 

"You? But how...when did you?" 

"I WROTE SEVERAL CALCULATIONS TO DETERMINE WHO YOUR TARGET WAS, WHERE YOU WOULD TRY 
TO AMBUSH THEM, AND HOW YOU WOULD GET THERE!" boasted Luxray. "And once I had all of that figured out, 
I performed the calculation to figure out where to set my net trap. Yeah, I had to mix some interesting perimeter, 
velocity, and entropy formulas, but it WORKED.” 

She gestured to a tree, where Krookodile saw a lot of squiggly lines and strange symbols. 

"The hell is that?" 

"I wrote them in the Ancient Unova runes, DUH," said Luxray, sounding exasperated. 

"Well...uh...HANG ON! You didn't shoot me!" snapped Krookodile. "Mew said you had to shoot me! You set a trap, 
that doesn't count! Right, Mew? I know you're out there!" 

There was a long silence. Then Mew's voice popped up over the intercom. 

"I mean, technically I said you just had to get them in the net," admitted Mew. 

"Yeah, as long as you're in the net, you're captured!" 

"RULE BENDING! CHAPTER 6 OF MEW'S BOOK!" announced Luxray. 

"Ooooh, you read my book too?" asked Mew, sounding excited over the intercom. "Tell me-" 

But he was interrupted by an angry roar from Krookodile. He smacked his tail against the ground and glared at 
Luxray. 

"Why you little...just you wait until I-" 

"Until you what?" asked Luxray, her eyes narrowing dangerously. "What can you do to me? Make me lose the game? 
You already took away the only thing I wanted on this island." 

Krookodile opened his mouth to reply, but he seemed to have run out of comebacks. There was really no way to 
respond to that one. 

"Or I could tell everyone that YOU pulled the idol scam," said Luxray. 

Krookodile cocked a brow. "No idea what you're talking about-" 

"I think you do- I've been seeing you carve things with your teeth this whole time, but since it never affected me, I 
thought nothing of it. I saw the idols, I saw the tooth, I see everything you pull. You forgot about my eyes." 

"...your...wait...what?" asked Krookodile, trying to wrap his head around everything. 

"Don't you know? Luxray have X-RAY VISION! We can see through walls, buildings, lies- everything." 

"Not all the time," countered Krookodile. "You didn't see me snatch Mamoswine's tickets." 

Luxray frowned. "I don’t have it activated at all times, you scurvy dog." 

"Whose to say you saw anything at all, then?" demanded Krookodile. 



But Luxray just smiled. 


"You scratched all of the paint off the tooth in Lileep's Challenge and hid it. And I saw you picking splinters out of your 
teeth when you came back from the Nightmare Isle once. But I don't need proof. They just need to trust me more than 
you." 

It was Krookodile's turn to frown when she said that, his face darkening further. 

"And I might seem crazy to you, but I think m opinion on this island is worth more than yours." 

Krookodile clenched a fist, but he didn't back down. If anything, he got even more aggressive, and even though he 
wasn't in the perfect position to strike back in the net, Luxray had to admit that he looked pretty intimidating (not like a 
supernova or anything, but spooky). Sometimes when someone was cornered, they'd be more fierce than ever. 

"I'm not afraid of you," breathed Krookodile- though his voice was soft, each word was full of pure rage. "If you want 
to get in a fight with me, go for it, but I don't think you wanna know how ugly I can get. Do your worst- I've got two 
nights of immunity left, and I'll steamroll you and send you back to that bloated ass you love so much." 

Luxray's eyes flashed and an electric surge flowed through her body. But instead of attacking, Luxray just shoved her 
face into Krookodile's. 

"Two nights. Two nights of immunity. And then you're MINE. All you know about me is that you think I'm crazy. But 
guess what? When my sights are focused on you and only you, my mental state will be the least of your worries. You 
know nothing about me, not even who I am, I may be Luxray to my allies, but when I'm fighting you, I am the Skeleton 
King, and you're going down. And don't worry- you're on this island for two more challenges, but for the rest of your 
stay, I will make your world a living HELL." 

Luxay punctuated that remark with a low growl, before brightening up. 

"Anyways! I gotcha! Time for my next target!" 
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"Jeez, I just felt ice cold for a moment there," said Krookodile, sounding stressed. "On the other hand, SHIT." 
000 

Luxray grabbed Krookodile and started dragging him along. They were still fairly close to the base and Luxray knew 
that she could get her next target quickly. But as she stepped out onto a path, she heard a click to her left. 

Luxray turned and yelped as a net struck her and sent her rolling into a dead tree. Bisharp calmly stared at her, his 
net gun still posed in his hand as he strode over to the two netted Pokemon. Medicham was watching from nearby, 
looking fairly impressed. Bisharp leaned down and grabbed Luxray. He gave a nod to Krookodile. 

"Is that your target?" 

It was Krookodile who answered. "Yeah, yeah...lemme guess, you're gonna return us both?" 

"Pretty much," admitted Bisharp. "Tough break. I figured Luxray would be more evasive, but that monologue she was 
giving to you really helped me sneak up on her. You shouldn't be so loud in a hunt." 

Krookodile suddenly felt nervous. "Monologue...did you uh...hear everything?" 

"What? No," said Bisharp, sounding unconcerned. "Some nonsense about a skeleton king or whatever, but I tune out 
Luxray's blabbering. Anyways, Medicham, will you wait for me here while I receive my next target?" 

"Certainly," agreed Medicham. "But if Kabutops passes by, I'm going to capture him. I can meet you on the way 
back." 

"Fair enough," replied Bisharp, taking Luxray's net in one hand, and Krookodile's in the other. Krookodile just rolled 
his eyes at his poor luck, but he stiffened when he saw Luxray looking at him. 

"Two days," she whispered. 

"Bring it," he snarled back. 



000 


In the gloom of the forest, Honchkrow slowly walked, sticking to the shadows. Her red eyes darted around, focused to 
find any passing movement, any flicker in the sea of greens and browns. So far, she had been unsuccessful, and she 
was extremely irritated about it. She was handy with a gun- mainly due to her sharp eyes, not any kind of experience 
or anything, that'd be crazy! But so far...she had missed at Kabutops. Not only once, but twice (she had followed him 
with Gliscor and missed a second time without him seeing). What was with her today? 

'You're missing more than just your shots,' whispered a voice in her head. 

"Shut up," grunted Honchkrow. She didn't want to think about it. She didn't want to think about her fight with Crobat. 
What the hell had even happened? It had been so stupid but...but... 

"How can he just say dat I can't win dis for us?" asked Honchkrow, in a voice that was far higher and more worried 
than her usual deep drawl. Then she smacked herself. "Don't be a flighty dame, Honchkrow, it was just a little spat, 
not a big deal." 

But then why was it bothering her so much? 

She entered the season with high hopes. Winning was her original goal, but when the looming threat of Alakazam 
reared his ugly head, the focus changed. She was originally focused on taking him out for strategy's sake but 
now...why was she still fighting against him? Why was she still aiming for him so hard? It seemed stupid, but... 

"But if I give in now, dey'll all tink I'm weak!" protested Honchkrow, punching a tree. "And whose to say he'll back off if 
I do? I've got no damn choice!" 

Is that really true ? 1 

"Of course it's true, what else could it be?" demanded Honchkrow, starting to get annoyed that she was talking to 
herself but still not stopping. After all, she felt something a bit deeper- yes, she didn't want to be weak, but also...she 
kind of liked it. 

She enjoyed the thrill of the fight. 

Truth be told, life had grown a bit duller. Being a leader of an...organized family was fun and all, but you tended to 
avoid most action. And out there, her plans and ideas were the best on the block. There were very few people she 
couldn't outsmart, intimidate, or knock out of her way. And with Crobat's intelligence at her back, she couldn't lose. 
And out there, in the real world, you couldn't AFFORD to lose. You had to win- the costs of losing were too great, and 
she wasn't going to lose her life, her comrades, or him. Never in a million years. 

But in here, on the show, the stakes weren't dire, and Alakazam was a breath of fresh air. Honchkrow felt a challenge 
to her authority, not like any other contestants. There hadn't been many people she couldn't wedge under her thumb- 
even Garchomp and Bisharp had bent to her whim on occasion. But she couldn't control Alakazam, and rather than 
taking the hit quietly, he hit back. And something about that was enjoyable, to Honchkrow. Win or lose, she was 
having fun. Was this how Alakazam felt- thrilled by the prospect of the hunt rather than the reward? If so, Honchkrow 
could understand it. 

But even if losing didn't have any true punishment, Honchkrow didn't come to lose. 

But then...why didn't he have any faith in her? 

"Saying we need to make alliances...saying we won't survive if we don't team up...doesn't he trust me?" muttered 
Honchkrow. "I've gotten us this far! He needs me! How can he just stop believing in me? I still believe in him!" 

She growled and fluffed her feathers. Yeah, a fight was a fight, but she knew that she could get Crobat through to the 
finals with her. And she WOULD. She wasn't gonna not hold up her end of the bargain. 

"I'm gonna get you to the end, Crobat," she whispered. The deep voice had vanished, replaced by something more 
warm and vulnerable. "I want you to believe in me again." 

"I'm sympathetic, but you really should worry about yourself at the moment," interjected a voice from behind her. 
Honchkrow stiffened, before she whirled around. Alakazam leaned against a tree, his gun aimed directly at her. 



Honchkrow sneered. "Really? I'm your target?" 

"I made sure to go all the way through the list to get to you," replied Alakazam. "Do you feel special?" 

"Go ahead and shoot," invited Honchkrow. Her eyes narrowed. "I can take you." 

"With help? Yes, probably," admitted Alakazam. "But without Crobat, you don't stand a chance." 

"By that logic, you got screwed the moment you lost Gothitelle," snapped Honchkrow. Alakazam flinched before firing 
his trigger. But Honchkrow was ready. She rose into the air, catching herself as the net whizzed under her. A 
triumphant grin formed on her face. 

"Nice shooting, jerk!" 

"I agree," said Alakazam, sounding confident. Honchkrow seemed confused, before the net stopped in mid air and 
flew back towards her, capturing he from behind. With an angry squawk, she fell to the ground, flopping in the mud 
with an angry shout. 

"What da hell? You used yer psychic powers!" 

"As Mew said, we can use our powers on the net," said Alakazam. "You, as a Dark-type, have nothing to fear from my 
powers, but that net is fair game. As I said, without Crobat to back you up, it’s just you and me. And I can beat YOU." 

Honchkrow glared as she tried to get comfortable in the net. "You wanna bet?" 

"I don't need to. I already said it before, in the last challenge. You won't be the one to beat me." 

Honchkrow clenched her fists. "What do you mean? THE HELL DO YOU MEAN?" 

"I have no time to explain things like that to you," scoffed Alakazam. "Come on, I need my next target." 

He lifted the bag with telekinesis, but Honchkrow just quietly seethed in the bag as opposed to responding. On the 
outside, she was enraged- foiled again by that Psychic. But on the inside, she was worried, the cogs in her brain 
trying to form a plan. 

How could she save Crobat if she couldn't save herself? 
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Medicham waited quietly, meditating by the tree where Bisharp had left her. He had been gone for a while. She 
wouldn't say she was worried, but she was certainly starting to get concerned. Granted, carrying two netted 
opponents was certainly slower than one. But even so, Bisharp was certainly taking his time. Medicham frowned, 
looking down at the gun resting at her feet. The GPS pulsed quietly, showing how far away she was from the 
campgrounds. A fair distance, but not a long trek. She sighed. 

She felt...strange. She hadn't done anything wrong, but her actions this challenge had made her feel...unclean. These 
tactics were fair, and they weren't against any rules. But why did she feel so...wrong? She could win, not break any 
rules, and enjoy immunity tonight. 

But they weren't her tactics. They were Bisharp's. Was that why it felt wrong? To steal his strategy and use it against 
her? Or was it simply against her way? Her code of honor. 

"I still have my honor," said Medicham. "The rules have simply changed. I am playing by the game's honor." 

But other than the rules of the challenges and a few other basic guidelines, there WERE no rules. And something 
about that did not comfort he. Discipline had always been a great guide for her to live her life. The fact that she was in 
a competition where both she and other players had few limiters was...unnerving. Even Trevenant, with all of his 
savagery and violence, hadn't broken any game rules. To think something like THAT could exist in this game...what 
were they all capable of? What could SHE become? 

"No, stop worrying," murmured Medicham, her eyes slowly opening. "You will not be like Trevenant or Bisharp. You 
still have yourself, Medicham. You are fine." 


She heard a rustling nearby, and immediately reached for her gun, but a clear voice stopped her. 



"Medicham? Are you still here?" 

"Bisharp," she breathed. "Yes, I am by the tree." 

Bisharp stepped out of the gloom, almost as if he himself was made of shadow, his gun resting comfortably in his 
hand. "I turned in my targets. Let's hunt for Kabutops now." 

Medicham almost wanted to ask him who his target was, but she figured he would've just made the shot at her if it 
was her. "Very well." 

Bisharp smiled. "Glad to still have you watching my back. Double votes will soon be ours." 

He strode forward, clearing a path through some brush with his sharp blades. Medicham followed close behind, the 
gun still in her hands. Her grip was strong, but as she followed Bisharp, she felt as if her resolve had weakened. As 
she followed Bisharp into the darkness of the swamp, Medicham felt as if her own heart was slipping into darkness as 
well. 
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"Another target, secured," announced Alakazam, dropping Honchkrow at Mew's feet. 

Electrode whistled, while Mew nodded. "Nice work, Alakazam. You're quite the sharp shooter." 

Honchkrow just let out a grumble of discontent. Nearby, Crobat sat among his old friends, sighing quietly in 
disappointment. The two of them made eye contact, but Honchkrow immediately looked away. Crobat sagged in 
sadness. Clearly, things hadn't changed since earlier today. Alakazam just smiled, his expression smug. 

"And my next target is...?" 

"Kabutops!" said Electrode. Then he grinned. "You've had a lucky break so far. Wonder if you're gonna win it all." 

"That's the goal," said Alakazam. He glanced around at all of the losing players, before his eyes stopped on Gliscor. 
He frowned. 

"You've been caught?" he asked. "By who?" 

"Don't tell him!" hissed Crobat. "He's trying to figure out who hunted you." 

Gliscor, who had opened his mouth, looked stupid for a moment. "Yeah, but...I'm already out, does it matter?" 

Crobat, who did not want Alakazam to have more voting power, thought very much that it DID matter, but decided not 
to make a fuss. He didn't want to use Gliscor to cripple Alakazam- that was manipulative and the last thing he wanted 
to do was break his budding friendships. "I suppose not. You are out already." 

"Kabutops got me," responded Gliscor. 

"Kabutops...didn't think he'd still be in," mused Alakazam thoughtfully. 

"Me too, I'll admit," said Weavile, nudging Banette. Banette shrugged. 

"Guy has some survival skills, I guess." 

Alakazam twirled his gun. "Well then. It appears Kabutops and I will be hunting each other. Now it truly gets 
interesting. I'm sure I'll be seeing you all soon. I have a fossil to find." 

He walked away, gun steady in his hand, before he disappeared around a corner. Honchkrow glared at him- even 
though he could have easily freed her from the net, Alakazam had opted to leave her tied up instead. She flapped her 
wings uncomfortably, trying to find a loose point that she could break out of. Ever since her experience in...tight 
confined spaces, she was not a fan of being trapped...imprisoned...jailed...you get the picture. 

"Someone should help Honchkrow out of that net," said Gliscor. 

"Ain't Mew gonna do it?" snapped Honchkrow. 

"I mean, I could, but letting you struggle is way more fun," admitted Mew, snickering. 



"If you ask me nicely, I could do it," suggested Electrode, who was smirking. 

"Yeah, da armless wonder." 

"HEY!" 

"I'll do it," said Crobat, fluttering over. But Honchkrow's eyes flashed. 

"I can do it myself!" she spat, slowly but surely shredding her way out of the powerful net's clutches. Eventually, she 
freed herself, and she began to groom her ruffled feathers. There was an awkward silence for a while, as everyone 
tried to ignore the tension between Crobat and Honchkrow (minus Luxray, who was throwing evil looks in 
Krookodile's direction, which the crocodile was attempting to ignore). 

"So...who do you-," began Toxicroak. 


"GAAAAAAAAH!" 


A loud cry cut the frog off, and everyone turned towards the entrance of the clearing. That had been Alakazam's 
voice. Everyone held their breath as through the entryway walked Kabutops, dragging a shaken Alakazam behind 
him in his gun. Kabutops himself looked stunned as he walked over to Mew and Electrode. He dropped his gun and 
nodded to Alakazam. 

"H-how did you...get him?" asked Mew. 

"You? The guy with scythes for hands?" blustered Electrode. 

Alakazam groaned. "He was waiting in a bush right outside the clearing. I don't know how he knew I was coming." 

"I heard Honchkrow squawking angrily and decided to wait and see if I could get you," explained Kabutops, still not 
quite believing he had snared Alakazam that easily. "I uh...didn't expect that." 

"Hey, is that legal?" asked Gengar, sounding curious. 

"He wasn't in the clearing- it's fair. Kind of a dick move, but fair," admitted Mew. "So Alakazam is caught. Congrats 
Kabutops! You just took out the guy who was scoring everyone!" 

"HA!" laughed Honchkrow into Alakazam's face. Alakazam rolled his eyes. 

"I suppose it is funny- he did your job for you," he replied slyly. That shut Honchkrow up. 

"Yeah...uh...who's my target now?" asked Kabutops. He glanced at everyone, getting a head count. "Only ones 
missing are Bisharp and Medicham. Which one do I have?" 

Mew grinned. "Actually, Alakazam's target was you. He captured Honchkrow, who tried to capture you, remember?" 
Kabutops gaped. "So wait...I got myself as a target? That what you're saying?" 

"That's right!" said Electrode, smiling brightly. "Dude, you get two votes at tonight's ceremony instead of one! Ain't 
that awesome?" 

Kabutops took in what Electrode said, before grinning. Two votes? Oh hell yes. Tonight was the night he'd put 
Krookodile on the loser ride home and- 

"Wait for it...he's gonna remember any second now," muttered Banette. 

Kabutops paused. Wait. Hang on. Wasn't he still...three nights of... 

"GOD DAMN IT!" shouted Kabutops, shoving a scythe into a nearby stump as everyone jumped in surprise. He 
attempted to pull it out, but it was stuck fast. After a few moments of tugging he freed himself, growling in irritation as 
he shook some sawdust off his sickles. 

"You...uh...you okay?" asked Mew, looking a bit weirded out. 

"Yeah, fine, WHATEVER!" spat Kabutops. "Next target! I'm still in the running for immunity, right?" 



"Yeah...about that...Medicham and Bisharp have each other as targets so it wouldn't be fair to assign you to one," 
said Electrode sheepishly. "So uh...how about you just wait here until one of them gets the other." 

"Speaking of that, I have to announce that Kabutops got himself as a target," said Mew. "Besides, it'll be good to 
remind Medicham and Bisharp that they still have to hunt each other." 

Mew bustled over to the intercom, a little spring in his step. Banette smirked at Kabutops. 

"Looks like you're still in, eh?" 

"Yeah, yeah," growled Kabutops. 
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"Hey, look at that, kicking total ass in a challenge!" shouted Kabutops. "Oh, but wait! FUCKING 
KROOKODILE IS STILL IMMUNE!" 
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"Alright...dodging some bullets this challenge...but crap, what the hell do I have to do to get out of this?" 
hissed Krookodile. 
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Bisharp stepped over a fallen branch, grimacing as he slogged through the mud. "Dratted swamp...why did Mew ever 
let Electrode run his challenge in this place? It's more obnoxious than difficult. Mud is easy enough to deal with, it just 
stinks." 

"Well, Mew is probably entertained with what we go through. So this is perfect for him," pointed out Medicham. 
"Annoying without being dangerous. That seems like the angle that he has been trying to go with as of late." 

"Indeed," said Bisharp, grunting as he finally managed to get out of the mud. He held out a hand to Medicham, 
leading her into a dry clearing. Despite the gloomy world of leaves and sludge around them, the clearing was actually 
rather beautiful- rays of sun were shining in through the swamp's canopy and there was actually an interesting 
collection of luminous toadstools on a nearby log. 

"Do you think Kabutops is anywhere nearby? I don't know the terrain that well here. Most of it all looks the same to 
me," murmured Bisharp. 

"No...l do not know where he'd be. Maybe he's biding his time in the water? Is there a lake in this swamp?" 

"Doubtful," muttered Bisharp. "He's not the hiding type." 

He turned away to look around. Medicham felt the gun in her hand, staring at Bisharp's back. Much time had passed 
since they had teamed up, so not many players could still be left in the game at this point. But still, she hesitated. 

She didn't want to do it. Not like this- she had already used a rather underhanded technique against Bisharp last 
challenge. And no matter how much she had told herself how it was fair, legal, and allowed it just...hadn't felt right. 
She had been angry with herself for the entire rest of the evening after that challenge. Why? Why had she stooped to 
his level? Was winning that important? Important enough to forsake all honor except the rules of the game? 

Medicham closed her eyes and took a deep breath. A fair fight. A fair challenge. That would be fine. She could still 
win. Bisharp would most likely be furious, but a warning was better than a stab in the back. She'd give a few minutes 
head start. 

"Bisharp?" 


"Yes?" he asked, sounding impatient. He still didn't turn around. 

"There is something I must-" 

But a loud screech as the intercom came to life interrupted her. Medicham paused and looked up, while Bisharp 
stopped in confusion. Why was Mew making an announcement at this time? 

"Attention, everyone! Kabutops has become the first player to receive himself as a target. Since there are so few 



players left, he'll be waiting in base. Once there are only two players left, Kabutops will receive the other final player 
as his target, and vice versa. Also, as of right now, due to the few players remaining, there is no longer any need to 
bring your caught targets back to Electrode and me! Happy hunting!" 

There was a long silence. Medicham broke it. 

"It seems that the numbers have thinned drastically," she said, trying not to let her nervousness show. But Bisharp 
was silent. 

"Kabutops managed to receive himself as a target. Which means that he caught whoever was targeting him," he said 
slowly. 

Medicham froze, realizing that at last, he had seen through her lie. Kabutops captured whoever was hunting him. If 
Kabutops hadn't caught her, then it meant she was lying about him being her target. She knew that, and Bisharp 
knew that. He still didn't move, at least not for a moment. But he slowly turned his head, his eyes gleaming. 

"Which means you're my target," he said softly. "And I'm yours." 

Medicham immediately raised her gun, hoping she could intimidate him long enough for her to explain herself. "Do 
not move! Please let me explain for a moment. I do not wish to capture you without letting you know the truth." 

"Do you think that I'm that easy to fool?" asked Bisharp in a terrible voice. "That after using a cheap trick to shut me 
out of the last challenge, I wouldn't be on my guard? I had you pegged from the moment you spouted that nonsense 
about Kabutops. You should never try to use my own strategy against me." 

He turned around, and there seemed to be something frightening about him now. Medicham had fought Bisharp 
before, but even then, it hadn't felt like this. His voice was icy calm, but Medicham could sense the rage behind it. He 
had a disgusted sneer on his face, but he notably didn't raise his gun. He was eyeing Medicham's gun warily- 
perhaps he was waiting for her to shoot first so he could evade? Medicham groaned in her head. She didn't have time 
to think. 

"Do not move or I will shoot you and then explain!" asked Medicham. "I would like to settle this fairly-" 

"It's a little late to talk about honor now, little warrior," hissed Bisharp. He took a step forward. 

Medicham immediately pulled the trigger. 

Click. 

Medicham stood completely still, her gun still pointed at Bisharp. But she wasn't looking at him anymore. She was 
staring at the gun in her hand, the weapon she was supposed to use to capture Bisharp. 

Which still hadn't fired. 

"W-what...what is going on?" breathed Medicham, confused. "Why is it not...?" 

"Did you think you had me beat?" asked Bisharp. "You fighting fool. That isn't your gun. It's mine. When I picked up 
the gun you threw on the ground, I didn't give you yours. I handed you my own gun. After all, there's no rule against it, 
is there?" 

"Yeah, no!" said Electrode over the intercom, but Medicham paid him no heed. 

"But...when did your gun break?" 

"Break?" asked Bisharp. "It's not broken, it's EMPTY. I took the ammo out just after you came up to me and left it in 
the mud. Then I gave you the empty gun. No rule against that either. If you try and outsmart me, expect to get a war. 
And right now, my gun isn't empty." 

He held it in front of him, his eyes staring into hers, his mouth in a firm line. There was no triumph or conflict in his 
gaze, just an icy stare. Medicham just stood there stupidly, frozen in total shock- almost as if she couldn't move. He 
had known. He had seen right through her and here he was, pointing a gun right in her face, telling her. She hadn't 
gotten the chance to take back her plan. She wanted to somehow tell him that she hadn't meant for it to be like this. 
But it was too late. She had lost. 



"You lose. Now that our little truce has apparently ended, I think you'll be shocked by just how draconian I can be," 
snarled Bisharp. 

With a final furious glare, he pulled the trigger. Medicham was immediately trapped within the net, stumbling before 
she fell over into the dirt. She coughed as some of it got into her mouth. Bisharp's eyes didn't leave her fallen form for 
a moment, but then he turned and walked away. 

He did not look back. 
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"Does she actually think I'll lie there and let her deceive and defeat me?" asked Bisharp, a new fire in his 
voice. "No. It's about time I give this my all. I refuse to lose." 
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"Oh! We got something!" yelled Electrode, bouncing up and down as he checked one of the screens in front of him. 
"Someone got netted!" 

Mew popped up and floated over, rubbing his pink hands together. The campers who were out were all caught up in a 
card game, where Honchkrow and Gengar were currently winning. Gliscor, on the other hand, was complaining about 
it being rigged, but that was probably due to the fact that he was losing the hardest. Banette gave a nod to Gengar. 

"You're on a role. What gives?" 

"Guess I got my groove back," said Gengar, grinning. 

Mew looked at the various screens in front of Electrode, trying to find which screen had the information on it. "Who 
got captured?" 

Kabutops perked up as well, leaving the stump (he was not allowed to play cards due to being a cutting hazard) and 
walking over, grabbing his net gun. "Yeah, who do I have to fight for immunity?" 

Electrode squinted at one of the screens. "Looks like Medicham was caught by Bisharp. So she's caught, and you 
have Bisharp to deal with." 

Mew grinned and grabbed the intercom. "Bisharp, since Medicham had you as a target, you also have two votes for 
tonight! Now that there are only two Pokemon left in the game, Kabutops and Bisharp will have to capture each other. 
Once again, when someone is caught, we'll know, so you guys just have to aim and nab someone with the nets! Now 
get out there and give us a show!" 

"Go on, Kabutops!" yelled Gengar. "You got this!" 

"Something like that," muttered Kabutops. "Alright, ready or not, here I come!" 

He ran out of the clearing, still struggling to get a good grip on his gun. Weavile watched him go. 

"You think he'll pull it off?" she asked curiously. 

"No idea- Kabutops is tough, but so is Bisharp," admitted Banette. "I can see it going either way." 

"Me too," said Weavile, sighing. "Anyways, you got any thoughts about our situation?" 

"Well, like you said, focusing on B while Krookodile's immune. I have some thoughts." 

"Okay, shoot." 

"He has to prepare. There has to be some time where he does everything and gets all of his fancy notes, steals our 
stuff, and all that. Not sure when and how he does it though but...I'm guessing he does it at night." 

"At night?" asked Weavile. "Well...that would explain. Well, then that's easy! We just stay up and catch him at it!" 

"I thought about that too," said Banette. "And I think it would be a good idea but...l doubt they'll come clean if we find 
him or her. They'll probably just wait and enact their strategy a different night. After all, as of right now, I don't think 
anyone knows who Mr. B is. They can just wait and let everyone stew in their own suspicions." 



"You ARE good at this," said Gengar, who had been listening in, impressed. He had left the card game to join his 
friends for the moment. "You've solved way more about the guy than anyone else as." 


"Bronzong helped, but I'd be better if I had more to work with," admitted Banette. "I wish we could trust Alakazam with 
our information. I bet he could figure it out." 

"Maybe we should," suggested Weavile. 

"What if he's B?" 

"I...don't know. It doesn't fit. Yes, his Mega Evolution was creepy and weird but...he wouldn't have put Gothitelle at 
risk so easily, right?" 

"Even if his Mega was calling the shots?" asked Banette, his tone dark. 

"...you'd know more about that more than me," said Weavile to Gengar and Banette. "Does a Mega call the shots?" 

"Not typically," admitted Banette. "But I think I'm a different case than most. How about you Gengar?" 

"Eh, there are times where trickles of your Mega can seep through, but I wouldn't call it a control over you," explained 
Gengar. "I have...moments like my Mega. But like...he doesn't MAKE me do stuff. When I'm in my Mega form, I just 
generally do the stuff I want to do while I’m in the form. It's like in one mode, you want to play baseball, but in other, 
you want to play basketball. Same Pokemon, different hobbies and personalities." 

"But Alakazam is also an enigma- for all we know, he could've programmed his mind differently while in Mega form," 
whispered Banette. 

Weavile glanced over to where Alakazam was playing cards with Honchkrow. Admittedly, it appeared that the 
Psychic's luck was not nearly as good as his brains- he appeared to be losing. Weavile frowned. 

"I get what you're saying." 

"Still...maybe we could try to give him the information," said Banette. "See what he makes of it. Why don't you do it?" 
"Me?" asked Weavile. 

"You're his closest friend here," pointed out Gengar. 

Weavile glanced at him again. "Yes...I suppose so. Alright. I'll mull it over and see what I can do. For now, I guess we 
just keep thinking and hope Kabutops can bring it home." 

"Hopefully," agreed Gengar, glancing at the screen. 
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"Mud, mud, more mud, can we never have a challenge here again?" growled Kabutops. "Seriously, no wonder 
Cacturne hid in here all those years ago. Clever bastard knew no one would want to come looking for him." 

He continued splashing through the water, thinking about Bisharp, Krookodile, the game as whole, Seizor, Team 
Storm, and more. The more he thought about it, the more annoyed he got. This season had been cool and all, but it 
was getting way too personal and complicated this time. He remembered way back when the only difficult shit they 
had to deal with was Weavile being a bitch and Kadabra targeting relationships. Now they had Krookodile sabotaging 
everyone and a mystery man fucking with all of their shit. Shit like this hadn't happened back then. 

"The glory days," he growled. "No one fucked with Team Storm as much back then." 

Well, they had, but indirectly. Mismagius was eliminated, but only because she was dating Banette, and he got 
eliminated for dating Seizor but...Team Storm overall had felt...strong and safe until Cacturne had disbanded it. But 
this time...this time Kabutops felt no one was safe. It wasn't anyone's fault- not Banette or Weavile or anyone, 
but...the nature of the game had changed. Things had gotten tougher, crueler, and almost meaner. Granted, there 
were no Hypnos lying around (anymore) but still...it almost felt like strength wasn't gonna be enough to get him 
through. The only way he had grabbed Alakazam was a fluke of a trick. 

"Seems like everyone's scheming and plotting nowadays," grunted Kabutops. "I remember when eliminations were 



based on the good of a team. What the hell happened?" 

Eliminations like Electrode. Lopunny. Venonat. Sure, they weren't fortunate for whoever was going home, but they 
were fair. They didn't feel too much guilt over who went home. And sure, it was like that at the beginning of this 
season, but soon enough. Charizard going home after being conned into an evolution he didn't want. Mamoswine 
being pushed out for not wanting to fight his girlfriend. It wasn't about the good of the team. It was about power, 
threats, and personal vendettas. And he didn't like it. He wasn't going to quit, but...he didn't like it. This competition 
had started a game, but nowadays... 

"No one should be getting a stuffed animal shredded to make a point," Kabutops muttered, thinking of his recently 
sewed Tyrunt. 

He kicked a rock. He wished Seizor was here. She'd understand his yearning for the simple days, where a challenge 
was won by sheer skill rather than who had the best tricks. But that was a day long gone. He leaned against a tree for 
a moment. 

"I really do wish you were here," he said softly. He knew he was alone, but he liked to think she heard it somewhere. 

He stepped forward again, but as he moved, he heard the sound of footsteps- quiet, but approaching quickly. 
Kabutops turned to hear the noise, but immediately slipped on a patch of mud. He let out a yelp as he hit the ground, 
groaning. 

"Son of a- WHOA!" he cried, as a net sailed above him, where he had been standing upright moments ago. A face 
appeared in the nearby bushes. Bisharp grit his teeth as he stepped out, his recently fired gun still smoking. 

"Of all of the dumb luck...," he snarled quietly. Kabutops looked up and scowled, getting to his feet. 

"Alright you steel stiff, let's do this!" 

"We got a live battle here!" roared Mew over the intercom. "Everyone come over...hey, no, don't push me out of the 
way!" 

An audience? Well, that was neat to Kabutops. Made the fight all the more desirable to win. 

Kabutops grinned at him, glancing at his gun before dropping it on the ground. Bisharp stared at him in confusion. 
Kabutops sharpened his scythes as he stepped closer. 

"I’ve been waiting for a good rumble all day!" yelled Kabutops. 

Back in the camp, Weavile palmed her face. 
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"You couldn't just...you couldn't just shoot him?" Weavile groaned. 

000 

"Kabutops, dude...you gotta learn to chill a little," said Gliscor. 

000 

Bisharp's eyes widened as he threw his hands up to guard his face as Kabutops lunged forward, swinging his scythe 
to strike the knight. A metallic clang rung through the swamp. Bisharp got knocked back a little bit, peering over his 
guard. He scowled deeply. 

"What in the blazes are you doing? You could've just netted me, you idiot!" 

"I don't care!" shouted Kabutops, a wide smile on his face. "I remember you gettin' in the sword fights with Weavile 
and Banette, I want a turn!" 

Bisharp remembered the fencing challenge against Banette, and his duel with Weavile during the quiz show. He was 
still perplexed- Kabutops had thrown away and easy win just for a fight? Idiotic, for sure, but Bisharp supposed he 
could turn the tables and pull off a win. 

"Fine, you want a fight? I accept!" snapped Bisharp, blocking another hit from Kabutops and swinging his own blade 



back at him. Kabutops leaped back, clapping his scythes together before running forward. 
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"Okay, Kabutops is one thing, but why is BISHARP going along with it?" asked Banette, gaping. 
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Kabutops ran forward and swung his scythe in a vicious arc, but Bisharp managed to roll out of the way. Once he was 
behind Kabutops he flew forward, his blade hand aiming for a stab in the back. But Kabutops turned around, catching 
the attack in his grip and grinning, shoving Bisharp off of him. Bisharp staggered backwards, but smirked as he 
flashed forward again. Kabutops's eyes widened as he moved his head to the side before tackling Bisharp. Bisharp 
pushed back, and the two became locked in an embrace of blades. Kabutops was gritting his teeth, but he noticed a 
gleam in Bisharp's eye...was he enjoying himself too? 

Bisharp broke his grip and jumped on a nearby fallen tree. Kabutops stared at it before leaping up, raising his sickles. 
Bisharp moved backwards along the tree, which went over a small river. Kabutops groaned inwardly. So that was 
where the water was. Only a few feet away from him. Bisharp flashed forward with a quick strike, sending Kabutops 
backwards, but the living fossil managed to dig his scythes into the log, before pulling himself forward in a vicious 
kick. Bisharp clutched his stomach in pain as he dropped on one knee- but when Kabutops advanced on him, he 
slammed his head into Kabutops's gut. Kabutops let out a grunt, but Bisharp was ready. Getting to his feet, he swept 
at Kabutops's legs. Kabutops managed to jump over the attack, but unfortunately Bisharp followed it up with another 
leg sweep. Kabutops cursed as he fell on the log hard, before slipping off and falling into the river. 

Bisharp appeared triumphant, but Kabutops launched himself right out of the water and stabbed the log, starting to 
pull himself up. Despite taking quite a beating, the Water type was in good spirits. Bisharp folded his arms. 

"You're losing, but you're enjoying yourself," commented the Sword Blade Pokemon. "Why?" 

Kabutops just continued pulling himself up. "I'm enjoying myself because I'm doing something I consider FUN. And I 
haven't lost yet. How about you? You seemed like you were enjoying yourself too, for once." 

Bisharp froze, and almost instantly, his expression was guarded. "Hush. I was not." 

"Yeah right. Why beat yourself up and act like a hardass? No way to live, dude." 

Bisharp clenched a fist and scowled at Kabutops. "Shut it. Still, now that you're there, I can continue with my plan." 
"Which is?" 

"Grabbing that gun you dropped!" shouted Bisharp, leaping off the log. Kabutops's eyes widened, before he flung 
himself off the log. He managed to snag Bisharp's shoulder with a blade, sending them both collapsing on the ground. 

"I don't think so!" roared Kabutops. Bisharp whirled around, his eyes angry. 

"NO!" he snarled, kicking Kabutops in the head with a vicious kick. 

"Oooooh," said Mew over the intercom. "Right to the face." 

"Gimme that thing, you suck at using the mic," came Banette's voice. "KABUTOPS! KICK HIS ASS!" 

"Yeah, that's the general idea," grunted Kabutops, stretching his jaw gingerly. Bisharp managed to shake himself free 
and stand up, before running again. 

"I've lost enough challenges throughout this entire competition," he shouted, over his shoulder. "Not anymore. I'm not 
about to let myself lose again!" 

"You don't have to let yourself," groaned Kabutops, managing to drag himself to his feet. "I'm gonna be the one who 
makes sure...you don't win." 

He broke into a jog to try and catch up. Bisharp heard him, but his eyes gleamed when he saw a familiar gnarled tree. 
On the roots was...his gun, he had tossed aside when Kabutops gave chase. But then he spotted Kabutops's own 
weapon, still fully loaded. He ran over, just as Kabutops burst through the trees behind him. Bisharp did a roll and 
grabbed Kabutops's net gun, but Kabutops didn't break pursuit. As Bisharp turned around and fired, Kabutops swung 



his leg forward. 


The both stared as the net flew into the air, high above them. Bisharp stared in astonishment, while Kabutops was 
just stunned. The net soared higher, before bumping against a branch and plummeting downwards. As Bisharp was 
still shocked by the fact that he miss, Kabutops sprung into action. He suddenly shoved his arms under Bisharp's. 
Bisharp immediately looked down, confused. 

"What are you doing?" 

"WHAT AM I DOING?" yelled Kabutops. 

"What is he doing?" asked Mew over the intercom. 

Banette and Weavile exchanged a glance. "What the fuck is he doing?" 

"FUCKING. WINNING!" roared Kabutops, before he spun and tossed Bisharp into the air. Bisharp let out a sputter of 
rage, before he looked and saw that Kabutops had hurled him right towards the net. Bisharp's eyes widened in shock 
as the net hit him and immediately snared him within. Bisharp was trapped and fell to the ground, landing in the mud 
with a loud splash. Kabutops, on the other hand, just stood there in shock, staring at the Bisharp who was muttering 
angrily under his breath. 

"Holy shit, I won," said Kabutops, staring. 

"Holy shit he-1 MEAN, KABUTOPS IS THE WINNER!" yelled Mew over the intercom. "Which means that he not only 
gets the ability to have two votes, but he has immunity. As for Bisharp, tough luck but at least you get double votes." 

"Small comfort," snarled Bisharp furiously. Kabutops threw him a pitying look. 

"Dude, two votes is still fine. You don't have to be shitty about it." 

Bisharp didn't respond, just angrily freed himself from Kabutops's trap and walked away. Kabutops shook his head. 
That guy had issues. 

"So! To recap, Kabutops has immunity, but Alakazam and Luxray have immunity for one more night! Krookodile still 
has immunity as well, but he'll be immune for this challenge AND the next one," explained Mew. "As for the rest of 
you, I'd say get back to the camp and figure out who you're voting for, but please take a shower, you all smell like 
swamp and shit." 

"Yeah, thanks to the pink idiot in charge," quipped Banette. He glanced at Weavile. "So about that shower..." 

"Hush," said Weavile, but she smirked. 

"So, we gotta vote for someone," said Gengar. 

"Meet up later- we'll figure that out...let’s congratulate fossilface first," said Banette. "He's gonna be smug as hell." 
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"Nah, he's right I was smug as hell," admitted Kabutops. 
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"Challenge aside, I couldn't believe that jerk was back again afterwards," said Noivern, sighing. "Man, this 
bites." 
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Kabutops finally made it back (being deeper in the swamp, it took him a longer time to return than the others). As he 
reached camp, he noticed that rather than taking Mew's advice and hitting the showers, everyone was gathered in the 
center of camp. There was a quiet murmuring that was flowing through the entire camp. Bisharp, who had been a bit 
ahead of Kabutops, motioned him over. 

"What's going on?" he asked. 

"Another note," said Bisharp shortly. "Our anonymous friend is at it again. It’s slightly different this time." 



"Mister B?" asked Kabutops, bolting over to the center of the group. Alakazam was in the middle, and held up a small 
note. 

"Medicham found this note when she returned to camp. Right on the door of the girls' bathroom. Interesting that this 
fellow named themselves Mister B-1 feel that Mister E would've been a better name." 

"Like mystery," said Weavile. But she threw Banette a sharp look. Alakazam criticizing Mister B's name choice was 
certainly another reason to suspect he was not the culprit- unless he had said that to throw off their suspicions. 

"What’s it say?" asked Kabutops, squinting in to read it. 

Hello friends, 

Our main teams have split up, but there are still alliances In our midst. 

We must keep the Island pure and get the poison out. 

-TCG 

"Wait, what?" asked Kabutops. "TCG? Who the hell is that?" 

"Typically, an acronym for a Trading Card Game, but I doubt that's what it means here," explained Alakazam. "We 
were just trying to figure out this note. Any ideas?" 

"Teams splitting up? I mean, yeah, we've hit the merge, but he's suggesting that there are still alliances going," said 
Gliscor. He looked nervous. "Are there?" 

"Alliance is a debatable term," admitted Kabutops. "I mean, you and Noivern don't have an alliance, but you're not 
gonna vote her off are you?" 

Gliscor didn't answer, but he gave Noivern a worried look. 

"Maybe the T stands for Team!" piped up Luxray. "Or maybe it stands for Tropius. Or maybe it stands for Trapezoid! 
Or maybe-" 

"I liked the thing about Teams," said Bisharp eyeing the note. "But what would the C and G stand for?" 

"Team...something...Game?" suggested Toxicroak. "I dunno...Team Competition Game?" 

"A decent guess, but dat don't sound right," muttered Honchkrow. "We know we're in a game. Maybe dey switched da 
signature to fuck wid us." 

"What do you think, Crobat?" asked Alakazam, ignoring Honchkrow. "You figured out the original code." 

Crobat looked in. "Well...ignoring that for a moment...what does he mean by get the poison out?" 

"The poison of alliances, probably," said Weavile. "I thought that seemed pretty clear." 

"It seems that way but it...I don't know, that seems like strange wording. And strange wording with Mister B means 
something," said Crobat. "Poison...could that mean Poison-types?" 

"What about Poison-types?" asked Toxicroak nervously. 

"Well...there's you, me, and Gengar," said Crobat. "Maybe it's a...wait...hang on a minute." 

"The letters. TCG," said Alakazam, noticing it just Crobat did. "Does everyone else see that?" 

"What?" asked Gengar, looking confused. 

"Get the poison out, TCG," repeated Alakazam. "TCG. Toxicroak. Crobat. Gengar. That's a call for your elimination. 
One of the Poison-types." 

"Us? Why us?" asked Toxicroak, eyes widening. "What did we do?" 

"...well the note IS about alliances," pointed out Krookodile. He folded his arms. "You guys want to tell us something?" 



Crobat and Gengar exchanged a glance. This was NOT how they wanted things to turn out. 


"...if you count my relationship with Honchkrow as an alliance, then I suppose that's what it could be implying," said 
Crobat. He decided not to mention their uneasy agreement with Krookodile for the time being. 

"That covers you. What of Gengar and Toxicroak?" asked Bisharp. Toxicroak threw Bisharp a shocked look. 

"I-I'm not in alliance," said Toxicroak. "No idea, man! No one's even tried to recruit me! Believe me!" 

A lot of the people in the clearing didn't believe that- most of them assumed there was some teamwork going on 
between Toxicroak and Bisharp, but on the other hand, maybe it wasn't an official alliance- maybe Toxicroak just 
considered Bisharp a good friend. But after that, everyone was looking at Gengar. Gengar folded his arms. 

"Look, I've got a lot of friends out here, but an alliance isn't the way to go," said Gengar. He nodded to the note. 
"Especially for reasons like this." 

There was a murmur of assent at this. Banette was impressed by Gengar's lie, but he noticed that Alakazam and 
Bisharp both looked skeptical. Banette groaned internally. Gengar had been in alliance (sometimes MULTIPLE 
alliances) every season. The idea that he wouldn't be this time around was suspicious. Still, a lot of the players 
seemed to be more concerned about other things. Honchkrow in particular looked angry. 

"So...dat being said, who da hell wrote da note. Because lemme tell you- we ain't gettin' rid of Crobat." 

"Why do you assume they were targeting Crobat?" asked Alakazam, sounding exasperated. "They mentioned three 
Poison types, apparently all in alliances." 

"Except Crobat’s not in an alliance, he and I are just dating. And DAT is suspicious," growled Honchkrow. "I tink you 
might be Mistah B. Crobat doesn't belong on da list, but he's dere." 

"And what does that have to do with me?" asked Alakazam, annoyed. 

"Hmmm let's see...oh right, you're alone in da game, and you want me and Crobat out!" said Honchkrow. "We're 
getting rid of a different poison dan him!" 

"Who says we have to get rid of a Poison at all?" piped up Weavile, but Krookodile interrupted. 

"I mean...yeah, I guess we could always vote off Gengar," said Krookodile. "Didn't he already get a free pass? Not 
really fair." 

"Hey, don't use that against me, that was Mamoswine who rescued me!" protested Gengar. 

"Hey, you or Toxicroak is a viable option too- that's all I'm saying," said the Ground-type. 

"Don't bring me into it!" said Toxicroak, starting to laugh due to his nervousness. 

"This mystery is bigger than your relationship," hissed Alakazam. 

"Well, no matter how big it is, it ain't gettin' him," snarled Honchkrow. "I'll see your ass at elimination." 

Without another word, she took to the skies. Bisharp glanced at Toxicroak, who was shaking like a leaf. He sighed. 
"With all due respect, I would like you to not vote Toxicroak either. I say Crobat or Gengar." 

"Hey, back off, dude!" snapped Kabutops. "You throw two votes at Gengar, I'm throwin' them at Toxicroak. 

"Try it," invited Bisharp, his eyes gleaming dangerously. 

"You're all missing the point!" yelled Weavile. "Stop letting B decide the votes!" 

"Uh...yeah I think I'm uh...gonna beat it," muttered Noivern. "Uh...c’mon Gliscor." 

The two of them flew away as well. One by one the campers broke away. Weavile glanced at Banette, but the puppet 
shook his head- since Gengar had been just been accused of an alliance, the last thing they needed to do was meet. 
Weavile nodded, and Kabutops folded his arms unhappily, but he also nodded. Gengar gave a thumbs up to Banette, 
before floating off. 



000 


"He did it again!" shouted Weavile. "We could've voted for a smart reason, but no! Three Poison-types are on 
the block tonight!" 
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"What am I going to do?" groaned Toxicroak. Bisharp sighed and folded his arms. 

"At the very least, your lie was good." 

"Well, that's nice of you to say, but it might be the last lie I tell on the island," said Toxicroak miserably. 

"I doubt that. I believe I can get us through this," said Bisharp, his tone mild. 

"Maybe wit help." 

Honchkrow's voice was crisp and cold as she landed in front of the two of them. Her eyes were focused and angry, 
but her tone was calm. 

"What do I owe the pleasure?" asked Bisharp. 

"You're gonna give me your two votes," said Honchkrow. 

Bisharp scoffed. "And why on earth would I do that?" 

Honchkrow took a step forward. "Because I told you to. Here's da deal. You vote for who I tell you to vote for, or else I 
send froggy home." 

Toxicroak's eyes widened. "What? Hey! NO!" 

"And you have that power?" asked Bisharp. "You alone?" 

"Who says I'm alone?" asked Honchkrow. "I've already got Gliscor and Noivern on my side. And do you think 
Kabutops and the rest of 'em are gonna vote for Gengar?" 

"They could easily vote for Crobat," argued Bisharp softly. "And seeing as he's not with you, I wonder...what 
argument has happened between your little relationship...unless it's an alliance now instead." 

Honchkrow's eyes flashed and in a moment she was in the air, clamping her talons into Bisharp's shoulders. 
Toxicroak let out a gasp, while Bisharp grunted in pain. Honchkrow shoved he face into his, her cold red eyes 
meeting his. 

"Leave. Crobat. Alone. Or else." 

"Who would you even have me vote for?" hissed Bisharp. 

Honchkrow was silent...but then she opened her beak. 
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"Interesting deal," commented Bisharp. "Wonder what Crobat will think of it." 
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"This entire day has been stressful," commented Crobat wearily. He was sitting among the trees with Noivern and 
Gliscor, watching the sun slowly sink in the sky. Noivern was strumming her guitar quietly, trying to come up with cool 
song ideas. Gliscor gave him a pitying look. 

"Yeah, I don't envy you- fight with a girlfriend, and then everyone wants a Poison-type gone." 

"I still say Honchkrow was being unreasonable, man," said Noivern. Crobat sighed. 

"A little...I get where she's coming from but...yeah, it's been tough." 



"She could use a vacation," said Noivern with a laugh. "You should make her take a break. Then YOU would catch a 
break." 

Crobat chuckled. "And what would I do with a break?" 

"JOIN MY BAND!" shouted Noivern. "BE MY SINGER." 

Crobat looked stunned. "Uh. What?" 

"I NEED MEMBERS. I'm lead guitar, Gliscor's drummer, Banette's on bass!" 

"You got Banette to agree?" 

"Yeah that actually surprised me too," admitted Gliscor, but Noivern was starting to talk a mile a minute. 

"Yeah man, I still need a rhythm guitarist, back up singers, and maybe a keyboard player. But you could be a main 
singer!" 

"Ah...as much fun as it sounds, why not get someone like...Weavile or something?" asked Crobat. 

"Weavile said no," pointed out Noivern. 

"Well, she said no to an instrument," said Gliscor. "She CAN sing though." 

"Right, I forgot! WAIT! Crobat, my flying bro, can you play anything?" 

"Not really," said Crobat with a laugh. "Not built for it." 

"DANG IT!" shouted Noivern, throwing her hands up, only to realize she dropped her guitar. Gliscor and Crobat 
watched it fall until they heard a distant thump at the bottom of the tree. 

"Wait, no, shit shit shit!" screeched Noivern. She took into the air, but suddenly she stopped. Music was coming from 
the bottom of the tree. Good music. Good guitar music. Noivern exchanged a glance with Crobat and Gliscor. 

"You're...you're not doing that, right?" asked Gliscor nervously. Noivern shook her head, and immediately plummeted 
down. 

"WHO GOES THERE?" asked Noivern. Then she paused. "I mean, YO! WHO GOT MY GUITAR?" 

She was greeted by a pair of red eyes and a purple body. Gengar threw her a sheepish grin. 

"Oh, so you dropped it here," he said. "Sorry, I uh...l just heard it fall and I figured I'd grab it and bring it back to you 
and uh-" 

"YOU PLAY?" asked Noivern, stunned. Gengar looked a bit shocked. 

"Uh...yeah? I mean, a little." 

"I NEVER KNEW YOU PLAYED." 

"Same, actually," commented Crobat, floating down next to her. Gliscor looked impressed. 

"Well, yeah, just not often," said Gengar. 

"BUT...BUT WHY DIDN'T...WHY DIDN'T YOU PLAY IT DURING PIDGEOT'S CHALLENGE?" asked Noivern, 
stunned. "YOU JUST AIR GUITAR'D." 

"Oh, well I can't play and sing at the same time," admitted Gengar sheepishly. "I always mess up when I do...but 
uh...the song I sang? I record the instrumental to it." 

Noivern gaped at him. Gliscor tapped her. 

"Are you okay?" 

"Gengar, I am torn in between wanting you as a lead singer and wanting you as a guitarist." 



"Well, I could do one, but not both," said Gengar. "Wait...what do you mean you want me?" 

"Oh right, I forgot my speech uh...JOIN MY BAND!" Noivern half-shouted. 

"Wait. You have a band?" asked Gengar, stunned. 

"I'm starting one! If you join, I'll have two guitarists, a bass player, and a drummer. I can also sing if necessary!" 

"Wait, so you actually want me to join your band?" asked Gengar. 

"Yes! Do you want to?" asked Noivern, tying her tail into a knot while she waited for an answer. 

"Dude, that sounds fucking sweet! When do we meet up?" 

"YOU ACTUALLY WANT TO JOIN?" screamed Noivern. "OH MY GOD THIS IS THE BEST DAY EVER!" 

"Yeah!" 

"OKAY OKAY...UH...LET'S HAVE A MEETING TOMORROW ABOUT OTHER POTENTIAL BAND MEMBERS!" 
screeched Noivern. "AHHHHHHHHHH!" 

There was a loud screech of noise over the intercom. "Attention campers, it is time for the vote! Get your butts over to 
the elimination ceremony!" 

"Looks like it's voting time. But, uh, yeah!" said Gengar. "Let's see about that jam session...I didn't bring a guitar with 
me, but I could practice on yours for the time being." 

"YES," said Noiven, grinning. 

"Alright. Sounds dope. See you guys at the campfire." 

Gengar walked off. Crobat said his goodbyes as well and flew away. Gliscor tapped Noivern on the shoulder. 

"So, not to ruin your mood but...about what Honchkrow told us." 

"No. I'm not doing it," said Noivern angrily. 

"But-" 

"I SAID NO!" growled Noivern. 

"Well, what do we do then?" whispered Gliscor worriedly. 

"I...don't know," said Noivern, sighing. 
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"Hate to say it, but the alliance isn’t voting together tonight," admitted Banette. "I mean, I can't call an 
alliance meeting and get us ail on radar. But I'm voting for Toxicroak, hoping it ail goes for the best. Hope the 
others got the message." 
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"Not gonna vote my buddy Crobat, so Toxicroak," said Gengar. 

000 

"It's about time Gengar's luck ran out," commented Bisharp emotionlessly. "Two votes for him." 
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"Get that bat out of here," said Krookodile. "Even if he doesn't go home, I bet Honchkrow's gonna accuse 
Alakazam of voting for him." 


000 



"Two votes to Bisharp. Fuck the Poison-type note," growled Kabutops. "I vote for who I want, and no jerkwad 
threatens my friends- even if he is damn good in a sword fight." 
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"Sorry, Honchkrow, but I really need that guitarist," said Noivern. 
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"What a day today was! There were crazy captures, harrowing hunts, and now it's time for vindictive voting!" 
announced Mew. 

"Hosted by an alliterating asshole," said Banette, earning a few laughs from his fellows in the crowd. 

"CAN IT, YOU. Alright, if you're immune, get your ass up here." 

Krookodile made a great show of swaggering forward to grab his Poke Block, while Alakazam, Kabutops, and Luxray 
approached more slowly. Kabutops cast a worried glance at his friends while he enjoyed his snack. Mew smiled at all 
of them, before he continued. 

"Weavile, Medicham, Honchkrow. All of you lovely ladies are safe and...ugh, fine. Banette, you're safe too." 

Weavile sighed in relief and walked forward, Banette smirking behind her. Medicham gave a nod and took her block, 
happy that Bisharp decided not to go for her. But she noticed his eyes following her and she felt a shiver of shame 
course through her body. He hadn't gone for her...not this time. But he hadn't forgotten. Honchkrow said nothing. She 
just took her block and sat down. 

"Noivern...Gliscor...also safe." 

Noivern and Gliscor flew forward to take their blocks before having a seat, cuddling up to each other as they watched 
the proceedings. Mew smiled at the remaining four players up for elimination. Toxicroak was already giggling 
nervously, but his eyes were wide and anxious. Bisharp looked defiant, while Crobat and Gengar simply exchanged a 
glance of worry. 

"All four of you received votes tonight, but despite the note calling for Poison types, one of you was not a Poison-type. 
Bisharp, you may not be a Poison-type, but at least you're safe from elimination. Come on up." 

Bisharp threw Kabutops a withering look as he caught his block. Kabutops didn't really seem to care- his eyes were 
fixed on Gengar. 

"And finally, the Poison-types are the ones at the bottom, all because of a poisonous note that Mister B wrote about 
all of you...but, while a final three IS tense, let's cut it down to two. Crobat, you're safe for the night." 

Crobat looked stunned, but he took to the air and flew forward, taking the block in his feet and sitting down. 

"Gengar, Toxicroak. Gengar, you've been a pretty great player this time around- and let's face it, you're not in a body 
cast right now so this beats out your previous eliminations by a large margin. But while you managed to bend a rule to 
the breaking point and survive, maybe your luck has run out. As for you, Toxicroak, you're kind of getting destroyed in 
every challenge, so maybe an elimination would be good for you. You could...y'know...stop getting beat down." 

Gengar tensed a little bit, while Toxicroak just sighed unhappily. Bisharp's eyes locked onto Honchkrow, while 
Banette and Weavile clenched their hands together. 

"Ah well...only one can stay...the final Pokeblock goes to..." 

Everyone held their breath. Except the ghosts, of course. Gengar clenched his fists, while Toxicroak's eyes bulged. 
"...Toxicroak." 

"Aw, dude, for real?" asked Noivern. "THAT WAS MY RHYTHM GUITARIST, YOU ASSCLOWNS!" 

"What, me?" asked Gengar, drooping slightly. "Aw, dude...I've never been voted off except by my own terms...why 
me?" 


A few players exchanged awkward looks. 



000 


"Dey wanted a Poison type? Dey got one," said Honchkrow, smoking a cigar. "I couldn't get Bisharp to turn 
on Toxicroak, so it had to be Gengar. It wasn't personal, and I ain't happy about it but...I had to save Crobat. 
Dey weren't getting rid of him like dat." 

"I didn't want to eliminate his friends or anything! But...I wasn't gonna let B get him. Not him." 

000 

"Gengar has a history of being automatically eliminated or leaving on his own terms," said Alakazam. "With 
Honchkrow running around trying to save Crobat? I figured I'd just get rid of that threat." 
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"I wasn't get let Crobat get eliminated, and Honchkrow told me I'd be able to save him if I voted 
Gengar...which isn't great but...Crobat's my friend, y'know?" said Gliscor. "I mean, we just started being 
friendly again." 
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"Well, fuck, I guess this is how it feels to be voted off!" said Gengar, chuckling. "Well, I guess I can't say I'm 
unlucky since I made it this far. To my friends, and you all know who you are, you gotta keep it up. You've 
gotta be the ones to keep the party going, you dig? As the King of Parties on this show, I decree that the 
party on Total Pokemon Island never stops rocking, and once we catch Mr. B and send his ass home, we're 
gonna ROCK ALL NIGHT LONG!" 

"Hope Noivern keeps me in the band! Can't wait to rock out with them some time. Guess I'm going to chill 
with Froslass- OH SHIT RIGHT FROSLASS!" 
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"God damn it, no...I know he was eliminated because of me, I know it," moaned Crobat unhappily. 
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Gengar stared out at the big expanse of water as he stood on the dock. "Well, at least it's a beautiful night...but 
uh...how are you sending me off?" 

"Think fast! shouted Mew, turning on a vacuum. Gengar froze at the sound and turned around, letting out a loud 
scream as he was sucked into the device. There were muffled screams from within the vacuum as Mew tossed him 
on a small boat. 

"I'm sure you'll get used to it!" said Mew. "Ah man, I saved that sendoff just for him. Good stuff..." 

"Well shit," said Kabutops, looking unhappy. Banette, on the other hand, nudged Weavile. 

"Go talk to Alakazam. We're getting Mister B. I think he's onto us, and now this is personal." 

"Got it," said Weavile, running off to find him. 
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Honchkrow perched high in a tree, bathing in the glow of moonlight, another cigar in her hand. She took a long drag 
before blowing a large smoke ring into the air. She heard a small gust of wind behind her, but didn't turn around. 
Instead, her eyes were fixed on the stars. "Whaddya want?" 

Crobat perched on the branch upside down, staring at her. "You shouldn't smoke those. You know they're bad for 
you." 

"Dat all you gotta say?" 

"No. What did you do?" 



"No idea what yer talkin' about." 

"I know you. You did something. There has to be reason why Gengar went home instead of me." 

"Is dere a reason?" 

"Why him?" hissed Crobat. "Why not Toxicroak? Right when Gengar and I were being friends again!" 

Honchkrow whirled her head around. "Well how was I supposed to get Bisharp to vote for Toxicroak? I needed his 
double vote to get Gengar out and save your ass! Happy? I worked with others just like you wanted." 

"That isn't what I meant," snapped Crobat in response. "And you know that! I meant making friends and being around 
others, not intimidating people into doing shit for you! You need to stop letting your problems affect how we deal with 
other people-!" 

"Da hell does dat mean?" snarled Honchkrow, crushing her cigar in her wings. "We've been doing fine all along this 
game, but now all of a sudden, you're all about prancin' wit others and doing yer own thing. I just saved your ass from 
elimination, what da hell is dat worth-!" 

"I'M NOT HAPPY!" cried Crobat angrily. 

There was a long silence. Honchkrow was frozen, the cigar still clenched in her grip. Crobat looked shocked at what 
had come out of his mouth. 

"W-what?" whispered Honchkrow, her tone drastically shifting. "With what?" 

"With...ugh...I feel like...I was so happy when you and L.got together but even with our...our...," explained Crobat, 
trying to find the right words. 

Honchkrow helped him out. "Associates." 

"Even with our associates, I feel like you and me...we're just in our own little world...we don't have any friends who 
hang out with us, they're more scared of us than anything." 

Honchkrow frowned. "What...you...you don't want to be with me?" 

"I'm saying we don't have to be just TWO," pointed out Crobat. "I just...l love you Honchkrow, but I need more." 

"What else can I give you?" asked Honchkrow. Crobat sighed. 

"You've given me enough, I'm happy WITH you, but I can't have JUST you. I have other things I want to do than you 
know...be and work with you. Don't you feel the same?" 

Honchkrow was silent, but then she just sighed. 

"Please just go, Crobat." 

"Honchkrow, c'mon-" 

"I want to be alone right now. Leave." 

"Honchkrow, no offense, but you shut out enough people, I don't want you to shut me out too-" 

"I said leave," said Honchkrow, in a tone that left no room for argument. 

Crobat stared at her, a deep sadness in his eyes, but he didn't argue. He took to the skies and flew back to his cabin. 
Honchkrow sighed, glancing at the cigar crushed in her hand. She put it out and stowed in her feathers to throw away 
later. 

All she wanted to do was save him, but she only managed to push him away again. 
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"So what do you think?" asked Weavile. 



Alakazam was looking over a list of information that Weavile had graciously provided him. She had written down 
everything that Banette had provided her with and went to Alakazam with it. The Psychic had been shocked, but 
intrigued. "I think you're certainly onto something. And you're right. We do need to stop focusing on what Mister E 
does and more on who they are." 

"Mister E?" 

"It's a better name," insisted Alakazam. "Unless of course the B is significant. But if it isn't Bronzong- which now we 
have proof of- the only B's left are Banette and Bisharp." 

"You think it's one of them?" 

"I'm still not sure who this is, but I can assure you it isn't me. I'm fairly certain that I was knocked out at the time of the 
first note. Although, if these notes are prepared during the night, I suppose everyone is a suspect. Well, except 
Kabutops." 

"Really? Not him?" 

"Well, how does he hold a pencil without hands?" 

Weavile had forgotten about that. "Right." 

"Point being, I'm not sure who it is. There's even the possibility that it's more than one person, but I doubt that- if you 
had more than one person involved, there's a greater risk of people being found out." 

"Only one Pokemon," said Weavile. "That's relieving. Any suspects?" 

"No, unfortunately there's more Pokemon who I think it wouldn't be rather than who I think it is," said Alakazam. "But 
tell you what. Leave this list with me and i'll see if I can add any points. The patterns are difficult to read with this 
customer, but I should be able to provide assistance. And I would love to see this scoundrel be discovered." 

Weavile gave him a look. "You dislike him that much?" 

"He's to blame for Gothitelle's elimination. Of course I want to see him fall." 

Weavile smiled. "You really do love her, huh?" 

"More than anything," admitted Alakazam. He gave Weavile a strange look. "What made you say that?" 

Weavile shook her head. Gosh, her crush on Alakazam seemed so long ago. "Nothing. Night Alakazam. Hit me up 
soon if you figure anything out." 

As Weavile walked away, she couldn't help but smile. Things may not have worked out for her and Alakazam, but at 
this point, she doubted either of them could complain. 
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"SWEET LAND!" yelled Gengar, kissing the earth on his hands and knees. "SWEET, NOT INTERIOR OF THE 
VACUUM LAND!" 

"I’m still shocked by how frightened you are of vacuums," said Gardevoir. 

"They suck in more ways than one," insisted Gengar. "Thanks for bailing me out." 

"Anytime," said Cacturne. 

Wooper was bouncing around Gengar excitedly. "We are going to have the BEST parties now that you're back. Oh 
my gosh, Dragonite's parties are gonna be amped up to the 11th degree." 

"Yeah, little dude!" shouted Gengar. Then he looked around. "Hey, uh, Gardevoir, have you seen-?" 

"Gengar." 

Gengar froze, before turning and grinning widely. "FROSLASS!" 



He bounced up the stairs leading to Dragonite's house, where his icy girlfriend was waiting. Froslass was smiling too 
as Gengar leaped over and picked her up in a bone crushing- er, ectoplasm crushing- hug. Froslass giggled as 
Gengar planted a kiss right on her face before he set her down. 

"Oh man, you're here! That's it, I am going to throw the craziest, most insane, radical party ever! Did you know I'm 
gonna be in a band? Well, I hope I will be, I don't want Noivern to replace me and-" 

"Gengar, can...can we save the party for another night?" asked Froslass. "I just wanted to...spend the night talking 
with you. I have a lot of questions about the show." 

"Oh, right, you got eliminated a while ago," agreed Gengar. "So, uh...what do you want to know?" 

Froslass leaned forward and whispered into Gengar's ear. Cacturne, Gardevoir, and Wooper watched as Gengar's 
face went from happy to horrifyingly embarrassed. 

"Yes. The answer to that is yes! Uh...yeah...sorry guys, we're gonna uh...eat at a movie and uh...watch a restaurant, 
later!" 

Gengar hurriedly grabbed Froslass and the two floated off into the night. Cacturne folded his arms while Gardevoir 
sighed. 

"You ever think we were that crazy?" asked Gardevoir. 

"Maybe you were," muttered Cacturne. 

"I think we all were that crazy," agreed Wooper. Cacturne and Gardevoir exchanged a look. 

"Wooper, you do know they're going to-" 

"I know exactly what they're doing," said Wooper, with a simple smile on his face. "I mean, most Pokemon here have 
done it, me included! Good for them! Let's go grab some more snacks from Dragonite's before they run out!" 

Wooper hopped up and headed back towards the house. Gardevoir and Cacturne watched him go, sitting in a 
stunned silence. Gardevoir managed to find her voice first. 

"Do...do you actually think Wooper-?" 

"Please don't finish that sentence." 

"Yeah, good point." 
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Chapter end! After a long period of time it is done! 

Similar to last chapter, a lot of this had a lot of character moments, but I really wanted the challenge to be there too. I 
enjoyed writing some of the sequences, such as Bisharp vs. Kabutops (I wanted a swordfight between the two for a 
long time). 

Lots of smaller plots this chapter, including Honchkrow and Crobat's problems-1 really wanted to showcase the 
human side of their relationship, since at a glance it just seems like all they do is really work together and flirt. On one 
hand, Crobat loves Honchkrow, but he also misses parts of who he used to be. On the other, Honchkrow is very 
insecure and that makes her act very large and in charge with people. 

Couple that with Team Storm's dilemma, and Noivern's band plot, and we've got a lot of little things this chapter. 

But this chapter was made at the cost of Gengar, who I know a lot of people wanted to win. Sorry folks, but for the 
last season, Gengar gets to leave just like everyone else. And then get shoved into a vacuum. I never really planned 
Gengar to win, but a lot of the people commenting made me almost go for it. However, other than his personality, I 
really couldn't think of what to do with him at this point. Still he had a great time, and since he's back with Froslass, it 
looks like it's gonna get better. 

Fun Fact: In my opinion, Gengar has the potential to be the strongest contestant, and the only thing that holds him 
back is lack of tactics and that he basically has no drive to win. Other cool Gengar facts include that he ties with 



Banette for being in the most alliances in the series (not including relationship alliances). In addition, Mega Gengar is 
literally a Saturday Morning Cartoon villain, but that's how Gengar used to act before he evolved. 


I really enjoy this chapter, as it's really mainly a rising tension chapter. Tension between Krookodile and Luxray, 
Alakazam and Honchkrow, and especially Bisharp and Medicham. Next chapter is gonna be awesome to write, so 
hopefully I can amp it up even more. 

Sorry for the short author's note, but if you got any questions, shoot me it in a message or leave it for me in a review. 

Next Episode: The champion makes a return as the final ex-contestant hosts his challenge. While some players 
manage to make up with one another, between others, things grow worse. One contestant hatches a scheme to 
finally take down another, but it may not go as planned. And while a longtime showdown finally happens, the result is 
what no one expects, and as the dust settles, no one can believe who gets sent home. 

Gengar: Hi you should review this story because it's great I've gotta go bye! 



*Chapter 23*: Vileplume's Eccentric Elemental Maze! 

Next chapter, here we come! Hope you enjoy it! 

I'm sorry this took so long. I am not dead yet, though! There has been a lot going on in my life that made this chapter 
take so much time. I won't go into details but the last few months have involved. 

-Losing and finding a new job. 

-Hospital problems. 

-Various personal dilemmas 
-Even computer problems! 

I will do my best to get these chapters done, but during busy times, it can be difficult. Still, I hope you stick around for 
the ride. 

Before you read this, a minor note. Heatran is in this chapter. I got a few messages about the character last season, 
but let me clarify- Heatran is male, not transexual. He is a transvestite, as in he enjoys wearing women's clothes, but 
he doesn't identify as a woman (although he tends to be referred as "she" when he's playing drag queen). The 
character isn't supposed to be offensive or a mockery, Heatran is just a guy who is just as comfortable acting as a 
woman and as a man. I certainly do not wish to offend anyone with the character. 
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"Hello everyone!" said Dragonite, smiling to the camera. "Welcome to another episode of Total Pokemon Party! And 
I've gotta say, this whole thing is really picking up! We've got a lot of guests this time around!" 

He moved back from the camera and made a wide gesture to his guests. In the nearby beanbag chairs were Gengar, 
Froslass, and Cacturne, all seeming to be chatting kindly with each other. Celebi had also made a return, bringing 
along her Legendary friends Deoyxs-S, who was actually on a laptop speaking with someone, and Heatran, who was 
having a fun conversation with Gothitelle about makeup and modeling. The fiery legendary was dressed to impress, 
donning a boa around his neck that looked like actual flames. Mamoswine seemed to be having a pleasant talk with 
Garchomp and Primeape, which was a little shocking, to be honest. Rhydon had just exited the bathroom to join 
them. While they weren't necessarily inside, one could see Arcanine and Bellsprout playing catch outside, while 
Lileep watched quietly. Lastly, Wooper and Marill were watching Total Pokemon World Tour reruns on a different 
television, chatting animatedly with one another. Dragonite nodded towards them. 

"We probably won't have time to speak with everyone tonight, but we'll see what we can do," said Dragonite, 
laughing. He headed for Marill and Wooper first. The two were snacking on popcorn and watching the episode of the 
Underground from World Tour, the scene in particular where Wooper, Diglett, and Luxray were singing. Dragonite 
smiled. 

"That WAS a good part of the season," laughed Dragonite. Wooper grinned in return. 

"Hey Dragonite! How are you?" 

"Doing well, yourselves?" 

"Oh, I think we're pretty happy!" replied Marill. "Wooper and I are sort of doing odd jobs to make ends meet, but who 
knows? Maybe between his commercials and my opening comedy acts, we'll get something big!" 

"Bigger than reality TV?" asked Dragonite. 

"Well, who knows?" asked Wooper, echoing Marill. "Right now, I'm just chill with the idea of living with Diglett and 
hanging with Marill, so I'll do that until I get something else to do. Or maybe one of the random inventions I designed 
with Luxray will take off and be a huge hit. I don't know-1 sort of have a habit of getting really lucky!" 

"And uh...how goes Diglett...and Marill?" asked Dragonite, more curious about he status of the mole, who had been 
AWOL for a while. 

"Well, Diglett's still in his bunker, but I think Trapinch is getting in the hint- man, Diglett is really TRAPPED in a 
PINCH!" cracked Marill, causing Wooper to laugh. "As for us, we're kind of just taking it slow. Our main thing is 
movies and restaurants." 



"Wining and dining," added Wooper, grinning. "Wish Diglett could join, but it's hard for him to eat without hands." 

Dragonite almost slipped and pointed out to Wooper that he didn't have hands either, but Marill threw him a sharp 
look. He quickly changed the subject. 

"Comedy, Marill? How is that going?" 

"Steady, but I don't know...being on reality TV sort of gave me a bug for being on camera-1 actually really liked it!" 
explained Marill. "Maybe I could get into comedy movies?" 

"We could totally look for acting roles together," agreed Wooper. "That beats my lemon gun idea by a mile." 

"Lemon gun?" 

"FUNNY STORY ABOUT THAT, ACTUALLY!" began Wooper, and Dragonite saw his cue to make his exit and visit 
some other guests. He saw that Cacturne was still speaking with the ghostly couple and decided to visit them next. 
Dragonite floated over and nodded to his friends. 

"And how are you all doing tonight?" 

"Peachy," said Gengar, grinning. "Honestly? I've got everything I need right here. My girl, my friends, and a PARTY. 
WOO!" 

"We've been enjoying the time together- mostly just dates every other night. Of course, between my modeling and 
Gengar's guitar practice, free time can be hard to find." 

"Still going for the band, eh?" asked Cacturne. He gave them a small smile. "Well, at the very least, it seems like a 
good idea. After World Tour, getting a start in the music business should be good. Surprised more of us haven't done 
it." 

"I bet Pidgeot tried," cracked Gengar, causing Cacturne to roll his eyes. 

"No Gardevoir tonight, Cacturne?" asked Dragonite. 

"She and Mismagius are having a girl's night out with Seizor," explained the scarecrow. "Besides, now that Gardevoir 
managed to get Bronzong a date, she's moving on to a different plan- helping Mismagius." 

"If you ask me, Mismagius needs to work on herself before dating anyone," said Froslass. 

"I think that's the general plan," agreed Cacturne. "Not to mention, I don't think Roserade was exactly right for her. But 
anyways, that's where she is." 

"...wait...back up...did you say Gardevoir got Bronzong a DATE?" asked Gengar. 

"She's very persuasive. It hasn't happened yet, but I'm sure we'll all hear plenty of complaining from him later on." 

"Wow...er...l mean, so Froslass, still modeling?" asked Dragonite, trying to change the subject. 

"For now. I'm hoping to find something else soon-1 still don't enjoy being ogled by cameras too much. On a show with 
everyone else is fine, but...it's kind of creepy alone." 

"Eet eez not for everyone," commented Gothitelle, walking over with Heatran. "But I was always quite a fan of ze 
spotlight." 

"I share the same opinion, darling," said Heatran, smiling. He was still applying some of his personal makeup to his 
face, giving him an air of femininity that was quite different from his deep, sultry voice. "Ever since I was created, I 
always loved being the center of attention. My whole life is a show, and the world is my audience." 

"Yeah, that's the creepy part," muttered Froslass. Dragonite decided to switch focus to the two makeup enthusiasts. 

"So, Gothitelle, Heatran, enjoying the party?" asked Dragonite. 

"Oh, absolutely, it's wonderful to see my Legendary friends. Cel has been so much happier lately- same with SI" 
exclaimed Heatran. "Not to mention my new, lovely friend here. A fellow model who can ALSO get me a discount to 
Gothica Boutique? I struck gold at this party." 



Gothitelle smiled. "I do not know- getting my own supply of your makeup almost seems to be ze better deal, oui?" 

"Oh, nonsense, honey. I'm always willing to share with kind people who have the guts to ask me. And I'm sure it'll 
make your man VERY HAPPY. Even S rocks my cosmetics every now and then- I'm sure Twosie likes it far more 
than he lets on." 

"Is that who she's talking to on the computer?" asked Dragonite. Heatran nodded. 

"Preparing Vileplume's challenge has been tough on him, so he couldn't make it, but I'm sure he'll show up soon 
enough. I plan to attend more of these parties. Everyone is lovely, and I have yet to meet that bodybuilding stud 
everyone's been drooling over." 

Lapras, who had wandered over, gave Heatran an incredulous look. "Wait...you mean Swampert? You like 
Swam pert?" 

"Of course! Those muscles are gorgeous, and that personality is outstanding. Good looks and good traits- the whole 
package." Heatran punctuated that statement with a fluttering of his long eyelashes. 

"Well, looking eez allowed," admitted Gothitelle quietly. Lapras threw her a look. 

"Wait, you too?" asked Dragonite, stunned. 

"W-what can I say?" stuttered Gothitelle, blushing. "My heart belongs to Alakazam but.../'/ est beau." 

"Agreed," said Heatran. But he threw a sly look at Lapras. "Oh come on, don't act like you haven't checked him out." 
Dragonite paused, glancing at Lapras, almost curious. "I mean, I won't be mad if you just looked but...uh...have you?" 
Lapras turned around. "I'm going to see what Bellsprout is up to with Arcanine." 

"There's your answer, sweetie," said Heatran, smiling kindly at Dragonite. "But on the bright side, she loves you, and 
she's not Swampert's type." 

Dragonite shrugged. "I mean, that is true. I just never thought Swampert was that attractive to everyone. Sure he's 
good looking, but-" 

"Ha! You should hear all of the great reviews I got from Legendaries after that episode!" said Celebi. "If we actually 
dated you normal Pokemon, I'm almost sure Shaymin would've made a pass at him." 

"If I was single, I would've," agreed Deoxys-S. 

"Good thing you're not," answered a gruff voice over the laptop. 

"Hey Mewtwo!" said Dragonite, flying over. He saw Mewtwo sitting in a dark room, stretching in front of his bed. The 
co-host gave a lazy wave in response. 

"Hey Dragonite. Party looks fun. I'll try and make one at some point." 

"You're always welcome," responded the friendly dragon. Gothitelle and Heatran came over as well. 

"So, wait...Legendaries are not allowed to date outside of Legendary Pokemon?" asked Gothitelle. "Zat makes ze 
dating pool rather petit, does eet not?" 

"Well of course it does, but it'd be a lot messier if we just dated whoever. Unfair treatment and all that jazz, plus due 
to our lifespans, it'd be more complicated," explained Celebi. 

"Technically, it isn't forbidden," added S. "Just frowned upon." 

"Which IS a pity," said Heatran, sighing sadly. "I've seen many beautiful men who have sorely tempted me." 

"Yeah...and Swampert WAS pretty outstanding," said Celebi, her expression a bit dreamy for a moment. "I mean, I 
love Mew and all, but Mew doesn't have biceps like THAT..." 

"So, is the workload tough, Mewtwo?" asked Dragonite, starting to feel awkward as everyone gushed over Swampert. 



"Yeah, but it's what I signed up for...still, I never regret my decision to join the show. Mew knows what he's doing- 
hard work pays off." 

"Yeah, his show pitch was really good," admitted Celebi. "Better than almost everyone in the class." 

"Wait...Mew had to pitch his show?" asked Mamoswine, overhearing. "What does that mean?" 

"There was a contest among the Legendaries back in college to win our own TV show. As a result, we would have 
our own show, fame and fortune, and we would not have to be as diligent in our Legendary duties," said Mewtwo. 
"And one of the assignments we got was to pitch an idea for our series." 

"I had an idea for some kind of racing show," said S. "Would've been pretty cool." 

"I just wanted a drag race show," said Heatran with a sigh. 

"Oh, like racing cars really fast-?" asked Marill from nearby. 

"No," said Gothitelle swiftly. 

"Huh...so Mew won the position...but didn't you say he cheated?" asked Lapras, who had returned and was looking at 
Celebi. 

"It's...complicated to explain," she responded. "But I'd rather not get into that again." 

"You know who had a messed up show idea?" asked S. "I’ll tell you who-" 

"Don't say his name," urged Celebi. 

"What? Oh, no, not that berserk space dog, but Yveltal." 

Celebi shuddered. "Ugh. Don't remind me of HIS idea." 

Deciding that now was a good time to see some other guests, Dragonite flew over to Mamoswine and the others. 

"I still say someone needs to pound Krookodile into a pulp. That wasn't a cool move," growled Rhydon. He nodded to 
Mamoswine. "He's helped a lot of people off that island, and he keeps sneaking buy." 

"I'D TEAR HIM-!" began Primeape, before coughing. "I mean...I'd tear him apart." 

"Yeah, well...I think it's more complicated than that," admitted Mamoswine. "Even if a lot of it was fake, there was 
some...harsh, bitter truth in his words." 

"And? How does he expect to get help if he's a jerk about it?" asked Garchomp, her tone dismissive. "Yeah. It's a 
cruel world, but if you want to be a jerk about it." 

"Big words coming from you," said Rhydon bluntly. 

"At least I'm making an effort!" snapped Garchomp angrily. "And it's hard living on your own. If someone has it so 
bad, they're not gonna get pity from me for acting like a jerk." 

"But maybe he's from a sort of place where you can't let your guard down," suggested Dragonite. Garchomp scoffed, 
but Primeape looked thoughtful. Mamoswine nodded to him. 

"I think that's exactly it. Maybe we can't expect him to act kind and ask us for help- maybe we have to help them." 

"You're unbelievable. He eliminates you and you think we should help him," said Garchomp, rolling her eyes. 

"It's true that there are places you can't let your guard down," admitted Primeape. "It makes him a bit more 
understandable, but nowhere near tolerable. You know the shit he's done, Mamoswine." 

"I know. But I'm not in the game anymore. I'll let Luxray handle justice, but if I can help someone out in need from the 
sidelines...I'd like to," explained Mamoswine. 

"Can't argue with that," said Rhydon, nodding his head. 



"I can!" growled Garchomp. "Say you help the guy. And then what? He still goes back home at the end of the day, to 
whatever shithole he lives in. It'll all be worthless at the end of the day. We can't get lost time back." 


"No...but if someone can improve themselves on the inside...whose to say they can't continue to do so. Maybe 
something good will come his way," said Dragonite. Garchomp glared at him. 

"Yeah, well for all this self improvement shit I've been going on, I still have jack shit to show for it," snarled Garchomp. 

"Because you ruined someone else's life, not your own," said Rhydon dismissively. Garchomp flinched. Primeape 
whacked the Rock type. 

"Rhydon!" 

"Well, what do you want me to do? Lie?" retorted Rhydon. "Quit whining about Charizard, you made your bed, now 
lay in it!" 

"Look, I get it that he can't take back the evolution, but that's no need for you to lay into her about it!" protested 
Mamoswine. 

"I can lay into her all I want- she's moping about Charizard instead of worrying about herself! If there's more with 
Charizard, do something about it!" snapped Rhydon. 

"THERE’S NOTHING ELSE I CAN DO!" yelled Garchomp. "THE BALL IS IN HIS COURT NOW." 

"THEN STOP MOPING AND HOLD YOUR HEAD HIGH," snarled Rhydon. "YOU DID YOUR BEST, DIDN'T YOU? 
AT THIS POINT, YOU DID ALL YOU COULD. SO QUIT WHINING ABOUT IT." 

Primeape paused mid punch, before realizing what Rhydon was trying to say. "Oh...wait...l get it." 

"You're trying to tell Garchomp that since she's improved herself and tried to make it work, she should feel proud 
instead of mopey," said Dragonite, smiling. 

"I mean...don't make it sound so weird," muttered Rhydon, annoyed. Garchomp sighed. 

"I mean, there's no point in moping anymore, true. It’s over. It's not like that'll change overnight." 

There was a long silence, as everyone had stopped and listened to the brief shouting match between the two 
Ground-types, awkwardly glancing at one another, before there was a knock at the door. 

"I'll get it!" said Lapras, quickly moving towards the door. She opened it to see Houndoom on the other side. 

"Hey, Lapras. Can I come in?" 

"Sure thing, Houndoom...oh, and Charizard as well." 

Garchomp looked up, immediately on guard. 

"Uh, yeah," said the dragon, walking in and looking around, before seeing Garchomp. Their eyes locked and 
Garchomp flinched. She gave Primeape and Mamoswine a glance and stood up. 

"I guess I'll go," she muttered, turning to look for the back exit. 

"Wait!" 


Charizard's voice rang out across the room and Garchomp froze in her tracks. She turned around for a moment, 
seeing if he was talking to anyone else, before facing him and pointing a claw at herself. He didn't say anything else, 
but he nodded. The landshark turned and stood still, as Charizard moved through the quiet room before stopping in 
front of her. 

"Uh...hey." 

"Hey," replied Garchomp, her usual aggressive tone completely disappearing. "How have you...been?" 

"I'm okay...yourself?" asked Charizard awkwardly. 



"I'm okay," said Garchomp. 

"...can we uh...talk? Alone? Outside maybe? Walk around or something?" 

Garchomp looked completely startled, before glancing at Mamoswine. The pig nodded vigorously, a smile on his face. 
Garchomp stared at Charizard, before stepping to the side. 

"Lead the way." 

"Okay, good." 

Charizard and Garchomp slowly exited through the back door, Bellsprout and Arcanine both stopping their game in 
astonishment as the two walked by. Dragonite and the remaining guests all watched them go, until the sound of their 
voices disappeared. Mamoswine was the first to break his silence. 

"Oooooooh...OOOOOOH!" he squealed. His eyes were shining. "Did you see that?" 

"We all saw it, don't say anything," grumbled Rhydon. 

"That didn't look like an unhappy talk!" said Mamoswine, grinning. "Something tells me Charizard might want to start 
over." 

"Shut. Up." 

"Who was right?" 

"I'M GOING TO GET MORE PUNCH!" roared Rhydon, stomping towards the kitchen. 

Dragonite smiled as the angry rhino made his way to the refrigerator. "Well, I guess that wraps up tonight. Tune in 
next time to our next Total Pokemon Party!" 
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"Alright, meeting time!" said Kabutops, grinning as he leaned back. "What's the plan, boss?" 

"Plan?" muttered Banette. He scratched the back of his head, while glancing at Kabutops. He wasn't much of a 
planner. How the hell had Cacturne and Gardevoir done it so easily? Then again, between Cacturne getting upset 
over the slightest miscalculation and Gardevoir's consistent self doubt, he guessed it wasn't exactly a simple job. 
Banette shrugged his shoulders and looked at his alliance. 

"Krookodile's immune for one more night. So I still say we focus on B." 

"Don't remind me. I want that crocodile gone," growled Kabutops. "Still, B fucked with my Tyrunt. So, what do we 
have on B?" 

"As of right now? Not much," admitted Banette. "Hopefully Weavile will pass us some information from Alakazam. We 
can compare notes later and decide the best course of action." 

"So what do WE have?" 

"We have some Pokemon who it ISN'T," admitted Banette. "And we have how B operates. He or she gains power 
from being anonymous, so we can't target them. That's why everyone's so scared- if B threatens you, you can't 
threaten them back. Not to mention, what happens if you do threaten them? B might be a lesser threat like Noivern or 
Toxicroak, but what if it's Bisharp or Honchkrow? Is that a person you want to cross?" 

Kabutops paused, thinking of his fight with Bisharp. "Well..." 

"Be serious," said Banette, his tone dry. 

"Fair, I see your point," admitted Kabutops. 

"So, now we've got Pokemon who is anonymous and can belt out any strategy, with no harm to themselves, and if 
they fail, well...they can always try again. Now, let's review the targets they chose. Like Bronzong said, we shouldn't 
focus on who, we should focus on what they do. First time they struck, they chose Mismagius. That puts Weavile and 
I in an awkward place. But that was the last challenge before the merge, so they might've just wanted a safety net. 



You were on the Vileplumes- do you know of anyone who would've wanted her gone?" 

"I suspected you or Bisharp," confessed Kabutops. "But after being in the alliance, I don't think it's you," 

"Relieving. Bishap has some credit- he doesn't want weak links in his team. But it was before the merge- why would 
they want Mismagius gone?" 

"To save him and Toxicroak, I guess." 

"That's fair," agreed Banette. "Next target was Gothitelle or Crobat, Gothitelle goes home. Next time, B takes your 
Tyrunt and trashes it- might be a message to you and me, but then Bronzong goes home." 

"But he didn't pull any shit during the amusement park challenge!" pointed out Kabutops. Banette nodded. 

"I thought about that, but...maybe he did. Maybe she set up Gengar for a fall that time. Remember how Gengar lost 
his coin? Maybe B was worried about his lucky streak." 

"Then why'd they even try to get Gengar?" asked Kabutops. "And how did he or she know about the coin? Gengar 
really only told us..." 

"She or he definitely knows about Team Storm- they've already thrown attacks at you and Gengar. And arguably me 
and Weavile too, with the whole Mismagius thing. But maybe B snuck up on Gengar on purpose." 

Kabutops stroked his chin. "That places Toxicroak in a suspicious spot. Isn't he the one who scared Gengar?" 

"Yeah, but he was also knocked out and had no tickets on him, apparently," said Banette. "If he was gonna trick 
Gengar, why get rid of his tickets?" 

"To cover the crime and say they were stolen," offered Kabutops. 

"We could disprove that by asking everyone around camp. Maybe he was set up too. We know Krookodile was 
snatching tickets," 

"But is Krookodile Mr. B or was he just messing with Gengar and Toxicroak?" asked Kabutops. "Mister B didn't leave 
a note during that challenge." 

"Which is what threw me off...it's not B's style. That was definitely Krookodile," said Banette, scratching his chin. "And 
knowing that is good. We definitely have to determine who is B and who is Krookodile here." 

"And they might be the same." 

"The only reason I think B might've targeted Gengar is because of what happened- Mamoswine takes the fall, Gengar 
walks free. And then he targeted Poison-types- Toxicroak, Gengar, and Crobat." 

"That's trickier to work out...you could argue anyone would have a reason to target at least one of those," said 
Kabutops. 

"Not everyone, though," admitted Banette. "So, now we have to go over who IS and ISN'T B, and unfortunately, I can 
only rule out one person still on the island. And that's you." 

"Me?" asked Kabutops. 

"How the heck do you hold a pencil?" asked Banette. 

"I don't, I dip my scythe in ink and I write on a hard surface like stone and- oh, now I get it," said Kabutops, nodding in 
understanding. "I can't write notes on paper without ripping it and I can't hold a pencil to write the notes." 

"Exactly. And it can't be Medicham either. She wasn't on the island for the first note, and all the handwriting has 
matched." 

"You haven't eliminated yourself as a suspect," pointed out Kabutops. "Or Weavile." 

"I mean, I suppose we could be getting mind controlled in our sleep or something, but I'm pretty sure it's not me," said 
Banette. "And I trust Weavile. But we still can't prove it isn't us if we're asked." 



"I see your point. Anyone else?" 

"That's all I've got so far," admitted Banette. "But maybe Weavile will get us some more information on it. I think she's 
talking to Alakazam right now anyway..." 
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"These notes you've given me have been invaluable," said Alakazam, smiling at Weavile. "You're quite the detective 
yourself, Weavile." 

"I don't enjoy it the way you do," pointed out Weavile. "And you're the brain here." 

"True, I do enjoy the thrill of the hunt more than others. But there's always something fun about having your wits 
tested. Pity our friend Hypno couldn't measure up this time, but Honchkrow has certainly been a fun opponent. 
Unfortunately, our game won't last much longer." 

"You think?" asked Weavile, curious despite her exasperation with their fight. 

"Oh yes. One of us will go home sooner or later. Whether or not its me, well...that's for the game to decide." 

"So, how about Mister B? Any ideas on how to send THEM home sooner rather than later?" 

"Well, you had the right idea- most people are focusing on what Mister B does or who he is rather than how he acts," 
explained Alakazam. "Now that Gothitelle and Bronzong are gone and Honchkrow has lost most of her firepower, I 
can take the time to think about this." 

"Anything you can tell me about them? Or anyone you can rule out." 

"Hmmm...based on their threat level alone, they are most likely not the most aggressive or powerhouse of players. 

For this reason, I doubt it's Honchkrow- she gains more power by asserting herself as the threat, as opposed to an 
anonymous force. For this reason, I suppose you could rule out myself. Medicham, clearly because she came back 
after the first note, should also be removed from suspicion- though I have to say I doubt she'd engage in such 
activity." 

"...is it you?" asked Weavile, not knowing exactly what to think if he answered. 

"Is it you?" retorted Alakazam, cocking a brow. "Weavile, I can tell you one thing and the opposite could be true. So, 
sure it isn't me. But it's your choice to believe it or not. And knowing our history, we know not to trust everything 
everyone tells us, right?" 

A certain other Psychic type's shiny visage entered her mind, and Weavile shuddered. 

"But while I have no evidence, I would say Honchkrow is a low chance," admitted Alakazam. "She's not the type to 
risk Crobat twice. And since Mr. B hasn't targeted me directly, there seems to be nothing tying her to the notes." 

He scoffed. "Mister B...as if Mister E isn't a far better name. I'm not sure exactly what the B symbolizes-1 think that 
might have been a spur of the moment decision to throw suspicion at Banette, Bisharp, and Bronzong...but I have no 
idea why." 

"You didn't rule out Crobat, even though he's been targeted twice, but you ruled out Honchkrow," asked Weavile. 

"Can I ask why?" 

"I've been doing battle with the both of them, but Crobat's a bit harder to predict than Honchkrow. Oh sure, he has 
more conventional methods, but his thought process is different. And besides...I'm sure that Honchkrow wouldn't 
gamble with Crobat's spot in the game, but I'm not so sure he wouldn't." 

"Fair. What about new players...Krookodile? Noivern? Toxicroak? Bisharp maybe?" 

"I can't really say...I personally would say Noivern and Toxicroak probably lack the heart and the brains for it. 
Krookodile seems likely, but I feel like he'd be doing too much- he'd slip up somewhere eventually. Bisharp is the real 
mystery- a smart player for sure, but he seems a bit weak when it comes to his social game- of course, that being 
said, an anonymous threat would suit him well. I can't say much about the newcomers, I don't know them as well. And 
they're far different from me- Hypno's mind works the way mine does. Makes it easier to take him down." 



Alakazam clapped his hands. "Still, I have a lot of information to start with. We have several players who are possible 
and with Honchkrow crippled, I might have time to work this out a little bit. Thank you for the mystery. I was growing 
bored." 


"Honchkrow crippled? What makes you say that?" 

"A fight occurred between her and Crobat, and without his analytical mind, she's half the threat she used to be." 

Weavile frowned a little at that- yeah, Honchkrow not being as scary was nice, but it wasn't like she wanted the two to 
break up. "Oh." 

"Tell you what. If I come up with anything else, I'll let you know," offered Alakazam. "But I'll probably need more time 
to think." 

"Got it," said Weavile, grinning. 
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"Gotta say, Alakazam's a pretty good friend to have," said Weavile, chuckling. "To think we used to hate each 
other." 
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"A new puzzle. Things are getting good," said Alakazam, rubbing his hands together. 
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Toxicroak's eyes flickered back and forth in front of him. Jeez, Bisharp was in one of his moods. 

The blade knight was pacing back and forth, occasionally stabbing a tree with his hand before resuming his path. 
Toxicroak had been there for about twenty minutes now and nothing had changed. The frog didn't exactly know 
where to go from here. On one hand, when he had shown up and said hello, Bisharp had appeared not to have heard 
him, but he almost didn't want to break the spell of Bisharp marching back and forth like a soldier...it was kind of 
funny, if he hadn't been so obviously angry about something. 

Toxicroak smiled to himself. Hypno. Trevenant. And in the end, he was the one that Bisharp had kept around. It was 
flattering in a sense. Not the sneaky hypnotist or the brutish tree, but the frog. At the very least, the leader of Team 
Night liked him the best. Which was comforting- being someone that Bisharp didn't like was not a good way to play 
the game. Toxicroak wasn't much of a strategist, but even he knew who and who not to piss off. 

Toxicroak wasn't a great strategist or anything. His original game plan from the start had been to wing it. He had 
never been in a competition like this before, and at times, it probably showed. Oh, he wasn't stupid or anything, but 
he could admit that his inexperience tended to put him in a low ranking position most challenges. And then all of a 
sudden, Bisharp had come along, asking for a meeting and providing a solid plan to make it to the end. And even if 
Bisharp was a newcomer himself, that strategy was music to Toxicroak's ears. And in return, he just wanted loyalty 
and teammates to work with him. What was so bad about that? 

He was happy to be a part of the team, but even happier not to make the decisions. Bisharp enjoyed taking charge, 
but that came with a lot of attention, both positive and negative. Between striking deals with shady characters and 
being the prime target of Medicham's anger couldn't have been easy. He didn't envy his friend then. But Bisharp had 
pulled through and sent her on her way...at least until the merge. 

Toxicroak frowned for a moment. Yeah. Medicham was definitely a huge factor in Bisharp's stress. It wasn't good for 
him. But maybe there was a way he could help. 

Still, this meeting wasn't going to go anywhere if he didn't grab Bisharp's attention so... 

"Hey, uh...Bisharp," he said, with a nervous laugh. "You uh...you there, buddy?" 

Bisharp jumped, almost startled, before he glanced at Toxicroak. "My mistake, I actually forgot you were here." 

"It happens," offered Toxicroak kindly. "So. Meeting and all that. What's the plan, boss?" 

"We're finally going to act," said Bisharp. "I've grown weary of merely managing the voting process- it's time we 



establish ourselves." 


"I thought our plan was to lay low!" said Toxicroak. "Isn't that why we never tried too hard in challenges? We tried just 
enough to convince people we were part of the team, but not enough to actually determine whether we win or lose." 

"And we played our roles very well," agreed Bisharp. "But now it's time to establish that we aren't weak. The truth in 
this game, Toxicroak, is that if you're too strong, you're a threat, but if you're too weak, you're cannon fodder. Oh yes, 
sometimes a smart player will try to keep you around so they can beat you in the finale, but...in the end, if they decide 
to throw someone under the bus, it'll be you. A happy medium is the key." 

"I kind of get what you're saying," admitted Toxicroak. In truth, he wasn't sure if that really WAS the best strategy. 
Laying low seemed to have worked well for them- Trevenant had been easily removed despite his threat level. But 
Bisharp was the boss, right? "So, now we actually try to win? Er...at least more than we were?" 

"Indeed. And victory was so close last time, I could TASTE it," growled Bisharp, clenching a fist. "Kabutops managed 
to pull off an upset at the final hour, but I won't let that happen again." 

"Next challenge, dude- you got close," said Toxicroak sympathetically. Bisharp turned to him and gave him a nod of 
thanks. 

"I appreciate the compliment, but unfortunately, without a victory, it's meaningless." 

"Not really," said Toxicroak, laughing nervously. "I mean not to disagree but...since you got the double votes...you 
were able to deal with Honchkrow, which meant I didn't go home after Mister B targeted me." 

Bisharp looked thoughtful. "True enough-1 suppose I secured your safety. And thankfully, Mister B is proving to be far 
more useful to me than not. With him or her in the picture, I can operate a lot easier. No one is really focusing on 
me...other than Medicham." 

"Well, maybe he'll threaten her soon?" suggested Toxicroak. Bisharp smirked. 

"That WOULD be good for me." 

Though his tone sounded pleased, there was a certain level of bitterness in his voice. Toxicroak gave him a curious 
look. True, Bisharp wasn't the type to talk about his feelings, but... 

"Do you, uh...are you okay, dude?" 

"Fine," muttered Bisharp. "Why do you ask?" 

"Ever since Medicham came back you've uh...kinda been off. Did something happen at that dinner or whatever?" 

"Other than the truce? Nothing of great importance," responded Bisharp, but Toxicroak knew he was lying. "Of 
course, ever since she stabbed me in the back during the amusement park challenge, it's...bothered me. She played 
me." 

"Does it bother you that she did that to you?" 

"What? No, what bothers me is this new code she's operating under. She's willing to get her hands dirty now," 
growled Bisharp. "We'll have to watch out for her. I don't trust a single bone in her body." 

There was a loud crackling as Mew's intercom came to life. 

"Campers! It's time for your next challenge! Meet me at the dock!" 

Bisharp glanced into the sky. "I thought we'd be due for another game soon. Very well, Toxicroak. Shall we?" 
Toxicroak grinned. "You lead the way." 

The two stood up and continued to walk in silence for a moment. Bisharp stopped, and then gave Toxicroak a nod. 
"Thank you for checking up on me. I appreciate it." 

"Uh, no problem, dude. We're in this together, right?" 



"Indeed. 1 
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"I mean, I'm not a bad dude- sure we've worked with Trevenant and Hypno, but I think Bisharp and I are a bit 
nicer than we might be given credit for," said Toxicroak. He chuckled. "He's just a bit prickly." 
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Everyone slowly gathered down by the docks to see what Mew had in store for them this time. Sure enough, the pink 
Psychic was waiting with a grin on his face, as excited as could be. He clapped his hands as everyone gathered up. 

"So, enjoy yourselves for the past few days? I hope so, because you guys get another challenge!" 

Everyone glanced at one another. Sure the past few days had been relaxing, but it was clear the entire island was 
riddled with tension. Medicham appeared to look conflicted, and every time she would look at Bisharp, she sighed- 
Bisharp responded by clenching a fist each time her eyes landed on him, Toxicroak giving him concerned looks. 
Several angry glares were being thrown at Krookodile, although he didn't seem too bothered- he almost appeared 
used to this treatment by now. Honchkrow and Crobat were still pointedly avoiding each other, although Honchkrow 
also appeared to be giving Alakazam a nasty look in her spare time. And all in all, they were all aware of the fact that 
one person among them was the elusive Mister B. 

"Enjoy is a pretty interesting word of choice," admitted Banette. 

"Well, you'll enjoy this! Or at least I will!" said Mew with a laugh. "The challenge is right off the coast of the island, so 
we're gonna go over there to have a good time." 

"And where is it?" asked Krookodile. 

Mew jerked a thumb over his shoulder. Everyone turned and stared. 

"Oh...whoa," said Banette, gaping. 

There, across the water, was an enormous upside down pyramid floating in the sky. They weren't sure how they 
hadn't noticed it before, as it really was quite a sight. Each side was covered in lights of a different color- one was 
green, one was red, and one was blue. The bottom (or top, seeing as it was upside down) was yellow in color. Lights 
were flashing along each side of the pyramid in the color of the side, lighting up the waves underneath the massive 
construct. Mew grinned. 

"What do you think? We have a lot of telekinetic work put into that thing, but it's still staying in the air." 

"Even I'll admit that it looks pretty cool," said Weavile. "But what the hell are we doing with that?" 

"Well, I'll let our final host explain that," said Mew. "But we've got a ride over there. Ahem! MEWTWO! BRING 
US...THE BOAT!" 

Mewtwo groaned from behind one of the coastal rocks and drove a decent sized boat out. He gave everyone a tired 
glare. 

"All aboard." 

Almost everyone was still awestruck by the massive pyramid, but they slowly piled on board. It was similar to Lileep 
and Lopunny's giant arenas, but this seemed...more majestic somehow. Everyone gathered together as Mewtwo 
sailed them towards the island. The boat trip was rather quiet. Crobat looked out at the water before looking at 
Honchkrow. He carefully made his way over to her. 

"Look, Honchkrow, l...um..." 

"Spit it out," rasped Honchkrow, not looking at him. She lit up a cigar and stared at the pyramid. 

"Can we talk? About last time. Look, I may not have liked it, but I appreciated what you were trying to do-" 

"What I DID do. Not tried," growled Honchkrow. "Look. Ya made yer point. Ya don't need me. I don't need you. Go run 
around wit yer friends." 



Crobat felt less and less like himself and more like the pain magnet he had been so long ago. "I never said that." 

"You didn't have to." 

"Can you at least put out the cigar? You've been smoking more and more of them lately and it isn't good for you." 
"Quit worrying about me!" snapped Honchkrow. "I'm fine! Buzz off!" 

Crobat opened his mouth to argue, but he noticed Noivern and Weavile glance in their direction. He sighed and 
moved over to a different side of the boat. Honchkrow felt a bit guilty, but he made his feelings clear not long ago. 

She was just giving him what he wanted. A time to run around with his friends he loved so much. 

Crobat sat next to Gliscor and sighed. Gliscor gave him a sympathetic pat on the back. 

"Rough, buddy. But I think it'll turn out okay." 

"Yeah...maybe," grunted Crobat unhappily. 
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"Yeah, things are kind of rough with Honchkrow right now," said Crobat, his tone troubled. "I feel like I'm 
being torn in two- for some reason I can have her, or have a life with friends, but not both. I just want to be 
able to hang out with people and Honchkrow and have her feel comfortable but...ugh. That seems like such 
an insane fantasy..." 

000 

The pyramid was just as awe inspiring up close as it was from afar. As Mewtwo parked the boat, Mew showed them 
to a long ladder attached to one of the sides, letting the flightless members climb their way up while others just flew. 
Kabutops noticed a hole in the pyramid while he was climbing. 

"Hey! I see a hole! Did you miss a block?" 

"Nope! Your host will explain when the time comes!" said Mew cheerfully. 

Once they reached the golden top of the pyramid, they were atop a large platform. It was even bigger now that they 
were actually standing on it. And there, standing in the center, was a familiar figure. A small blue body that was 
dwarfed by a massive red flower atop his head. 

"Hey guys! Welcome to the Starter Pyramid!" said Vileplume cheerfully. 
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"So that is the famous Vileplume," said Medicham thoughtfully. "He does not seem as intimidating as I would 
expect a champion to be..." 
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"Don't let his look fool you," warned Kabutops. "He may have just been a silly Oddish starting out in Island, 
but he's no fool. The guy had what it took to be champion, and I bet he's only gotten tougher. You know what 
happens when Vileplume shows up- shit's about to get real." 
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"He doesn't look like much. Hard to believe he won it all," said Bisharp. 
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"Vileplume...the final challenge hosted by the first champion," said Weavile. "Starter Pyramid? Wonder what 
he means by that...though by the colors of the pyramid, I bet I could guess." 
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"So, you're probably all wondering what the challenge is at this point. Well, to put it simply, it's a race to the center of 
the pyramid," explained Vileplume. 



"But I assume it isn't that easy," commented Alakazam. 

"I wouldn't say it's too horrifyingly difficult, but it's not that simple," admitted Vileplume. "There are actually four 
different parts to this pyramid, with the first three being based on the classic starter types. In each of these sections, 
there's a large maze. So, you have three outer mages and they're based on the elements of the starters...you have a 
Grass Maze, Fire Maze, and Water Maze. And the cool part is you get to pick which part of the maze you start in. 
They all have different tricks and obstacles within, so your choice might matter!" 

"And what is the fourth part?" asked Medicham curiously. 

Vileplume smiled. "The fourth part is hidden in the center of the maze- each of the three outer mazes has a door 
leading into it. This center part is the Thunderdome- it's an electric filled zone with plenty of tricks and traps in store. 

At the center of the Thunderdome is a golden Pokeblock- whoever claims it is the winner of the challenge. Any 
questions so far?" 

"It feels as if it doesn't matter where you start- the goal is simply getting into the Thunderdome," said Bisharp, eyes 
narrowing. "That can't be it." 

"No, there is more," admitted Vileplume. "While the Thunderdome is the goal, you can't just walk right in. The only 
way to get in is to present three different totems to either Mew, Mewtwo, or me- we're all stationed at the three 
entrances to the dome. The three totems are a grass totem, a fire totem, and-" 

"A water totem- it doesn't matter WHERE we start, we have to go through all three mazes anyway!" finished Weavile. 

"That's right. While each elemental maze has an entrance to the Thunderdome, they also have tunnels that lead to 
each other- one can start in the Fire Maze and take a path to the Grass and Water Mazes." 

"And we need a totem from each," said Kabutops. 

"Yup! You have to go through all three mazes and gather up a totem from each one. Thankfully they're all in the same 
place, but unfortunately there isn't enough for everyone. There are only 10 of each totem, so some people might have 
to steal them from each other to get a shot at the Thunderdome. So, you all have to gather three totems from each 
outer maze, cash them in to get into the inner maze, and then get to the center of that! Grab the totem at the center, 
and you win! Any questions so far?" 

"Moves allowed?" asked Banette. 

"Yes. Flying and telekinesis is fair game, too," answered Vileplume. 

"How is flying fair?" demanded Bisharp. "They can get a bird's eye view of the maze." 

Vileplume smiled. "It won't matter. Trust me. Anything else?" 

"You mentioned obstacles, right? Like, what kind of stuff is that?" asked Weavile, sounding a bit nervous. 

"It depends on the maze, really. Creeping vines and plants in grass, walls of fire and hot coals, flooded caverns, you 
name it! No worries- while it is possible to get injured in the maze, your lives will never be in danger at any point. And 
in addition to the obstacles, some of your old friends will be patrolling the maze." 

"Old friends? Like other contestants?" asked Alakazam, eyes narrowed. 

"Yep! Not too many, don't worry. But they WILL try and steal your totems back, so look out!" said Vileplume 
cheerfully. "Keep an eye out for them! Even if they're trying to sabotage you, you can still say hello!" 

"Do you have any other questions? I've been looking forward to this one for weeks!" whined Mew. 

"Why this one in particular?" asked Crobat, sounding curious. 

"This is the LAST challenge hosted by a former contestant!" said Mew, grinning. "After this? I'M BACK IN THE 
DRIVER'S SEAT." 

"Put on your seatbelts now, the idiot is gonna be back behind the wheel soon," said Banette, rolling his eyes. Mew 
seethed quietly, but did not rise to the bait. 



"ANY OTHER QUESTIONS?" he snapped. 

"Why are you so angry?" asked Banette, grinning. 

"From someone OTHER then Banette?" 

Everyone glanced at one another. Other than picking a starting point, there didn't seem to be much else to the 
challenge that hadn't been explained to them. Vileplume smiled. 

"Okay! Then its time for you to pick your starting gates!" 

As everyone muttered to each other, trying to figure out which gate to start at, Honchkrow pulled Krookodile aside. 

"Now's da time for you to hold yer end of da bargain," hissed the bird. "Help me with Alakazam or I swear I'll get you 
on da ride home." 

Krookodile scoffed. "I still have a night of immunity, but since you're so desperate, fine. Leave it to me." 

000 

"Hrmmm...Fire might have difficult obstacles, Grass might be more concealed...I'll start with Water to get a 
quick lead," mused Alakazam aloud. 

000 

"I'd rather just get Fire over with," muttered Banette. "Bad memories and all that shit..." 

000 

"I'll choose Fire first- that stage is by far my weakest point. Conquer that and I'll only grow stronger," said 
Bisharp. "And I'll take Toxicroak with me as well." 

000 

Crobat looked thoughtful. "I'll try and pull off Fire first, I think." 

000 

Gliscor grinned. "I'll start Grass-1 bet I can fly over a lot of the Fire and Water obstacles, but navigating the 
jungle might be harder." 

000 

"I'm startin' Grass- it'll be easy enough and den I'll grab a head start," said Honchkrow. 

000 

"Hack my way through the Grass, squirt out the Fire, and jet through the Water- in that order!" said 
Kabutops. "Thunderdome, here I come!" 

000 

"I'll start Water and work my way around- of course, it doesn't matter where I start as long as I can steal 
totems from suckers," said Krookodile, rolling his eyes. 

000 

"I SHALL START IN A RANDOM LOCATION!" shouted Luxray, scribbling complicated runes on the wall. 
"PROBABLY WATER." 

000 

Medicham stroked her chin. "I will start in the Grass maze, I think. Unfortunately, I am going to stick out from 
the green landscape. It will be hard to avoid detection." 



000 


Noivern was tapping a beat on the wall. "I guess I'll try and get Water and Grass done? They sound easier 
than Fire, yo." 

000 

"Bisharp said for us to hit up Fire first...I'll probably go Water after," said Toxicroak. 

000 

"Not fire...anything but fire," groaned Weavile, shivering. "Guess I'll start with Water." 

000 

As everyone made their choice, Vileplume led each group over to an elevator on each side of the pyramid. "Going 
down this elevator will lead you all to those openings in the sides of the pyramid. And once you're in, good luck! It 
should be a fun challenge!" 

Banette and Crobat glanced at each other as they stepped on the Fire elevator, while Gliscor peered down at the 
ocean underneath the pyramid. Alakazam had a confident smile on his face, while Luxray was vibrating, ready to go. 

"Ready? On your mark, get set, go!" said Vileplume, pressing a switch in his hand. All of the elevators slowly 
descended to their respective entrances before stopping. The hallways before each contestant were dark and 
foreboding. It wasn't fear that the contestants were feeling, though. It was anticipation. They had no idea what was 
ahead, but they were ready. 

"Well, what are we waiting for?" asked Kabutops. "Let's get in there!" 

He dashed inside. Medicham and Gliscor looked at one another and followed him in, and one by one, the rest of the 
contestants entered the magnificent maze. 

000 

"Cacturne, Lileep, and now Vileplume...these guys make pretty amazing things," said Crobat. "I still can't 
believe how much stuff was in there." 

000 

"Holy shit," said Kabutops, eyes wide. Medicham had screeched to a halt beside him, and even Honchkrow seemed 
surprised. 

"Well, damn..." 

The outside of the maze had certainly been outstanding, but the inside put it to utter shame. It was almost as if they 
were standing in one of the forests outside back on the island. The Grass maze was full of foliage and wildlife, from 
beautiful flowers littering the floor to gigantic trees that extended so far that they couldn't see the top. There were 
bushes, tangles of vines, and some dangerous looking plants. Notably, some of the vines and branches twisted 
together to form unmistakable walls of the mazes. Kabutops took a step forward. The grass and soil under his foot felt 
so real that it was hard to believe they were inside at all. He glanced at the others. 

"Okay then...let's go find those totems." 

He sharpened his scythes and started hacking his way through the undergrowth. Honchkrow grinned. 

"Time to fly," she crowed, soaring into the air. Gliscor grinned and followed suit, while Medicham dashed in a different 
direction. The games were on! 

000 

"Hot in here or just me?" quipped Banette, looking around the area. 

Bisharp didn't respond to the stupid joke, but he was secretly marveling at just how wondrous the Fire Maze was. The 
ground was rocky and warm, and was a dull red in color. Giant red walls of stone filled the area- it truly was a 
labyrinth, with many twists and turns. Small fires were lit on the ground and what appeared to be puddles of lava 



could be seen every few feet. The entire maze radiated heat- a sensation that wasn't burning, but not exactly 
comfortable. Crobat smiled grimly. The competition, it seemed, was heating up. 

Bisharp jerked his head to Toxicroak. "Come on. Let's go." 

"Right behind ya!" 

Banette glanced around the maze, a bit impressed. "Well...it isn't that bad here actually. Less like a burning building 
and more like a...hot castle, I suppose?" 

"Hot castle?" said Crobat with a snort. He took to the skies. "You need better one liners." 

Banette rolled his eyes, but started to move as well. 

000 

"Wet," commented Weavile. 

The Water Maze had a rather peaceful air to it. There were standing on a blue tiled floor that was covered with about 
half a foot of water. In a different twist from Lileep's challenge, the Water Maze almost looked like an underwater 
temple. Large blue walls surrounded the campers who had chosen this path, and there were fountains and waterfalls 
of flowing water everywhere- there had to be a drain somewhere in the temple, as with this much falling water, it was 
a wonder that it hadn't been filled yet. Even though there were normal paths to take, Weavile could see pools that 
contained tunnels- apparently, there were underwater tunnels that formed another maze in addition to the one on the 
surface. 

"IT APPEARS TO BE A WONDERFUL PLACE! PRIME REAL ESTATE!" commented Luxray. She gave Noivern a 
high five. 

"Okay, girl power time!" shouted Noviern. "We're gonna get those totems and WIN!" 

Luxray nodded while laughing maniacally and the two rushed away. Weavile just stared after them. 

"How can they have so much energy?" 

"It's in their nature," said Alakazam with a laugh. "See you in the Thunderdome." 

He floated off and Weavile sighed. It was time for her to get going too. 

000 

"Damn this maze is a crazy bastard," Kabutops growled. "How the hell are you supposed to find anything here? It's all 
buried under these damn bushes and grass!" 

As it turned out, the Grass maze was far more complicated than anyone had originally anticipated- while the 
obstacles weren't as deadly as fire, the layout was far more confusing. The maze wasn't your average walled hedge 
maze- there were trees with ladders, paths through the undergrowth, brambles that blocked their vision. The trees 
seemed endless, and as Kabutops hacked and slashed his way through the maze, he felt as if he had no idea where 
to find the totem. 

"Like, we didn't even get a hint!" snapped Kabutops, annoyed. He curse quietly before taking a deep breath. He 
paused and glanced at a nearby tree. 

"Climbing can't hurt," he muttered. He leaped forward and began to use his scythes to pick his way up the tree, 
digging his blades in the wood as he ascended. As he broke into the canopy, he let out a low whistle. The view was 
nice, and he could see the ground far below. But the tangle of flowers and plants and vines made it hard to see much 
up here. Kabuops had to hand it to Vileplume. The fliers didn't have an advantage this time. 

"Still, advantage or not, there isn't much here," he said. "I should-" 

CRACK! 

Kabutops was immediately silent, pressing his brown body against the bark and peering down. There, far below him, 
was a rustling sound. Out of the bushes, slowly moving, was Bellsprout. His small, beady eyes glanced back and 



forth, before moving along onto a different path. Kabutops released his held breath. 

"That was too close." 

000 

"I wasn't scared!" said Kabutops defensively. "The guy is a Grass type and an unstable shit to boot! If he 
wanted to, he could put me in the HOSPITAL!" 

000 

Krookodile peered around, his beady black eyes scanning the water maze. So far, this temple was really throwing him 
off. The obstacles in the Water temple weren't bad- he could deal with waterfalls and the occasional Pokemon 
roaming around (he caught Marill stumbling around a few rooms back). The issue was the it was hard to tell where he 
was. He had gone through several rooms, but they all looked the same to him. He growled in his throat and yanked 
open another door. 

"Whoa," he said. 

The room had opened up to what appeared to be a small beach. Beautiful, clear water stretched all across the way- 
Krookodile couldn't even tell where it ended. Soft sand squeezed between his toes, and the smell of salt filled the air. 
Krookodile gaped for a moment, before moving forward. 

"What the hell was that flower on? Well...maybe there's a shortcut here." 

He dove into the sand and dug around, plowing through at incredible speed, but nothing was hidden in the shoreline. 
He burst from the sand and shook himself off. 

"There's gotta be something around here," he growled. He glanced out at sea, squinting. Was that...an island? 
Hesitantly, Krookodile stepped forward, wading into the water, until he felt something cool and hard under his feet. He 
looked down into the water and saw a closed door. Krookodile grinned- the door was painted the same color as the 
sand. No one would have noticed that unless they felt it. He dove under and looked at it. Next to the door was a small 
button. The reptile pushed it and the door opened up, suctioning water and sending him plummeting through. 

Krookodile landed hard on his rear, grunting, before he looked around. "OH YOU'VE GOTTA BE KIDDING ME!" 

Surrounding him were beautiful temple walls. Krookodile clenched a fist. Back where he started... 

"AHOY!" yowled a voice, and the crocodile turned to see Luxray and Noivern entering the room. The cat immediately 
pulled a face. "Oh. It's you." 

"Don't sound so eager," said Krookodile, sneering. "Don't you have a totem to find?" 

"Don't you?" fired back Noivern. 

"Mind your own business," growled Krookodile, shoving past them. That door they came through...it looked a little 
familiar...right? That beach had been interesting...maybe there was more to it than just a trapdoor... 

"Man, that guy is a jerk," said Noivern, shaking her head as Krookodile left the room. 

"A jerk, but a smart jerk," admitted Luxray. "Let's follow him! He seems up to something. We're going to catch him in 
the act!" 


"Yeah!" 


"And find the totems!" 
"YEAH!" 

"AND BREAK HIS SPINE!" 
"Calm down, Luxray." 


000 



"That croc has been telling crocs for too long!" roared Luxray. "I've almost got him! He's safe tonight, but I'll 
GET HIM! I'm SURE of it!" 

000 

"Fire hot, fire bad, let's try to get through here quickly," grunted Crobat, soaring through the molten ruins. The fire 
maze was certainly not a pleasant place to be. The heat had taken a lot of energy out of the bat and he found himself 
stopping to rest far more than was comforting. In addition, there were definitely some Pokemon lurking around- 
Crobat was sure he saw Houndoom slinking through the shadows, using his black fur to blend in. The scenery itself 
was a maze itself- no matter how high he flew, Crobat would encounter large walls and tunnels that would turn him 
around and confuse him. 

"Vileplume knew what he was doing-1 bet he got help though," said Crobat. He peered up ahead, seeing another 
tunnel. Gliding through it, he looked around, keeping an eye out for any branching paths. 

He had his own things to worry about, though. He wasn't an idiot, and he had seen Honchkrow pull Krookodile to her 
earlier. What was she up to? They were already in a poor enough position for making deals as it was with him- getting 
in deeper was the last thing they needed to do. Crobat closed his eyes for a moment, trying to think if there was any 
way he could break through to Honchkrow, but nothing came to mind. She was as stubborn as they came- even on 
good terms, he had to tread lightly at times. 

With another flap of his wings, Crobat exited the tunnel, before halting in midair. His eyes widened- he had entered an 
enormous cave that appeared to be filled with lava. Two gigantic volcanoes were on the opposite sides of the cave, 
and several large pillars of stone were sticking out of the molten depths. Crobat gaped, unable to say anything for a 
moment, before he sighed. 

"No risk to our life, eh? Yeah right, Vileplume." 

000 

"Truthfully, there are barriers above the lava- no one's at risk," explained Vileplume. "In fact, all of the 
obstacles have safety precautions so no one should get seriously injured." 

000 

"THERE IS LAVA IN THE FIRE MAZE!" screamed Weavile in horror. 

000 

Crobat continued forward, gliding through the air, looking at the series of islands floating in the molten sea. His eyes 
flickered between all of the rocks, before zooming in one one...hang on...what was that? The bat soared through the 
air, getting a closer look. On one of the islands in the center of the fiery ocean was what appeared to be a 
shrine...and surrounding that shrine were several objects, not unlike the idols that Mew had planted on the Nightmare 
Isle, though far smaller than the true idols. Crobat glanced around- he was alone. No one was near. But...he couldn't 
have found the shrines already. Could he? 

He soon reached the island, taking a few breaths to relax as he moved towards the shrine. Sure enough, there were 
several small red statues surrounding the shrine. And each of them had a small ring attached to them- Crobat 
supposed it would be easier to carry them that way. He flew forward and hooked his foot onto one of the idols. 

Despite it resembling some sort of precious stone, it was surprisingly light. The red crystal cylinder was covered with 
a peculiar pattern, with a fire symbol etched on the top. Crobat still looked confused. 

"Is it this easy, or did I just get lucky?" he muttered. Then he shook himself off. "No time to find out! I've gotta bolt!" 

He took to the skies, gliding through the hot air as he flew on to find the next maze. Nearby, two Pokemon stepped 
out from a nearby passage. Bisharp had a grim smile of triumph on his face as he motioned for Toxicroak to follow 
him. 

"Look at that. The bat led us right to it." 

"But he flew to the rock," said Toxicroak. "How do we get there?" 

"Good question," murmured Bisharp. "I'd rather not wade through the lava." 



Toxicroak gave a nervous laugh, before looking around. Despite not having Dry Skin as an ability, he was no huge 
fan of lava either. A path to that island would definitely be helpful. He peered around before noticing some rocks 
jutting out to the left. Further on, he saw what appeared to be a wooden bridge, connecting to one of the lava- 
surrounded rocks. He tapped Bisharp on the shoulder and pointed. 

"You think that might work?" 

Bisharp followed his eyes and nodded. "Seems to be our best option...which isn't comforting." 

"Do you think that wooden bridge is safe? I mean, if we go over the lava, it might burn or something." 

"Vileplume said there was no risk to life, but I'm not sure about obstacles. They could hurt us. Regardless, I doubt 
we're in any real danger- the lava could possibly kill us, so they must have SOMETHING in place to stop it. Let's go." 

"If you say so." 

The two made their way towards the island, before Toxicroak let out a warning croak. Bisharp nodded, and the two 
hid behind a large broken pillar. They heard a low bark nearby and the sound of rapid cursing. Bisharp glanced 
around the corner to see Banette duck in and out of the huge cavern, not even noticing the islands. 

"Shit, shit, shit!" 

Toxicroak looked a bit confused, opening his mouth to ask Bisharp a question, but Bisharp slammed his hand over 
Toxicroak's mouth. Another few seconds passed and to their immense shock, Arcanine came from the same hallway 
as Banette, glancing around. 

"Now where did that puppet go...well, he didn't see the totems so..." 

The dog snorted and ran into a different area. Bisharp let out a sigh of relief. 

"Too close," said Bisharp. 

"Yeah, sorry about that," said Toxicroak weakly. 

"Not a problem. Your sharp eyes is what got us this far in the first place. Spotting Crobat and then the bridges? Good 
work, Toxicroak. Let's go." 

000 

Gliscor swooped out of the air and landed on a branch, letting out a quiet huff. The Grass maze seemed almost 
endless- there was always a new tree waiting for him around every corner. He had gotten tangled in the vines twice 
and was getting sick of getting lost. 

He wished Noivern was here. She was something that would have made the entire maze a little brighter. And the 
thought of getting lost with Noivern wasn't a bad thing. A blush came to his face for a moment, before he shook 
himself. Still, if she wanted to go this round with Luxray, who was he to get in her way? Gliscor liked guy time 
occasionally, so girl time was fine in his book. 

That being said, he wished Crobat had chosen this maze first- he'd have enjoyed having a buddy, especially one that 
was so smart and approachable (and even though Honchkrow chose this maze, it wasn't like she was the friendliest 
around). Gliscor glided through the air again, making sure to weave through the branches of the high trees. 

But what was really interesting was that Crobat and Honchkrow had seemed to directly avoid each other. THAT was 
peculiar- the two had been a dynamic duo for most of the game, and all of a sudden, Crobat is hanging out with him 
and Gengar while Honchkrow seems to be avoiding him. Gliscor frowned. Maybe something had happened between 
them. Maybe he could help. Gliscor was so lost in thought for a moment that he bumped into a massive tree. 
Groaning, he fell down a bit, shaking his head. 

"Stupid, giant, wooden piece of- wow, this thing is huge!" 

While most of the trees were just tall, his tree was gigantic. An ancient oak of some kind, the branches were stretched 
out almost fifty feet at least. The wooden was old and gnarled and there were so many ridges along the bark. Only as 
Gliscor looked closer, he realized they weren't ridges- they were steps! The tree was draped with vine bridges and 
steps. Gliscor paused. 



"I bet anything the totems are there," he muttered, gliding in closer. He zoomed in for a moment, before his eyes 
widened and he stopped. Was there a flicker around there somewhere? He squinted and held a breath- sure enough, 
someone was moving in that tree. Someone small and...light blue? Gliscor gently floated downwards to get a closer 
look. He was right. Making her way up and around the tree was Medicham. Gliscor slowly moved in to observe her, 
smiling cleverly to himself. Medicham was scaling the bark at rapid speed, jumping from branch to branch and 
sprinting across the bridges. He'd let her do all the hard searching- he'd just swoop in and help himself to a totem 
right after her. Pretty smart idea, if he'd say so himself. 

Of course, he didn't realize Honchkrow was right behind him doing the same thing. 

000 

"Lead me right to dat idol, big guy," said Honchkrow, grinning. 

000 

"I know I've made fun of people for having a stick up their ass, but this is ridiculous," huffed Kabutops, 
rubbing his backside. "Stupid bushes..." 

000 

Weavile angrily squeezed water out of her fur. The water maze was full of tricks and traps, and at any other time, it 
would've been fun. But after entering through the wrong door and going down a random water slide for the third time, 
she was peeved. Not only that, but the second time, she had found Lapras drifting in a lake waiting for her. Even 
though Weavile had explained that she had no totems, the large Pokemon had still chased her off. 

But Weavile wasn't a fool- she noticed that Lapras had chased her in one direction, far away from the far side of the 
room. Lapras knew that she had no idol, but she was trying to make sure she didn't FIND it. Still, what the heck would 
Lapras have done if she had caught her? Not like she could confiscate what Weavile didn't have. But either, when 
Weavile had found the room again, Lapras was no longer there. And more importantly, she had found an underwater 
tunnel in said lake. 

Which had led her down ANOTHER water slide. Thoroughly soaked and annoyed, Weavile stomped her foot. 

"I HATE MAZES!" 

Her voice echoed, but her ears perked up as she heard a creaking. Quiet footsteps soon followed and Weavile 
ducked into the shadows, watching the area where the noise came from carefully. 

A clear, calm voice rang out. 

"Who is there? Friend or foe?" 

Weavile let out a sigh of relief. Alakazam. "It's me, Weavile." 

Alakazam stepped into the room, peered around for a moment, before nodding to her. "And how is this little game 
faring for you?" 

"Dunno if you heard me shout just now, but I hate mazes." 

"I thought I heard a ruckus nearby. That explains it," said Alakazam. "Perhaps I could be of assistance." 

He held out his arm and Weavile gasped. Dangling around one of his fingers was a blue crystal cylinder with intricate 
designs covering it all over. A raindrop was etched into the top. 

"You found a water totem!" 

"Not a water totem. I found all of them. They're all stored together." 

"Lucky you," said Weavile, annoyed. "Why didn't you take them all to prevent anyone else?" 

"It wouldn't let me take two. I assume Mew and Vileplume have some restrictions in place. Barriers of some sort." 
"Well, at least the totems exist. Now I have to find it." 



"I may be able to point you in the right direction," said Alakazam, his voice kind. He jerked his head behind him. 

"Head through that door, then left. You'll find a room with a beach. Ignore any doors and move down the beach until 
you find a series of stones and bridges. Take them to an island in the far distance- the idols are under a palm tree. 
Hurry up. There were two missing when I arrived." 

"Two missing?" said Weavile, stunned. "Who managed to beat you to it?" 

000 

"WE HAVE FORMED VENT GIRLS, A TEMPORARY TEAM!" shouted Luxray happily. She held up an idol with 
her tail. "THAT'S OUR NAME, WINNING'S OUR GAME!" 

"WE ARE GONNA ROCK!" shouted Noivern, brandishing her own water totem. "ALL THE WAY TO THE TOP, 
CANT BE STOPPED!" 

"We totally got lucky finding that room though," said Luxray. "And we even beat Krookodile to it." 

"Yeah, still kinda shocked about that one, yo." 

000 

Krookodile glared around, his eyes flickering across the water. There was an island out there. How the hell did he get 
to it? There had to be a way. He had snooped back into the room after seeing that Alakazam had left. The crocodile 
was stunned that the Psychic had been holding onto a water totem. He had contemplated swiping it from the Psychic, 
but now wasn't the time. Not yet. But taking down Alakazam would certainly get Honchkrow off his back. And without 
the risk of elimination tonight, the thought of killing two birds with one stone was juicy. 

But before that, he needed to see if he could pull off a win. After all, if he won, wouldn't Mew push his immunity to the 
next challenge? That was something that could definitely benefit him. More safety nets were always welcome. And so 
were water totems. 

"WHERE THE HELL IS THE WATER TOTEM?" snapped Krookodile, losing his patience. He swerved his head in 
agitation before something caught his eye. There, standing tall and strong in the water, was a rock. And as his eyes 
tracked the rock, Krookodile's sneer twisted into a grin. Of course. There was another rock not far from the first. And 
another. And another...and he was guessing they led all the way to that island out in the water. Krookodile cracked 
his knuckles. That had to be where the idol was. No doubt about it. 

"Ready or not, here I come!" he snarled, hopping onto the first rock. 

000 

"Lucky break for me," muttered Banette, clutching a fire totem. "I managed to lose Arcanine and nab one of 
these babies. Tried to grab one for Weavile, but it wouldn't let me grab them. Guess there's something that 
doesn't let you grab 'em. Now I can get out of this place. Weavile and I can agree- fire sucks. Hope she's 
okay." 

000 

"Thank you Alakazam," said Weavile, holding a water totem and sounding relieved. 

000 

"There's the door," said Bisharp quietly. He held a red totem in his hands, with Toxicroak standing nearby. Thanks to 
him spotting the statues, the remains of Team Night were able to get a jump start in the challenge. One totem down, 
two for each to go. Toxicroak smiled. It was good to accomplish something, as opposed to being caught in a net or 
knocked out first. But with him and Bisharp working together, there wasn't much that could stand in there way. The 
two had wanted to split up and sabotage the rest of the totems, but they found that there was something that 
prevented them from taking more than one totem. 

"While not being able to remove more totems was a bit annoying, we have a good start," admitted Bisharp. "And 
we're in luck." 


Before them, standing out from the molten maze surrounding them, was a deep blue stone door with a water symbol 
etched into it. Toxicroak grinned. Once again, he had spotted the door before Bisharp had. Being useful was nice for 



a change. 


"I'd normally want to split up, but since we can only take one totem at a time, I say it's best for us to stick together," 
said Bisharp. "Besides, if there's a way we can swipe a totem from someone else..." 

"It might save us time," admitted Toxicroak. "Plus, it could get you in the Thunderdome quicker. I mean, if only one of 
us gets enough totems..." 

"Let's worry about that later," said Bisharp. "Come. We have a Water Maze to attend to." 

But as Bisharp was about to open the door, the door opened of its own accord. Alakazam looked at the two of them in 
surprise, before giving them a smile. 

"Looks like we're switching, hmmm?" 

Bisharp didn't respond. Toxicroak gave him a questioning glance, but Bisharp's eyes were pinned to the blue totem in 
Alakazam's grasp. Alakazam noticed where he was looking and smiled. 

"I'll tell you where it is if you tell me where you got the red totems." 

"What's stopping me from taking yours?" asked Bisharp, his voice deathly calm. 

"I only have one. You won't secure a totem for both of you," said Alakazam. "And I can always get another one." 

"You could lead us right to it," pointed out Toxicroak. "If you went back to get another, I mean." 

Alakazam held his hands up. The red totem hovered in the air dangerously. "If you really think you can take it that 
easily, by all means. But where would you run? I know the Water Maze, and if you flee in the Fire Maze, I'll find you." 

Bisharp clenched a fist for a moment, before stepping aside. Toxicroak gaped, but did the same. Alakazam glanced 
at Bisharp as he passed. 

"Big room. Stone island. You'll see it," said Bisharp, giving Alakazam a cold, but respectful nod. 

"Look for a beach. It'll be on a faraway island. Look and you'll find a pathway there," responded Alakazam 
courteously. 

The Psychic floated into the Fire Maze, disappearing around a corner. Bisharp and Toxicroak watched him vanish, 
before they heard a low curse and Alakazam came sprinting around the corner. 

"Houndoom! Run!" 

Bisharp's eyes widened as a jet black dog appeared around the corner, hot on Alakazam's heels. Alakazam threw the 
door open with his mind and Bisharp and Toxicroak jumped through. Bisharp grabbed the door, holding it tight, before 
Alakazam leaped through. The door slammed in Houndoom's growling face. The three of them gasped for breath 
together. The dog must have been following the two of them. 

"I doubt he'll chase us into this section," said Alakazam. "And I'm sure there are other paths I can take to get into the 
Fire Maze. Good luck." 

The Psychic strode away, going along a different path to the Fire Maze. Toxicroak looked at Bisharp, who looked 
annoyed. 

"I was surprised you didn't shut the door and trap Alakazam there with Houndoom," said the frog. 

"I did," growled Bisharp. "He held the door open with telekinesis. He was a step ahead of us that whole time. But I'll 
deal with him when the time comes. Let's go, Toxicroak." 

000 

"I noticed a ton of people climbing that tree as I slipped out between the roots," said Kabutops, twirling an 
emerald totem on his scythe. "I might've gotten lost a lot, but I got the thing and got out." 

He paused, before touching his chin. "Still...I wonder if I should've warned 'em that Cacturne's patrolling that 
area?" 



...nah. 


000 

Medicham leaped into the hollowed out tree trunk, her eyes flickering around the room carefully. She had scaled the 
steps, bridges, and branches of the giant tree until she had managed to find a gaping hole. And sure enough, on the 
inside was an enormous chamber. At the center of the chamber was a large shrine, surrounded by small green 
statues. Medicham's eyes lit up. Finally- she had managed to locate the totems in this maze. She quietly walked 
forward, before she heard a crack. 

A shadow stepped around the shrine, and Cacturne's pale yellow eyes focused in on her. Medicham dropped into a 
fighting stance. 

"So there ARE Pokemon patrolling the mazes...I did not expect you to be right here." 

"I've been staying close to the tree, but I managed to see you coming." 

"I am surprised you have not attacked." 

"You haven't stolen a totem yet," said Cacturne. He gave her a nod and walked to one of the exits on the far, dark 
side of the sanctum. "Good luck when you do." 

He disappeared through the doorway. Medicham watched him go, now wary. Before this had seemed like an 
opportunity, but knowing Cacturne was in the area made it more troublesome. She moved forward slowly, her eyes 
carefully scanning the maze before she froze, seeing a shadow glide across the floor. Medicham looked up, seeing 
Gliscor swoop down, a grin on his face as he made a grab for the totem. He let off another burst of speed and floated 
away. Medicham stopped for a moment, before she ran forward, glancing to see another shadow- Honchkrow was 
hot on Gliscor's heels, her eyes staring directly at the shrine. But as she dove towards her prize, her eyes widened 
and she backtracked. Cacturne had emerged from the shadows and took a quick swing at her. 

Medicham ran forward while he was distracted, but she heard a soft fluttering to her right. A purple blur told her that 
Crobat had entered the scene, speeding like a bullet. He slowed for a moment and snatched a green totem, but just 
as he was about to pull off, Cacturne whirled around and sucker punched him out of the sky. Crobat dropped his red 
totem as he rolled across the ground. Honchkrow seethed for a moment, lunging at Cacturne. As the scarecrow 
fought of the scary crow, Medicham slipped over to snatch a totem. Cacturne dodged Honchkrow before running at 
Medicham. Medicham leaped away, finding a spot far enough away from him. 

"Crobat dropped his totems, why not chase him?" asked Medicham. 

"The fire totem isn't mine to guard." 

Medicham groaned, but noticed a hole on the far right. As Cacturne grew closer, however, an angry Honchkrow 
launched herself at him. As the two scuffled on the floor, Medicham made a break for the door. She saw Crobat 
gathering his own totems and flying out a different direction. She hopped outside of the tree and bolted down the 
branches. 

Crobat, on the other hand, glanced backwards. No doubt about it- Honchkrow had given him a chance to get in and 
out. He was confused- not that he wasn't grateful, but...why? Why had she helped him when she was still so angry 
with him? 

000 

"Alakazam proved useful after all," said Bisharp, smiling to himself. In his hands were a red and blue 
totem."Two totems down. The island wasn't particularly hard to find." 

000 

"We're aiming for the top this time!" said Toxicroak, chuckling. He held up a totem. "Make way for Team 
Night!" 

000 

Luxray panted quietly in the heat. "This place is burning me up! Jeez!" 



"Definitely a hot spot," groaned Noivern. "Heat always makes flying a hassle." 

Neither of them were as big of fans of this maze as the last. Whereas the water maze had been fun and peaceful, the 
burning, scorching atmosphere of this area was ominous and dark. The two of them weren't about to give up, 
however. They rounded another corner to find a dim hallway lit with candles. Luxray made a motion with her tail to 
lower the volume and the two of them scooted through it before they reached a large open room. Noivern looked up- 
they were almost in what appeared to be a scorched amphitheater. 

"Hey, let me take a look in the air!" said Noivern. She floated up, finding some holes that resembled windows. She 
squinted out across the charred landscape. 

"Noivern, Noivern, what do you see?" hissed Luxray. 

She looked around, seeing nothing that looked of interest- the occasional torch and burning fire, but nothing that 
suggested a totem. But before she answered, she noticed a shadow darting near one of the flames. 

"Someone's coming! Hide!" 

Noivern hid on a ledge above while Luxray dove for the shadows, crouching down and using her X-ray vision to try 
and see who was coming. She squinted around, before she managed to see a strange outline- tall and angular 
and...what was up with their hands? 

"I think it's Kabutops!" whispered Luxray. 

"What?" 

"Kabutops!" 

But Luxray quickly shut her mouth and sat very still as loud footsteps grew closer and sure enough, Kabutops burst 
into the structure, glancing around before pressing himself against a shadowy wall right near Luxray. He looked 
around for a moment before his eyes passed over her. Luxray stuck out her tongue, before smacking herself with her 
tail- the urge had been so strong, why did she do that? 

"Luxray, what are you- nevermind, shut up!" hissed Kabutops, drawing a scythe over his throat. 

While she almost had a witty response to that, Luxray instead chose to remain silent. Noivern, on the other hand, 
called down quietly. 

"Someone else is coming!" 

The three Pokemon stood still and silent as quiet steps announced the arrival of Ninetales. Her eyes flickered around 
the area carefully before she turned and padded into the hallway that Noivern and Luxray had come from. Noivern 
fluttered down between the two other Pokemon and listened carefully with her enormous ears, before she held up a 
wing. 

"I can't hear her anymore, I think she's gone." 

"That could've been bad- Kabutops, what the snickerdoodle were you doing?" asked Luxray, giving him a look. 

"Uh, running from HER, what do you think?" said Kabutops, annoyed. "I was nearly at those damn fire totems and 
she popped out and started barking her head off." 

"You found the fire totem?" asked Luxray, stunned. "All we have is the totem of waves and sea!" 

"Not just that, I've got grass as well," said Kabutops proudly, ignoring Luxray's strange speech. He held up a small, 
green cylinder in his sickles...carefully. 

"Dang," Noivern said, sounding impressed. Kabutops struck a thoughtful pose. 

"Tell you what- you didn't reveal me to Ninetales, so I'll do you a solid," said Kabutops. "I'll lead you back to the fire 
totems and tell you where grass is, but YOU tell me where the water totems are." 

Luxray looked a bit suspicious. "You do two things for us but we only do one thing for you. BLASPHEMY, 
KABUTOPS! WHY WOULD YOU MAKE SUCH AN ENTICING OFFER?" 



"Relax," said Kabutops. "Look. Luxray, it's no secret that a lot of us think you're insane, but at the end of the day, we 
don't think you're a bad person. I'd rather see you in the Thunder Dome or whatever it is than some other jerks." 


"Are you like, not taking us seriously as a threat?" asked Noivern, seeming a little uneasy. She didn't know Kabutops 
well, but it seemed kind of out of nowhere for him to help them so much. Luxray was suspicious too. 

"It's post merge, everyone's a threat at this point- we all made it this far, didn't we?" said Kabutops, rolling his eyes. 
"Point is, who do I want to meet in the Thunderdome? You two, or that jackass tyrant Bisharp and his frog crony?" 

Luxray cocked her head. "Toxicroak isn't that bad, but I suppose you have a point about Bisharp. I hope he doesn't 
get in the Thunder Dome." 

"I faced him last time, and he's pretty relentless at this point," said Kabutops. "And not just him. Alakazam and 
Honchkrow are still a threat, and as much as I hate to admit it, that sneaky ass crocodile is gonna slip into the 
Thunderdome, I just know it." 

Luxray bristled. "Ugh. That dark eyed parasitic WINDOWLICKING SCUMBAG! He makes my skin crawl more than it 
already does on Thursday nights." 

"Uh...yeah. So, I'm going back to fire city. You can follow if you want." 

Kabutops took off. Luxray and Noivern exchanged a glance. Was it okay to take Kabutops's deal? 

"No other bright ideas," admitted Noivern. 

"We'll trust him- he's not a big jerk," admitted Luxray. "Come on- let's see where he leads us." 

The two continued along the dim path, following the prehistoric Pokemon deeper into the maze. 

000 

Weavile hacked and slashed her way through the verdant maze. Alakazam's hint had gotten her back on track, but 
those totems weren't going to find themselves. She was putting off the fire maze for now so once she had found the 
green leafy door to the Grass Maze, she was able to try and catch the next totem. Still, she had spent far too much 
time in the Water Maze- she had some serious catching up to do. As she continued forward however, she heard 
voices. Ducking into a nearby bush, she crawled along the floor, following the voices. One sounded very familiar- 
Banette's easygoing voice was talking to someone else...but...it wasn't another competitor...it had to be... 

Weavile hopped out, seeing Banette standing with Vileplume. Vileplume was in front of a large metal door that stood 
out among all of the green vegetation. The door was made of iron with large blue lightning bolts covering it. Electricity 
pulsed through circuits around the door, giving it a cyan glow that was rather futuristic. Banette turned and waved to 
Weavile, grinning. 

"Hey, was wondering if I'd see you out here. Check out what I found." 

"Lemme guess, a door to the Thunder Dome?" said Weavile. Vileplume nodded. 

"Yeah, that's it," agreed Vileplume. "Do you have all of your totems?" 

"I've only got water, what about you?" asked Weavile, looking at Banette. 

"I've got Fire and Grass," said Banette. 

"Oh...well, wait, I can give you my totem...right?" 

Vileplume shrugged. "If you're allowed to steal them, I don't see why you wouldn't be allowed to give them away." 
"Whoa, whoa, I don't want to take yours from you," said Banette. Weavile gave him an annoyed look. 

"For all you know there might not BE a Water Totem left." 

"There are some left," said Vileplume. Weavile and Banette gave him a shocked look. 

"Can...you tell us that?" 



"Don't see why not," said Vileplume cheerfully. "Do you want to know who has which totems?" 

"Are you ALLOWED to do that?" 

"Mew, Mewtwo and I gave no rule against it. We figured that if you find the entrance to the Thunder Dome, we can at 
least give you hints." 

"Okay...so...how many Water Totems are left?" asked Weavile. 

Vileplume paused. "Three. You, Alakazam, Luxray, Noivern, Krookodile, Bisharp, and Toxicroak have them." 

"What about fire?" asked Banette excitedly. "Grass?" 

"You have a fire totem. So does Bisharp, Toxicroak, Crobat, and Gliscor managed to get one a few minutes ago. So 
five down, five to go. But that might not last much longer. Lots of people are in the area. As for Grass...you managed 
to snag one, well done. Honchkrow, Crobat, Gliscor, and Kabutops ail have Grass. So five left there. I'd hit up the 
Water Maze first." 

"Take mine!" insisted Weavile. 

"Hang on, hang on," said Banette. "How about you lead me to Water, and then I'll lead you to Grass and Fire." 

"Grass only, we don't have much time," said Weavile. "Just tell me where they are. From the sounds of it, you have 
two totems, but so do Bisharp and Toxicroak. One of us has to get into that dome. And if it comes down to it, we can 
steal totems" 

"Alright, alright, thanks for the help Vileplume!" yelled Banette as the two ran off. Vileplume just gave a smile and a 
wave. 

"Oh...it seems like Medicham just got one as well..." 

000 

Medicham brushed off her arm, which looked a little singed. "Ugh...that Charizard almost managed to get me. 
But I managed to get the totem. Unfortunately, I wound up running back into Grass territory. I suppose I will 
have to find the Water Maze now..." 

000 

"Somehow managed to grab a Fire Totem! Guess Water is all I need!" said Gliscor with a cheer. "Now...how 
do I get out of this Fire Maze is the question..." 

000 

"See the giant volcanoes?" whispered Kabutops, peeking around a corner. "Fire Totems are on that island. I got close 
but then Ninetales popped up out of nowhere. You've gotta jump across the rocks and move on those bridges." 

"How is this safe for anyone without wings?" asked Noivern. "I mean, look at that lava." 

"It's magma," said Luxray in a perfect imitation of Bronzong that caused the other two Pokemon to jump. Kabutops 
cracked a weak smile. 

"Yeah, the guy's probably watching the show and getting ticked off. But anyways...come on, follow me. I got super 
close so I sort of know the way." 

Kabutops began to carefully navigate the rocky platforms, motioning for the two girls to move after him. Luxray and 
Noivern kept after him, before Noivern stopped. 

"Yo wait. I can FLY." 

Noivern flew into the air, grinning as she headed towards the red totems, but she froze as she heard a loud roar. 
"NOIVERN! ABOUT FACE RIGHT! DO A LOOP DE LOOP AND SCREAM!" shouted Luxray. 

Noivern looked at her, perplexed. 



"MOVE, NOW!" yelled Kabutops, translating. Noivern burst into the air in time to avoid a blast of fire. She whirled 
around and saw an orange dragon flying through the air, straight for her. Charizard grinned, smoke billowing from his 
nostrils before he let out another blast. It seems that after his last incident with evolution, the Fire-type had gotten 
mastery over his flight abilities. Kabutops tapped Luxray. 

"While he's distracted- snag the totems! And watch out, there are some fire traps?" 

"Fire traps?" 

"Little fireballs fly out of the lava. Don't get burned!" 

The two ground-bound Pokemon ran across the bridges and hopped along the rocks. Charizard noticed them out of 
the corner of his eye, but Noivern flew in front of him. She let out a loud screech, causing Charizard to cover his ears. 

"You gotta deal with me!" said Noivern. "If there's one thing I know how to do, it's be loud and annoying." 

"Outta my way!" snapped Charizard, but Noivern kept flying in front of him. Luxray panted as she managed to grab a 
red totem, Kabutops carefully trying not to impale his own. The Fire totems were getting low on stock- only two of 
them remained. Luxray and Kabutops ran from central island, totems in hand as Luxray yelled to Noivern. 

"We've got 'em Noivern! Get yours and get out." 

"Would you just move?" growled Charizard as Noivern kept blocking him. 

Noivern paused, before smiling. "Okay!" 

She dove under Charizard, who let out a grunt of shock. Charizard turned around and his eyes widened as she dove 
for a totem. 

Outside, in another cavern, Luxray and Kabutops were catching their breath. Each of them held a totem in their 
grasp. Kabutops panted, before giving Luxray a curt nod. 

"Fair is fair...the grass totem...is in a big tree...watch out for Bellsprout and...Cacturne..." 

"Water Totem...is on an Island of Dread...in a Sea of Troubles." 

"I'm just gonna assume it's on an island then." 

"Where's Noivern?" asked Luxray, sounding worried. "Do you think Charizard got her?" 

"With her speed? I don't know...maybe if she got tired." 

"Which I did not!" announced Noivern as she flew into the tunnel. In her claws was a red totem. 

"EXCELLENT WORK, MY BATTY FRIEND! LISTEN-!" 

"Luxray, can it wait?" 

"NEVER! We have the hint from Kabutops, the Grass Totem is-" 

"Can we talk while we move?" 

"Why are you shutting me down?" whined Luxray. A loud roar answered her from the area Noivern had just entered 
from. 

"Because Charizard is still on our tail, LET'S GO!" 

"ROGER!" shouted Luxray as they bolted towards another hallway. "THANKS KABUTOPS!" 

"Yeah, yeah," grunted the shellfish, dashing off to try and find an entrance to the Water Maze. He was getting way too 
nice for this shit. 

"One last idol on the Fire Island!" shouted Mew over a loud intercom. "Grab them while you can!" 

Throughout the maze, everybody perked up. Now the game was really starting. 



000 


"Three totems...I guess I'm going into that zone," muttered Banette. 

000 

"Water totem gets me into the Thunder Dome!" yelled Kabutops. 

000 

"THUNDER DOME, HERE I COME!" screeched Luxray. She held up a Grass Totem. 

000 

"We did it!" shouted Noivern. "Even escaped that little yellow psycho! I wonder how Gliscor is doing?" 

000 

Gliscor laid on the ground in a crumpled heap, unconscious and groaning in pain. Nearby, Krookodile was walking 
away, a green totem in his claws, grinning to himself. Gliscor with Grass totem, check. Big rock dropped on flying 
idiot’s head? Double check. Gliscor had never seen it coming, and that was just how Krookodile liked it. With Gliscor 
out of the picture and two totems in Krookodile's hands, he just had to get one more, get in the Thunder Dome, and 
get out. He chuckled to himself, before he groaned in annoyance. 

"Mew announced that there was only one Fire Totem left...fuck. I either need to get there or find some more suckers." 

The crocodile dashed away, leaving Gliscor curled up near the entrance to the Grass Maze. A moment later, Noivern 
and Luxray came walking through it. 

"So, we got really lucky finding that Grass Totem so early and escaping Bellsprout- HOLY SHIT, GLISCOR!" 

000 

"WHEN I FIND WHO DID THAT THEY'RE GOING DOWN!" roared Noivern. 

000 

Medicham silently made her way through the Grass Maze- she had managed to find both Grass and Fire, but 
reaching the Water Maze was certainly not going to be an easy task. She hadn't seen any other competitors for a 
while- the last one she had seen was Weavile through some trees, muttering crossly to herself about the foliage. She 
still had one totem left to obtain before she could gain passage into the Thunder Dome, and as of this point in the 
challenge, it wouldn't be likely to find a Water Totem remaining. She closed her eyes and heaved a great sigh. 

There was also the inevitably of facing off with the other competitors in the dome. She didn't like the idea of Bisharp 
tracking her down. He'd been angry with her for weeks now. She had some theories as to why, but nothing so 
concrete as a reason. But she could hold back. She couldn't let her confusing relationship with the dark knight slow 
her down. Winning was the priority at this point, not sorting out his strange attitude. 

Medicham took another few steps before she dove for a bush. She heard a voice, muttering quietly. It wasn't 
Bisharp's smooth, cold tone- it sounded more confused. Medicham made a curious expression before stepping out. 

"Toxicroak? Is that you?" 

Toxicroak leaped into the air in surprise, before relaxing for a moment. "Oh, it's just you Medicham." Then he paused 
before leaping back. "WHOA! Hang on, stay back! Totems are mine!" 

"I have no intention of stealing from you," said Medicham, although she wasn't sure if that was true or not yet. "Where 
is Bisharp?" 

"We split up to get our last totems," explained Toxicroak. "He's somewhere out there. Dunno exactly where." 

Medicham folded her arms. "That is not entirely reassuring. He is determined to be enemies with me. I am not sure 
how you two are such good friends." 

Toxicroak frowned at her. "It's kinda hard for one person to be the enemy of another, I mean, you need two people to 



have a fight. It's not like you went out of your way to be nice to him. Bisharp's my friend- just because he isn't yours 
doesn't mean he's a bad person." 


"I- he may not be a BAD person, but he is still cruel and wins the wrong way!" responded Medicham, her tone 
aggravated. 

"Is there really a right way to win?" asked Toxicroak, looking at Medicham in confusion. "I don't usually win 
challenges, but you don't win for being a good person. If this whole game was about having the best heart, 
Mamoswine would still be here. No offense, Medicham, but if this was a competition where you could win by being a 
really good person, would Pokemon like Honchkrow, Krookodile, and Alakazam be here and playing?" 

Medicham folded her arms. "I am aware of the competition's rules- but unneeded unpleasantness is unnecessary." 

"I dunno-1 think you both are pretty similar and that's why you don't like each other," offered Toxicroak. 

"l...you...l am NOTHING like him!" 

"No? You both kinda hold other people to your standards and if they don't meet 'em, you don't like 'em," said 
Toxicroak, shrugging. "Bisharp and I get along because we both play the game and don't let much else get in our 
way. His plans usually work if we cooperate with him, so I do that. And in return, I outlasted Trevenant and Hypno." 

Medicham's eyes narrowed. "You were an alliance." 

"Wouldn't say that," argued Toxicroak. "Just a bunch of new dudes that wanted to vote together. But Hypno found out 
and held it over us, so we sort of had to take him in." 

"That...that does not...look at how he acts Toxicroak! How he threatens and conspires to eliminate those who he 
wants gone! It is not right!" 

"I think the line of right and wrong has been blurred," said Toxicroak. "Everyone does right and wrong. Things aren't 
black and white. You've done Bisharp wrong as well." 

"I...only...but by his logic..." 

"My logic doesn't matter," interrupted an icy voice. Medicham turned wildly as Bisharp struck her with a punch straight 
to the face. Her totems dropped to the floor as Medicham crumpled to the ground, dazed by the sucker punch out of 
nowhere. Bisharp quickly snatched up the Grass Totem and tossed it to Toxicroak, who snagged it with his long 
tongue. He gave Bisharp a concerned look. 

"A little harsh, dude." 

"Necessary- we need to get into the dome where she can't follow. She won't be stunned for long, and since I 
blindsided Weavile, I'm sure she's on our tail. Let's go." 

"Bisharp...you...," groaned Medicham, rubbing her head. Bisharp pushed through the nearby brush without looking 
back, while Toxicroak glanced at Medicham one last time before following him. He gave Bisharp a confused look. 

"So you got Weavile's...?" 

"Grass totem, yes. We didn't have time to navigate the entire Grass Maze-1 know where the Thunder Dome is. Let's 
go." 

As their voices faded, there was another loud rustling as Weavile burst through, angrily cursing before tripping over 
Medicham. 

"Stupid...Bisharp...and these stupid...roots- wait, Medicham? What the...have you seen Bisharp?" 

"Yes...he...he attacked me and stole my totem." 

"What? He stole YOURS?" asked Weavile, gaping. "Grass or...?" 

"Grass." 

"BUT HE JUST TOOK MINE- wait, Toxicroak. Right. Probably grabbed one for him. You can't take more than one 
from the circle but I guess once they're in play, anything's game." 



Weavile sighed. "I mean, I guess it's for the best. No way was I touching that Fire Maze...Medicham? You okay?" 


"Physically, I am well," said Medicham, taking a deep breath and standing up. "Mentally, I am more than a little 
annoyed. Come on, Weavile!" 

"What, you want to chase them down?" 

"I will NOT let Bisharp get away with this!" vowed Medicham, glaring at Weavile before dashing after the thieving duo. 
Weavile watched her go, looking interested and a little troubled. 

"So, she's found a Hypno of her own, eh?" 

000 

Crobat was soaked from head to toe. "Hey, look! Let's have water jets that can soak anyone in the air and 
prevent them from flying! Hey, Crobat! Remember when you thought getting a Water Totem was easy?" 

He sighed. "Well, maybe Honchkrow grabbed one? I can see if I can give her a totem...maybe we can talk 
things out." 

000 

Honchkrow's eyes darted back and forth. Time was short, and the totem supply was running low. The Fire Maze was 
full of tricks and traps, but there was no way she was going to win without getting the Fire Totem. She was on thin 
enough ice as it was. But still...surviving this challenge was key. Once this was over, Krookodile's immunity ended, 
Alakazam would be on the ropes, and maybe there would be time to talk to Crobat. She tilted her body as a giant fire 
ball burst from the magma below. She avoided it carefully. One wrong move and she would be in a world of hurt down 
below. 

She had entered a huge cavern after roaming the Fire Maze for a while. The large volcanoes and smoldering path 
across the lava pits was a big enough clue that she was getting close to SOMETHING. A giant tree had been the 
symbol for Grass- a huge cave would be a pretty giveaway for Fire. She flitted her eyes around, but no one was 
nearby, defending anything (thankfully, it seemed that Cacturne or Bellsprout weren't allowed in the Fire section- they 
had been tricky to avoid). Honchkrow continued her search, before her eyes fell on a small shrine surrounded by a 
vast, orange lake of lava. 

"Bingo," she said quietly, swooping down and carefully landing on the rocky island. Sure enough, the totem was 
there. In fact, only a single totem was left. Honchkrow's beak twisted into a smug smile as she moved forward. The 
last Fire Totem. She had made it just in time. Maybe she would pull this challenge back after all. 

As she stepped forward, something flashed out of the corner of her eye. Honchkrow leaped back, her wings holding 
up her body. Her eyes narrowed as she turned, seeing Alakazam standing nearby, energy glowing in his hand. 

"I'll be taking that," he said smoothly. 

"You wanna bet?" snarled Honchkrow, giving a powerful flap of her wings. A large red wave flashed across the island 
as Alakazam ducked, moving carefully around the outer edge of the area. 

Alakazam smiled his mysterious smile, his eyes flickering as Honchkrow flapped back and forth. "So...for better or for 
worse, it seems this battle is coming to an end quicker than I thought. I think we've about pushed each other to our 
limits, don't you? Isn't about time we end it? Some has to win, someone has to lose." 

"Da one who's gonna lose is YOU!" snapped Honchkrow, rising in the air before flapping dark waves towards 
Alakazam. Alakazam grimaced and moved quickly, avoiding most of the pulsing attacks as he nimbly moved around 
the shrine. Honchkrow sneered before she dove down, charging Alakazam directly. He managed to dodge to one 
side, but she clipped him with one of her wings. The Psychic gritted his teeth, clutching his side. 

"You picked the wrong fight!" called Alakazam, charging up what appeared to be shadowy energy in his palm. He 
hurled the ball at Honchkrow, who got hit in her shoulder, but the pain wasn't too significant. She returned with a 
powerful dark blast, but Alakazam simply summoned a barrier in front of him, easily defending himself. Alakazam 
clapped his hands, a smile on his face. 

"A good effort! But without the numerical advantage, this is a losing battle." 



"Shut up!" snarled Honchkrow, enraged. She began to launch more and more dark pulses at Alakazam, who 
continued to dodge around. When one attacked nearly knocked him off, he dove behind the shrine. A smile was on 
his face. Yes...this was what he was waiting for. A true grudge match between him and the bird. A sense of 
entertainment and rush of fun he hadn't had since trouncing Hypno. 

"Face it, Honchkrow. You may have had me on the ropes, but without Crobat? You have no chance." 

"I SAID SHUT UP!" screeched Honchkrow, dive bombing Alakazam. Alakazam grimaced as he moved around the 
shrine again, but as he moved, Honchkrow was ready. With a savage slash of her talons, Alakazam was knocked 
onto his side, letting out a gasp of pain. 

Honchkrow's eyes narrowed into slits. "You...you don't know ANYTHING! DON'T ACT LIKE YOU KNOW ANYTHING 
OF WHAT'S GOING ON WITH ME." 

Alakazam rubbed his side gingerly. "I appear to have touched a nerve...sorry." 

"Sorry? YOU? DON'T EVEN-" 

"No, while I do enjoy the challenge of matching wits with you, I shouldn't be taunting you about that," admitted 
Alakazam, looking a bit displeased. "It's not fun when things get personal." 

"You...wait...you're just having FUN?" asked Honchkrow in disbelief. 

"Well, I mean...I doubt you're the one who really eliminated Gothitelle. You risking Crobat makes no sense," explained 
the Psychic with a sigh. "I enjoy battling you and it's fun to trounce you and get you all riled up, but I was just trying to 
have fun." 

"But...but da trash talk!" 

Alakazam looked confused. "Is that not part of the game? I thought witty banter was on the table." 

"BUT YOU GOT PISSED WHEN I BEAT YOU IN SOME CHALLENGES-!" 

"Well, I'm not a fan of losing. Of course I got mad when I lost, but it isn't as if I hate you." 

Honchkrow looked utterly flabbergasted. All this time she had thought...she had thought he was a calm, cool jerk...but 
he was just trying to make a hobby out of challenging her? It was his idea of a good time? If this load of shit was true, 
then Alakazam was one of the craziest guys in this entire game. Honchkrow hovered in the air, trying to wrap her 
head around it. No way...he...he had to be lying! There's no way Alakazam wasn't a jerk! He had been taunting her 
and messing with her the whole time. But...but if he had just been trashing her for the fun of it. 

"YOU CAN'T ACTUALLY TINK I'D BELIEVE DIS SHIT, DO YA?" asked Honchkrow, blushing a little. She had never 
felt so embarrassed...well, except around the bat sometimes, but that was a different kind. 

"I mean- why wouldn't you?" asked Alakazam, looking confused. Then his eyes widened. 

"Honchkrow, move!" 

"What da- GAH!" yelled Honchkrow. She had been hovering in place for too long, and one of the lava rocks had flown 
out of the lava. They were normally too slow to hit anyone, but since Honchkrow had been focused on Alakazam, she 
hadn't even noticed the rock flying up towards her. She let out a hiss of pain as she fell, spiraling downwards. She 
opened her eyes and grunted as she steered her plummeting body towards the shrine. She managed to curve herself 
to land next to the shrine in a crumpled heap. The ground had hurt...a lot, but the most wounded thing was her pride. 
Now she had gone and done it- not only had Alakazam totally blindsided her, but now he could just run off with the 
totem and- 

"Are you alright?" asked Alakazam, coming over, looking shocked. The hell...the hell was he doing? 

"I'm...ugh...I'm FINE!" she snapped, trying to ignore her mounting paranoia. Alakazam stepped back, looking 
unconvinced. 

"Honchkrow, worry about our little feud later, right now- ARRRRRRGH!" 

Honchkrow looked up as Alakazam let out a loud cry of pain before he dropped to his knees, groaning in pain. He 



was clutching his shoulder, trembling. Honchkrow looked up as a red reptile stepped out from behind him, smiling at 
her cleverly. 

"There you go, boss," Krookodile rasped. "He's all yours. I'll be taking my leave now...and hey, look! A totem." 

With a chuckle, he stepped around Alakazam (who was lying on the ground now- Honchkrow could clearly see the 
teeth marks in his back) and bent over, snagging his prize. He gave Honchkrow a grin. 

"I kept my word, bird. Pleasure doing business with ya, but I can't waste time around here any longer." 

The crocodile slowly walked away, taking his time as he hopped back across the platforms and crossed bridges as he 
made his way back towards the rest of the maze. Honchkrow let out a low curse as she tried scrambling to her feet. 
She scowled in the direction the crocodile had disappeared to- so Krookodile HAD held up his end of the bargain and 
helped- only he had truly helped himself. Looking back, the potential betrayal seemed completely obvious. And yet 
she had been fooled. 

"Well...don't just lay there," snarled Alakazam in pain. "Go after him!" 

Honchkrow jumped to her feet, wincing in pain. She tried to rise into the air but another jolt caused her to flop back 
onto the ground. 

"No dice. Even if I fought through da pain, I couldn't catch up in dis condition. He got away with it. Damn him." 

The two sat there in silence, thinking about their situation. It was almost funny- the final battle between them had 
been short and sweet- and neither one of them had one. They had been so lost in the feud, they had been utterly 
blindsided. 

Alakazam was the first to say something, giving a low, bitter laugh. 

"So this is how it ends..." 

000 

"Dirty rat...I'll make boots outta his hide," growled Honchkrow threateningly. 

000 

"Don't trust me so easily, birdbrain," crowed Krookodile, holding up his three idols. 

000 

Bisharp and Toxicroak quickly made there way forward, diving around the Water Temple. After the two of them had 
pulled off their grand plan, Bisharp had led the way out of Grass and into Water. Made perfect sense, really. Weavile 
and Medicham were probably waiting at the Thunder Dome entrance in the Grass Maze, but the Water Entrance 
could be a straight shot to the central area. Sure enough, the knight and the frog rounded a corner and found Mewtwo 
waiting at one of the doors. 

"We have the totems. Both of us," said Bisharp, holding up his totems. "We can enter, yes." 

Mewtwo smiled. "You both check out. Better hurry though. Some of your competitors are already in there." 

Bisharp gave a curt nod. "Come on, Toxicroak. Let's go." 

Mewtwo unlocked the large metal door and a bright light shined from the other side. Bisharp stepped forward, 
undaunted, with Toxicroak right on his heels. As the two passed through the light, they got their first glimpse of the 
Thunder Dome. Bisharp's expression became much more interested, while Toxicroak just gaped. 

The central maze was supposed to represent electricity, but the amount of work that went into this creation put the 
other mazes to shame. Large electric towers filled the pathways, lighting up the metal maze with blue flashes. Large 
moving belts formed dizzying pathways over electrified pits. And even more strangely, the ceiling seemed to be 
designed similarly to the pathways. Toxicroak was a bit wary of that- were they going to have to walk on the ceilings? 
How was that even possible? Then again, it was Mew- the guy spared no expenses. 

"A bit more complicated than I had anticipated, but not impossible," admitted Bisharp. "Shall we?" 



Toxicroak turned. Bisharp was looking at him, wearing his usual grim smile. Toxicroak returned it, nodding. 

"We got this, dude." 

"Then let's go." 

000 

Banette scoured the area, avoiding careful wire fences and other electronic obstacles. The Thunderdome put the 
other mazes to shame. He had already navigated several treadmills and flipped upside down twice. And despite all 
how many times he had gone through the different tricks, traps, and mechanisms... 

"I'm still totally lost," growled Banette, annoyed. Every pathway looked different, but every spot he reached looked 
different. He felt like he was blind and going around in circles. 

"Really wish Weavile could've made it," he muttered. "Wonder if Kabutops managed to make the cut. I haven't seen 
him at all, so he must be moving pretty fast." 

He rounded another corner...only to wind up in another room that he had no idea about. 

"Damn it." 

000 

Noivern glanced around, a bit nervous. "Yo Lux, I know you can be kinda of off beat but like...you can calm down. I 
mean I love electricity as much as anyone but-" 

"THIS IS MY DOMAIN! THIS IS THE CASTLE AND I AM ITS KING-QUEEN-ROBOT-SUPER-MEGA-DOCTOR- 
NINJA-LORD!" screamed Luxray, cackling as electricity coursed through her body. Grass? Water? FIRE? THIS WAS 
THE TRUE ELEMENT. 

So far, the two of them hadn't advanced very far. They had stopped a bit before reaching the Thunder Dome after 
they had stumbled upon Gliscor. Noivern had been horrified and furious at the state of her boyfriend, but her fellow 
flying type seemed to have no idea what had happened. One moment flying, the next on the floor. After taking him 
over to Mewtwo, the two had entered the Thunder Dome. 

"I'm tellin' ya, Lux, it had to be that crocodile!" muttered Noivern crossly. "Who else would've done that?" 

"Bisharp maybe, but I don't think it's really his style," said Luxray, taking a break from her maniacal thoughts for just a 
moment. "Just wonder how that jerk caught Gliscor off guard. And all for a stupid totem! UGH! When I get my claws 
on him..." 

"What are you going to do?" 

"Wait out his elimination immunity. AND THEN I SHALL SMITE HIM." 

"You think he managed to get in here?" 

"I don't doubt it," muttered Luxray. "If he took out Gliscor and snatched his idol, that means he was probably getting 
desperate. I wouldn't be too shocked to see his red mug in here." 

After a few more corners, they reached a large circular room, surrounded on all sides by electrified fences. It almost 
looked like a mini arena, but there was nothing waiting for them inside. Luxray thought for a moment- the only other 
Electric type who competed in Total Pokemon was Electrode, and she sort of doubted that he'd be here. What was 
the point of having a big room? 

"Tread carefully, soldier," she hissed at Noivern. "We're deep in enemy territory." 

Noivern nodded and slowly floated to the top of the room, gliding silently above as Luxray prowled through the large 
sanctum. The only sound was the occasional buzz and hum from the electric barriers at the outer edges of the area. 
Luxray huffed a sigh of relief. It seemed like there wasn't a trap after all... 


"LUXRAY, WATCH OUT!" yelled Noivern suddenly. Luxray whirled around to see a barrage of rocks flying at her. She 
flattened her body to the ground and let them pass over her, her eyes locking onto the way they had just entered. 



Krookodile was standing in the doorway, gnashing his teeth in annoyance due to his attack missing. He hadn't caught 
sight of Noivern when he had entered the room. He clenched a fist and more rocks circled his claws. 

"I'm going to need you to get the hell outta my way," the crocodile quipped. 

"I'M GONNA GET IN YOUR WAY!" snapped Luxray back. "OUT OF PURE SPITE!" 

"You're going to pay for what you did to Gliscor, jerk!" hissed Noivern. 

Krookodile chuckled. "No rule against it. Just like there's no rule against THIS!" 

Krookodile flung himself forward, and the stones flew along with him. Noivern easily darted through the air, avoiding 
the attack, but Luxray had to concentrate and dodge them as they came close. Luxray growled and tried to charge 
Krookodile down, but he easily jumped away from her before lunging forward in an attempt to chomp on her leg. 
Noivern intervened, kicking Krookodile in the nose, causing him to flinch hard and swipe at her instead. 

"NO ONE HURTS MY BOYFRIEND AND GETS AWAY WITH IT!" screamed Noivern, before launching a sonic wave 
at Krookodile. Krookodile's gaze darkened before he covered his ears and dodged it. He threw a bunch of rocks back 
at Noivern, who got skimmed this time. 

"Quit taking this shit so personally! I would've screwed over any of you!" snapped Krookodile. "This game isn't about 
being good, it's about WINNING! The sooner you realize THAT, the better off you'll be!" 

As Noivern lunged for him again, Krookodile saw his chance. He opened his jaws and clamped down on her tail. 
Noivern let out a shriek of pain, while Krookodile tossed his head to the side and hurled towards one of the electric 
barriers. Noivern's eyes widened, but she managed to slow herself down enough before she connected with the 
shocking walls. She let out a sigh of relief. Krookodile spat in annoyance, but was unprepared for when Luxray 
slammed her body into him. With a hiss of rage, her teeth chilled into ice before she bit him on the arm. Krookodile 
howled in fury before viciously punching her off. 

"There's a difference between playing to win and hurting others to win!" snapped Luxray. "Some people play hard, but 
you're just a jerk who enjoys hurting others to get ahead!" 

Krookodile's mouth twisted into a snarl before swinging his tail and knocking Luxray away. 

"You don't know a damn thing about me! I do what I have to to get by!" he roared, advancing on the cat with a nasty 
gleam in his eye. "You and your precious pork chop of a boyfriend don't understand that some Pokemon don't have 
TIME to play little games with their cute friends!" 

Noivern tried to get in there, but Krookodile let out a vicious snarl and threw more stones at her, battering the wyvern 
away. 

"You all play for fun, I play because I have to!" hissed Krookodile, fixing Luxray with a terrific glare. "I NEED THIS." 

"I KNOW YOU NEED THIS!" snapped Luxray. "EVERYONE WITH HALF A BRAIN CAN SEE WHAT'S WRONG 
WITH YOU! BUT YOU DON’T HAVE TO DEAL WITH IT LIKE THIS." 

"YOU'RE NOT GONNA FOOL ME! ONCE YOU STOP EXPECTING GOODNESS IN PEOPLE, THAT'S WHEN YOU 
FINALLY CRAWL OUT OF THE GUTTER!" snarled Krookodile in response, opening his jaws to snap onto Luxray 
again. Luxray winced and shut her eyes, bracing herself for the pain. 

CLANK! 

Luxray looked up to see Krookodile's jaws locked around one of Kabutops's scythes. Luxray gaped at the sight, while 
Kabutops gritted his teeth, flexing his legs as he tried to remain in place. Krookodile's eyes were locked on the fossil 
Pokemon, glaring in both fury and disbelief. 

"Kabutops?" asked Luxray, confused. "Why are you...?" 

"Just shut it and keep moving. You and I helped each other out, and honestly, I'd rather prevent this guy from getting 
another immunity than get it myself," muttered Kabutops in a tone that left no room for argument. "Just go. I'll handle 
this guy." 


Luxray frowned, opening her mouth as if to say something, but thought better of it. She nodded to Noivern. "C'mon 



Noivern, let's move." 


"But-" 

"I SAID COME ON!" shouted Luxray, getting a spark of her military leader back. "YOUR ADMIRAL DEMANDS IT." 

Noivern decided not to argue, and the two of them quickly made their way to the next room. Krookodile's nostrils 
flared as he released Kabutops and stepped back. 

"You just love getting in my way don't you? When the hell are you gonna win a challenge instead of making us both 
lose?" 


Kabutops smirked. "Old habits die hard I guess. Come on, give me your best shot!" 

Both Pokemon rushed at each other, colliding with another powerful crack. 

000 

Honchkrow stretched herself a bit more, before wincing in pain. "No good. Dere's no way I'm gonna make it in dat 
Thunderdome now." 

"Makes two of us," grunted Alakazam, who had pulled himself up to lean against the shrine. Honchkrow fixed him with 
a look. 

"Did you mean dat shit? About not hating me?" 

"Why would I hate you?" asked Alakazam tiredly. "You may be an opponent, but it isn't as if you hurt someone I cared 
about. If anything, you're the best player I've done battle with- both Weavile and Hypno were terrible people at the 
time. Well, Weavile wasn't terrible, but a loose cannon at the very least." 

Honchkrow frowned. "I never meant for dis to go so far." 

Alakazam paused. "Then why did it?" 

"I dunno I just...I wanted to prove myself dat I could win. Dat I was strong. Dat I could take everyone outta my way 
and carry Crobat and myself to da end. But I think I...I just was afraid." 


"Of?" 


"Making friends. Exposing myself. You let people in, dey know yer weaknesses, y'know? With Crobat it's...it's scary, 
knowing how much you love a person. How a Pokemon can mean so much to you, so much that you let dem in and 
know your weaknesses, fears, and self esteem. And with one it was fine but...with a bunch of people around here...it 
was easier to put a wall up." 

"You were scared of being known. I assume that being known in your line of work is dangerous." 

Honchkrow nodded. "It is. Very dangerous. But Crobat and l...he doesn't want to be alone with me, but I'm scared to 
follow him out dere...and I'm even more scared of losing him." 

"I can understand that. Outside of Gothitelle, I have no one." 

"You have some friends. Weavile, for instance." 

Alakazam laughed bitterly. "Yes, I have Weavile, as long as we're both here- we don't exactly go and hang out with 
one another. Honchkrow, I'm rather brilliant- the smarter you are, the less people trust you. You think you know what 
it's like to be hated but...I'm almost positive everyone in this competition would rather me not return at all. The same 
in real life, I suppose-1 am but a necessary evil. I'm useful for my brainpower, but not exactly desirable because of it." 

"What, just because yer smart Pokemon don't want anything to do with you. Dere are OTHER Alakazam out dere, 
right?" 

"Yes...and they mostly socialize with one another but...l lack the brain capacity for them. Genetics, and all that," said 
Alakazam, heaving a sigh. "And do not get me started on my father. When I lost Gothitelle here, I...I was so angry, so 
lost for a moment without her...l lashed out at everyone. It's hard to lose the one person who accepted you. I was out 
for blood, even though it's obvious you're not Mister B." 



Honchkrow paused. "You're not him either, are you?" 

"Not my style," confirmed Alakazam. "I have far better methods of influencing votes than with anonymous notes. And 
besides, Mister B? Mister E is a far better name." 

"So you've said," agreed Honchkrow, sounding amused. She sighed. "I dunno, Alakazam. I dunno what to do at dis 
point." 

"Talk to Crobat. Get help," said Alakazam simply. 

"Yeah, probably a good idea," admitted the bird. "He's da one who got me thinking about all dis shit in da first place. 
Gotta figure out what to say. And what about you?" 

"What ABOUT me?" 

"Don't you think you should tell everyone how you feel?" 

"It's unimportant. I've been around longer than you- I've made quite a name for myself," said Alakazam, eyes closing, 
"...y'know if you wanna call off dis war of ours...," muttered Honchkrow. "I'm willing to uh.Jet bygones be bygones?" 
Alakazam gave her a surprised look. "After everything that's happened?" 

"Neither of us were really being nice." 

"True. I suppose a ceasefire is fine by me. Truce?" 

"Truce." 

Alakazam smiled. "Well, it was fun while it lasted." 

Honchkrow chuckled. "You've got a weird idea of fun." 

"You didn't enjoy yourself?" 

"Hey, maybe I'm kinda weird too." 

"Look at that, you're opening up already." 

Honchkrow paused. "I guess I am. Maybe it's just relieving to know I'm not the only one out there who feels out of 
place." 

Alakazam gave a nod. "Being brilliant and powerful is among one of the most desired things for most people. But 
once you've achieved it, it's the loneliest feeling in the world." 

"Yeah...you get it," said Honchkrow, her tone far less aggressive than normal. "It's so weird to have someone get it." 
Alakazam paused. "Are we becoming friends?" 

"Maybe?" asked Honchkrow. "I'm sort of new at this 'friendly shit'. Admittedly, if I could fly and fight, I could be beating 
the shit out of you right now." 

"Not as easily as you'd think." 

The two of them sat there longer. 

"We really are lucky to have such important people in our lives, eh?" asked Honchkrow. 

"Hmmm? You mean Crobat and Gothitelle." 

"I just feel bad...we dragged dem into a dumb, hopeless war." 

"They went along with it. They loved us." 

"Still. I want Crobat to enjoy da game while he's here." 



"I suppose that’s fair. Do you think he's in the Thunder Dome." 

Honchkrow tapped her beak thoughtfully. "Tough call. He's a smart one, but even he has his limits. Plus if someone 
attacked him and tried to steal his goods, he'd have trouble fighting them off." 

Alakazam gave a nod. "I wonder how it's going in that maze anyway." 

000 

"Hey, the maze challenge was so fun!" shouted Banette, throwing his hands up. "Y’know what would be 
better? FOUR MAZES! All with twists and turns and tricks and traps and I WAS LOST FOR SO FUCKING 
LONG!" 

000 

"That stupid, shitty SHELLFISH!" howled Krookodile. "I SWEAR TO GOD..." 

000 

"Ha ha...so worth it," said Kabutops, laughing. 

000 

Luxray and Noivern continued through the Thunder Dome, looking down every passage and peeking behind every 
corner. They hadn't encountered anyone else since Kabutops had fought off Krookodile for them. No Pokemon 
appeared to be patrolling the maze, but still, neither of them had any idea who else was inside. Assuming that 
Kabutops kept Krookodile busy, they could even have a straight shot for the title! 

Still, they were in rough shape- Noivern's bite from Krookodile still stung, and Luxray was starting to run out of 
steam...if only a little bit. 

"You think any other dudes got in here?" asked Noivern. 

"Tough to say- not many, or we'd see more. Unless they activated active camo." 

"What...?" 

"I'd place a bet that Banette and Bisharp got in...maybe Crobat too. But other than that, I have no clue." 

The two reached the end of another hallway, where a large octagon-shaped door was waiting. They slowly walked 
through it to find themselves in an enormous room, flashing with electrical currents running up the wall. A large 
staircase led to a large platform below. Vivid blue electric barriers flashed around the edge of the platform, just like 
the other pathways. Three other staircases from the other sides of the room led down to the platform. In the center of 
the floor was a podium, and large golden totem sat snugly atop it. It gleamed in the flashing lights, shining brilliantly. 
Luxray and Noivern exchanged a shocked glance. 

"Holy shit, we found it," whispered Noivern. 

"I could totally put that in my reactor and cause a fifth ice age," whispered Luxray. 

"Wait what?" 


"NOTHING!" shouted Luxray. "COME NOIVERN! WE SHOULD CLAIM THE IDOL!" 

The two of them started down, before they both froze. 

"Wait, only one of us can grab it, right?" asked Noivern. "So which of us gets it?" 

Luxray frowned, tapping her chin. "Hmmm...good question, sport. I do not know." 

Noivern glanced at it. "I mean...Krookodile's mad at you. Maybe you need the immunity more?" 

Luxray shook her head. "You helped me along. You deserve it to...what if we grabbed it at the same time? What 
would Vileplume and Mew do?" 



"Hey, that could work!" agreed Noivern. "Wanna try it?" 

"I AM ONE HUNDRED AND TWELVE PERCENT CERTAIN I WOULD LIKE TO TRY IT! COME ON NOIVERN!" 

The two of them moved down the stairs quickly, Noivern closing the distance a bit faster. As she flew towards the 
altar with the golden statue, she glanced to her right, hearing something. Noivern planted her feet on the ground to 
slow down as something deep red flashed in front of her. Bisharp glared as he passed, a dark energy glowing around 
his sharp hand. Noivern skidded to a halt, while Bisharp turned, putting his hands up again. 

"I don't think so. That totem is mine." 

"Luxray, watch out!" shouted Noivern. 

Luxray ran forward, keeping her eyes focused on Bisharp, before she noticed the ground get darker around her feet. 
As the shadow grew larger, Luxray glanced upward and saw Toxicroak flying towards her, a grin on his face. Luxray 
rolled out of the way, but Toxicroak managed to land nimbly on his feet, dropping into a defensive crouch. 

"Should've known you two teamed up!" shouted Luxray, her eyes sparkling with a challenge. "An alliance, aren't 
you?" 

"Who says it's an alliance. We could simply be friends," said Bisharp, rolling his eyes. 

"You've never had a friend, you said it yourself," pointed out Luxray. 

Bisharp and Toxicroak exchanged an awkward glance for a moment, and Bisharp hesitated for a second. Then his 
eyes darkened. "It doesn't matter what we are. What matters is the challenge. We're not losing. Toxicroak, go!" 

"You got it dude!" shouted Toxicroak, flinging himself at Noivern. Poisonous energy glowed around his fist as he 
lunged towards the dragon. Noivern quickly took to the air, but Toxicroak leaped at her again. Luxray watched them, 
her worried eyes flickering between them, before she jumped back and raised her tail. She used it to block Bisharp's 
incoming strike, before trying to headbutt him. Bisharp scoffed and knocked her head away. 

"Don't get distracted. Your chance of winning is small enough." 

"WE'LL SEE ABOUT THAT, BOY!" shouted Luxray, turning around and giving Bisharp a kick in the leg. Bisharp 
stumbled backwards, unharmed but off balance. He glared and charged back for her. Meanwhile, Noivern was 
divebombing Toxicroak, but the frog always managed to avoid her in the nick of time. Toxicroak fired back with some 
punches and kicks, but Noivern was usually able to hover out of reach. Toxicroak's eyes tracked her before carefully 
jumping up, whipping his long tongue at her. Noivern let out a gasp as she was hit, plummeting down. 

"DUDE! That is SO GROSS!" 

Toxicroak wiped his tongue. "Ugh, when did you last shower?" 

Noivern scowled and sent a large blue wave at the frog, which made Toxicroak stagger before he jumped up and 
whacked Noivern out of the sky with a poisonous fist. Noivern went shooting downwards, letting out a cry as she hit 
the ground. Luxray's eyes flared at the sight, and she charged up before hitting Bisharp with a shocking tackle. 
Bisharp let out a groan, clutching his stomach, before swinging his leg back and nailing Luxray with a vicious kick. 
Luxray rolled over, hitting the ground hard. Bisharp scoffed, turning to Toxicroak. 

"Easy enough. Toxicroak, let’s get this finished." 

"On it boss!" said Toxicroak, moving towards the idol. Noivern struggled to sit up, before inhaling deeply and letting 
out an enormous burst of sound. Toxicroak immediately fell over, clutching his ears, while Bisharp let out a snarl of 
frustration. Toxicroak recovered long enough to let out a glob of sludge from his mouth, hitting Noivern hard and 
immediately knocking her out. But Luxray had her chance. She ran at Bisharp, fiery energy appearing around her 
teeth. One good bite and she had him. As she drew closer, Bisharp froze, turning around. His eyes widened. 

But Luxray never reached him. Toxicroak had leaped over Bisharp and grabbed her, holding her back. 

"Toxicroak-," began Bisharp. 

"GRAB IT!" grunted Toxicroak, barely holding Luxray back. But Bisharp didn't move for a moment. He stopped, 
looking troubled. 



"But you-" 

"One of us needs to win!" insisted Toxicroak. Luxray tried in vain to struggle free, before leaning and biting down 
Toxicroak on the arm. His grip slipped and she jumped forward, flying at Bisharp angrily. But Toxicroak flipped onto 
his stomach, launching his tongue and grabbing Luxray by the tail, slamming her down again. 


"GO!" 


Bisharp shook himself off and nodded, turning and making a break for the shrine. As he did so, he noticed something 
appearing close to it- a bunch of shadows gathered on the floor as Banette slowly emerged, a long claw reaching for 
the golden totem. Bisharp's eyes flashed, before he zipped forward. 

"Oh no you DON'T!" he snapped, lashing out at Banette with a powerful slash of his blade. Banette's eyes widened as 
he was sent skidding across the floor. Bisharp reached out and grabbed the golden totem, holding it high in the air. A 
smile appeared on his face, his eyes glued to his prize. 

"I win." 

Luxray growled angrily as she felt Toxicroak's tongue leave her tail. She spun her head around and glared at him 
"You just let him win! You didn't even try to grab it for yourself!" 

Toxicroak was silent. Luxray pawed at the ground, electricity flowing through her body. They had been so close! But 
at the eleventh hour, victory was snatched away like a Mandibuzz looking for a delicious meal! It hadn't even been 
Krookodile this time! 

There was a loud flash as Mew, Mewtwo, and Vileplume appeared next to the altar in the middle. Mew was clapping 
his hands, a grin on his face. 

"Well done, well done!" he said with a laugh. He spoke again, this time his voice amplified and moving through the 
entire maze. "Attention campers! Bisharp is the winner of this challenge! If you are still in the mazes, the Pokemon 
patrolling will lead you out! After we head back to camp, take some time to yourselves before we decide who is going 
home tonight!" 

Toxicroak got up and patted Bisharp on the back. "Nice one dude." 

Bisharp frowned. "I wouldn't have grabbed it without you. You should've had the immunity, not me." 

"Eh...I don't think I've pissed anyone off too much. With the whole Medicham thing I mean...you need all the help you 
can get," said Toxicroak. 

"Even so. Why didn't you take it?" 

"You're my friend," said Toxicroak simply. 

"That can't be it," said Bisharp, narrowing his eyes. 

"No, that's it." 

"You heard what Luxray said," said Bisharp, sounding uncomfortable. "I don't have any friends." 

"I might not be yours, but you're mine," said Toxicroak, shrugging his shoulders. He turned to follow Mew, who was 
leading everyone out of the maze. "It isn't that complicated. You coming, man?" 

Bisharp stood for a moment, glancing at the golden idol still in his grasp, before turning and nodding. "Sure. Wait for 
me...friend." 

000 

"We were SO CLOSE!" shouted Noivern. "But like, seriously, I can't believe that Toxicroak just gave up the 
immunity so Bisharp could get it. Who does that? Seriously? Ugh, I guess we kinda deserve that after 
Krookodile saved us from Kabutops." 

000 

"That maze was a bit dangerous- apparently Honchkrow and Alakazam had to visit the infirmary afterwards- 



something about fire balls and all that stuff," said Weavile, shuddering. "I can at least say that I'm happy I 
didn't go in that Fire Maze. No thank you." 

000 

"Bisharp and Krookodile with immunity...not a good night," said Medicham harshly. 

000 

"I've gotta do something...!...crap, she's not okay!" said Crobat, looking scared. 

000 

Most of the campers were eating after the long challenge, gathered up in the cafeteria together. There were some 
noticeable absences- Honchkrow and Alakazam were still resting up, while Medicham had excused herself to do 
some endurance training now that they had left the maze. Still, there was a heaviness in the air- now that the merge 
was here, everyone was all too aware that close friends would be returning home soon. 

Weavile broke the silence. 

"You think those two will be okay?" 

Kabutops shrugged. "Honchkrow's a boss, and Alakazam is tougher than he looks. I'm sure they'll be fine though. 
Wonder how it happened." 

"How what happened?" asked Gliscor, adjusting an ice pack on his head, wincing at the cold in annoyance. 

"Honchkrow is covered in burns and Alakazam took a nasty hit from behind- Charizard apparently found them both 
passed out next to the fire shrine," explained Banette. "I'm guessing they duked it out? Got in a bad fight or 
something." 

Nearby, Crobat shivered. 'I should have been there.' 

"Yikes...but I wonder why they fought. I mean, I would expect over a totem, but none was there according to 
Charizard- maybe someone else nabbed one from them," said Kabutops. 

Krookodile smirked. Yeah, he hadn't won the challenge, but he was immune AND he had managed to knock 
Honchkrow and Alakazam out of the prize in one move. 

"Well, whatever happened, you think they'll be awake in time to vote?" asked Noivern. "I mean, Krookodile and 
Bisharp are immune, so that kinda means the votes are limited, right?" 

She punctuated that statement with a glare at Krookodile, who bared his teeth at her. But he noticed that Luxray 
didn't share the same look. She gave him a strange look- almost one that was telling him to shut up, but not out of 
anger. There was no fury in her eyes, no wackiness that usually expressed itself on her face. She just seemed to 
have a weird knowing look. And it was bugging him. 

"Agreed- with two immune and two players out of commission, that would definitely skew the elimination process 
heavily," said Bisharp, as if his immunity had nothing to do with it. "But maybe there's a solution for us. 

Question...how badly injured are they?" 

"Why do you ask?" asked Weavile, giving Bisharp a suspicious look. 

Bisharp's expression was neutral. "Depending on their status, a mercy elimination for the injured could be 
considered." 

Weavile's gaze hardened. "Alakazam healed up just fine last time, and Honchkrow is strong too. Are you seriously 
worried about your neck being on the line?" 

"At the current time? No," said Bisharp smoothly. "I'm immune. I'm merely saying we can kill two birds with one stone- 
mercy elimination of a large threat." 

Kabutops scoffed. "You want us to eliminate based on injury. Why would we do that?" 

"It's not like you can eliminate me anyway," said Krookodile suddenly. He turned and gave everyone a sneer. "Let's 



not pretend you don't want to." 

Weavile, Kabutops, and Noivern all fixed the crocodile with nasty looks. But he didn't care. Krookodile shrugged his 
shoulders. 

"Once you get rid of me, who will you target next? Do you know who Mr. B is? Is Honchkrow too powerful? What can 
Alakazam do?" 

Weavile didn't falter, but both Noivern and Kabutops looked a bit uneasy. That was true- Krookodile was a shitty 
piece of work, that was true, but at least he was an open, known threat. Alakazam was a genius by their standards, 
and what Honchkrow lacked in her intelligence, she made up with unpredictability. Everyone seemed to be pondering 
it as of now. Gliscor looked thoughtful, while Crobat was watching everyone, his eyes moving from face to face. 

"I don't want Alakazam or Honchkrow to be around if they don't have to be," muttered Toxicroak. 

"I mean, a mercy elimination isn't awful, it happened to me," pointed out Gliscor. 

"You resigned," argued Weavile. "Not saying it didn't suck, but you made the choice. Honchkrow and Alakazam 
haven't said anything." 

"If you intend on playing this game to make everyone feel better, the high road will look nice. You'll find it difficult to 
win that way," said Bisharp. 

Weavile was about to answer hotly, but Kabutops folded his arms, giving Bisharp a look of interest. 

"What do you have in mind?" 

Crobat froze. They weren't seriously considering this, were they? Honchkrow would be livid if she knew they wanted 
to vote her off because of an INJURY. 

"Alakazam or Honchkrow. I say it's a fair choice. If we all agree on someone, a unanimous vote will get a large threat 
off of our backs," explained Bisharp. 

Weavile scowled. "That seems like a real kick in the ass to them, though." 

"We all get our asses kicked now and then...some more than others," pointed out Toxicroak, a bit glumly. 

Bisharp looked at Weavile. "If it makes you feel better, I'd prefer Honchkrow gone." 

Crobat whirled and stared at Bisharp. "Why her?" 

"Well, to be honest- she has an advantage with you still in the game. Alakazam is at least treading water by himself." 

Crobat swallowed. "That's not...look...we're not even really...working together right now." 

"I'm more than aware of that. In fact, I'd say it's in your best interest as well, then," said Bisharp, shrugging his 
shoulders. "If you regain her as an ally, we'll probably target you two. If you don't, I doubt she'll want you on the island 
for long." 

Crobat glared at Bisharp."That isn't what would happen. If you really think that's what would happen, then your 
strategic sense is as poor as your ability with people." 

Noivern gasped, and Kabutops’s eyes widened. Bisharp looked like he had just been slapped in the face. Toxicroak's 
eyes moved between them, wondering what was going to happen, but Bisharp regained composure quickly. 

"My way with people aside, why is that a poor strategy?" 

"You're putting Honchkrow with a partner above Alakazam as a priority? I take it you don't know Alakazam well." 
Bisharp looked intrigued. "Interesting. Explain?" 

Explain? Crobat cursed inwardly. He had no idea what he was doing! He was stalling for time, hoping that somehow 
he could get Bisharp to back off of Honchkrow, damn it! Honchkrow was a huge threat and everyone knew it, how 
was he supposed to bluff about this? And should he? What if Bisharp had a point? Honchkrow was merciless to her 
enemies, and with the way things were going right now...soon enough he could be... 



No! No, what the hell was he thinking? Honchkrow wasn't an enemy or a monster, she was just a Pokemon like him! 
She would never have hurt intentionally, no way. They got into fights but...she still saved him. She saved him that one 
time from Mister B's request. Not once, twice. 

First Gothitelle, and then Gengar. Crobat's name had been up for elimination and even when it was dangerous, or not 
her best course of action, Honchkrow dropped all plans and saved him. Crobat closed his eyes. He was trying to keep 
them both on the island, but Honchkrow had done her part to keep them both on as well. 

And now they wanted to eliminate her for it. 

7 need you, Honchkrow...you're the talker,' thought Crobat, panicking. 'What the hell do I say?' 

"Well?" prompted Bisharp. Crobat took a deep breath. Guess he had to wing it. 

"So for starters, if you think Honchkrow would backstab me, you're completely wrong. That's not her character," said 
Crobat. 

"Character doesn't matter- that's the game," argued Bisharp. 

"That's how you play-1 doubt Trevenant was fine with you eliminating him," said Crobat, smirking. "And I wonder how 
you'll be able to strike deals if you keep stabbing every friend in the back. Eventually, no one's gonna look the other 
way when you're around. Honchkrow won't vote me off. So, I have no incentive to vote for her. And you really think 
Alakazam is less of a threat?" 


"How is he not?" 


"Notice how it’s taking Honchkrow AND me to try and take down Alakazam, and he's still holding out?" asked Crobat. 
"Hypno, Bronzong, and me and Honchkrow have all tried. He's still here. And I think we veterans know how well 
Alakazam destroys alliances to weaken the competition. He did it to Weavile way back in Season One." 

"Hey, that's...he's changed! He's not a bad guy anymore!" protested Weavile. 

"The game is neutral- good or bad comes in people, not rules," insisted Crobat. "There doesn't need to be malice. 
How many eliminations has he been involved in, overall? More than anyone else here, I think. And we don't even 
know how far ahead he's thinking. Remember the Mega Evolution?" 

"Who could forget that?" muttered Banette to Gliscor. "That shit was messed up." 

Gliscor gave a low grunt of agreement. 

"I'm not saying that's Alakazam," said Crobat, giving Weavile a pointed look. "But we don't really know how it works. If 
anything, Banette can clear that stuff up. Are you aware of the Mega inside of you and stuff like that?" 

All eyes were on Banette, a bit curiously. He looked at his hands awkwardly, before shrugging his shoulders. 

"Hard to describe honestly. It's kind of like when you bottle up an emotion in your head, you know what I mean? But 
there's a switch. And all of this energy and power of another side of you just gets switched on and explodes out of 
you. And you can't stop it. But things can push the switch, you know? People can push you and push you and your 
control can almost slip and BAM! Mega Evolution. Happened when Trevenant pushed me around, happened when 
Gengar got scared in the haunted house, and Medicham activated hers on her own. Anything can happen." 

"So you're aware of it, is what I'm hearing, right?" asked Crobat. 

"Pretty much," confirmed Banette. "Why?" 

"Mega Alakazam was out for a few minutes and he already started concocting a plan to win the entire game," 
explained Crobat. "How much of that does Alakazam have of that? We don't know how far he got before Luxray's 
brain waves through him off." 

"AND I'D DO IT AGAIN!" cried Luxray. Then she frowned. "Sorry. Not the time to speak of my conquests. Continue." 
Everyone stared at Luxray for a medium amount of time before turning back to Crobat. 

"Alakazam could still have that plan- he might be playing us all for fools," said Crobat. 



"A very interesting idea- but where's the proof?" asked Bisharp. 

"You want to waste time looking for proof?" asked Crobat, chuckling. "I hope it's not too late for you." 

"But this isn't...it's not...," blustered Weavile, staring at Crobat. "Don't throw Alakazam under the bus if you want to 
save Honchkrow!" 

"Alakazam hasn't exactly lied about how good he is at this," pointed out Noivern. "The dude is mad scary." 

"This sounds just like last time when we voted him out instead of Hypno.,.1 mean, I think Alakazam was the bigger 
threat, but Hypno was way worse," muttered Banette. 

"If you want to take chances with Alakazam, fine," said Crobat. "But I know I don't. If you want to vote out Honchkrow, 
fine. But if Alakazam manages to keep wiggling through your fingers, good luck." 

With those final words, he flew out of the cafeteria. A stunned silence was left in his wake. 

"Well...now what do we do?" asked Gliscor, looking confused. 

No one was able to answer. 

000 

"Well, that was one hell of a final challenge!" said Mew, grinning. "The final challenge of PAST HOSTS! Ha! Mew is 
back, baby! I've got so many ideas cooked up for all of you, you don't even KNOW!" 

"We don't even WANT to know," confirmed Banette. 

"But alas!" said Mew, pretending to ignore what Banette said. "One of you is not going to be taken on that journey. 
Because as usual, we need to eliminate one contestant from the running. So! Have you all cast your votes?" 

Everyone was gathered up, including Alakazam and Honchkrow. The two of them seemed...very well. They had both 
recovered well from their conditions (though they each wore a few bandages here and there, just in case), but the real 
change was how they were carrying themselves. Alakazam was acting as if there was a huge weight off of his back, 
while Honchkrow seemed to be almost...casual. Toxicroak swore to the others that he heard Alakazam crack a joke 
as they entered the ceremony...and Honchkrow had LAUGHED. What had happened in that lava cave? 

"Is everything...okay?" muttered Weavile. "Did you get hit hard by Honchkrow or something?" 

Alakazam glanced at her, a smile on his face. "No...l believe we just realized it was more enjoyable to play for fun 
rather than play to win. Our feud is at an end." 

Weavile gave him a surprised look. "Really? Like...she agreed?" 

"Oh yes. I suppose it's boring without a rival and all, but maybe we can both play the game in peace." 

Weavile didn't answer. 

"Okay then...Krookodile and Bisharp have immunity, so you guys are safe first!" 

The two Dark types walked up, Krookodile with a smile, Bisharp with none whatsoever. They took their blocks and 
returned to their seats. 

"Banette...Luxray...Toxicroak...Noivern...Kabutops...Gliscor...you're all safe too!" said Mew, tossing out the various 
blocks, giving Banette a scowl. Banette blew a kiss in response. 

"Medicham...Crobat...Weavile...," said Mew, passing out more blocks. "You're all safe as well." 

As each name was called, Alakazam and Honchkrow looked less pleased and a bit more concerned. Honchkrow 
threw him a look, but Alakazam shrugged. Neither of them had any idea what was going on, but apparently the 
eleven other contestants had seen it fit to put them up for the chopping block. 

"Honchkrow and Alakazam, two top tier threats hunting down the elusive Mr. B- and each other at the same time," 
said Mew, grinning. "Not gonna lie, I expected this moment to come a lot sooner, but you two managed to skate by 
for quite some time. But one of you is about to lose that...so...which will it be?" 



Honchkrow gulped quietly, before her face hardened. Her eyes showed no fear. Alakazam smiled at her for a 
moment, before standing up. 

"Cut this nonsense short. Let me get my things." 

Honchkrow whirled to face her former foe. "What?" 

"Dude, don't ruin it!" whined Mew. 

"Wait, Alakazam is actually leaving?" asked Honchkrow, turning to look at everyone. 

"Threats are eliminated...that’s my style," said Bisharp dismissively. 

"Yeah...but...but..." 

"It's sort of funny, isn't it?" said Alakazam. "I did tell you Honchkrow- you wouldn't be the one to eliminate me." 
"L.welL.dat's not da point!" protested Honchkrow. "You...yer not so bad, ya know? I just...l-" 

"I'm sure we'll have plenty of time to speak later," assured Alakazam gently. "But I need to go." 

000 

"Guy's a huge threat...not surprised, really," said Kabutops. "He's always quick to leave post-merge." 

000 

"Well, that's one big guy out of the way! Team Night is rising to the top!" shouted Toxicroak. 

000 

"I pulled it off," said Crobat, relieved. "Somehow...somehow I pulled it off..." 

000 

"Am I surprised? Not particularly," said Alakazam, examining one of his spoons. "I usually don't make it too 
far once the teams are divided, and even so...none of these contestants truly trust me. I suppose I envy 
Honchkrow in away- now that she's opened up, she has all this time to make new relationships, friends, 
allies, whereas l...well, even my own father detests me." 

He gave the camera a sad smile. "Still, Gothitelle will be waiting for me. The real question has yet to be 
asked, I suppose. Farewell everyone. I hope you can solve the mystery without my help...but I like to think 
you can." 

000 

Alakazam was sent adrift on a pool float, drifting aimlessly through the water. 

"You'll get there eventually!" shouted Mew. Alakazam rolled his eyes and took out a book before he started pushing 
the float with his mind, humming quietly. 

"Bye, Alakazam!" shouted Weavile. "We're gonna miss you!" 

Alakazam gave a lazy wave in response. 

"You know...you're kinda right...I'm gonna miss having him around, too," admitted Gliscor. 

"Same here...l hope he knows that," said Noivern. "I feel bad if he left without knowing." 

Nearby on the float, Alakazam allowed a small smile to grace his face. 

000 

Krookodile chuckled quietly, skipping rocks across the water. Alakazam was long gone, and Honchkrow hadn't said a 
word about it to anyone! Maybe she was afraid of looking weak. Or maybe she still wanted to strike more deals with 



him. Either way, the smartest player was on a one-way ticket home, and Krookodile had managed to slip past the 
radar again. Things were looking up. But he needed to be careful- Honchkrow saw him outplay Alakazam and might 
be wary to trust him. Perhaps she was the one that had to be next. 

"Why do you do it?" 

Krookodile jumped, dropping one of his rocks and spinning around to see Luxray staring at him. Krookodile's eyes 
narrowed. She didn't look pleased, but that crazy rage he was used to seeing from Luxray wasn't present either. That 
was almost more unsettling- angry people were easy to predict, but the moment someone became unreadable was 
when they were at their most dangerous. Krookodile didn't answer immediately, but then gestured to the rocks on the 
shore. 

"Well, skipping rocks is pretty satisfying." 

"You know what I mean. Why do you go out of your way to hurt other people to get ahead?" 

Krookodile scoffed. "I don't see it as hurting others. I see it as just another rule of the game." 

Luxray sighed. "You're smart. I can see that, you know that, everyone Bidoof's eyes in the sky can see that. And I 
think you know...l think you know that what you do and how you effect people is wrong. You lie, scheme, backstab, 
and sabotage, and you KNOW that it isn't right, but you still do it. Why? Why do you choose the path that's the most 
cruel and nasty to everyone around you?" 

Krookodile turned an eye to focus on her. "I don't know, zap cat. Maybe, just maybe, I don't care?" 

"If you didn't care what others thought of you, why did you get so defensive when we fought earlier?" 

Krookodile opened his mouth, but no words came out. He just scowled. But after a moment, his aggressive posture 
relaxed and he fixed Luxray with a level look. 

"Where I'm from, we don’t show weakness. Weakness is a quick, easy end. You take what you want. You take 
whatever you can. That's how I've always been, and that's how I'll always be. There's not much of a choice. You play 
for fun. I play for need." 

"There's a difference between enjoying yourself and being cruel for what you think are justified reasons," insisted 
Luxray. "If you had tried being good instead of jumping to your foul tricks, maybe everyone would've been more 
willing to understand you." 

Krookodile shook his head. "I don't take chances like that." 

"So you're just going to keep doing this? That's a sad way to go through life!" protested Luxray. 

Krookodile turned away from the crashing waves and walked past her, shaking his head. "What else can I do?" 
Without another word, he walked away. Luxray frowned after him, but she was unsure what to say. 

000 

Crobat sat alone on the mountaintop, agitated with himself. He had somehow managed to convince Bisharp to do 
exactly what he wanted, Honchkrow was safe, and Alakazam was gone. Everything had gone according to plan, 
right? Then why the hell was it bothering him so much? 

Honchkrow had said nothing to him. Not yet, anyway. But it was strange...as if this...as if it wasn't the ending she 
wanted. As if she wasn't happy that he had managed to save her and boot out Alakazam. Where was she? She was 
off doing something and...jeez, he was stressed. 

Crobat glanced down at the pack of cigars, complete with a lighter. He usually carried them for Honchkrow, but...he 
cracked open the box, holding up the lighter. He wasn't exactly sure which end he was supposed to light but... 

"Quit messin' around with dat thing before ya hurt yourself," crowed a voice. 

Crobat jumped and turned to see Honchkrow's large black body land next to him, fixing him with a disapproving look. 
"It's a nasty habit. You don't want to pick dat shit up. Truth be told, I should try to quit." 



Honchkrow sighed and grabbed Crobat's cigar and tossed it aside. 

"...why are you here?" asked Crobat, looking a bit uncomfortable. 

"Y'know what Alakazam told me? He told me dat I wouldn't be da one to send him home. And I hate to admit it, but he 
was right. It wasn't me. It was you." 

"I guess," mumbled Crobat. 

Honchkrow frowned. "Why did you save me? I had pushed you aside, pushed you away, went off on my own and you 
still tried to come through for me. I even made peace with Alakazam, but you hadn't." 

"I wouldn't say I saved you," argued the bat. 

"I heard Weavile talking about how you convinced Bisharp. You absolutely saved me." 

"...you saved me before by eliminating Gengar. I wasn't happy about it, but you still did it for me. You did what you 
thought was best, just like you always had. And when Bisharp was trying to convince me that...you'd stab me in the 
back and send me home...l just...well...l thought he was wrong. Was he?" 

"I would never do that. Not to you," said Honchkrow softly. 

"I know. That isn't you." 

There was a silence. 

"I...I want to say I'm sorry. I wasn't mad because you wanted to have other friends, you're more dan welcome to do 
dat...I just thought you didn't believe I was good enough to help us win. I felt like you thought I was...weak," explained 
Honchkrow. "Or like I was holding you back from being happy-" 

"You? Weak? I'd never think you were weak," said Crobat, shocked. "I just...don't want you to be lonely, you know? 
And I don't want to be lonely. We don't have to be alone together. We can be together among everyone. And 
sometimes I just want to show the world that you're not just my boss, you're my girlfriend." 

Honchkrow let out a low grunt, wiping at one of her eyes. "You sure you want to do dat? You know what dey all tink of 
me." 

"Opinions change. Look at how you befriended Alakazam." 

Honchkrow gave a small smile. "Yeah...never woulda expected dat." 

"So are...are we okay?" asked Crobat, hesitantly. 

"...I guess we are," said Honchkrow. "L.L.you know I love you, right?" 

Crobat smiled and planted a kiss on Honchkrow's beak. "I know. But keep saying it." 

Honchkrow sighed. "Maybe after dis whole game is over...we can try to uh...well...y'know..." 

"Socialize with others?" offered Crobat. 

"Yeah, dat'll be our next operation," said Honchkrow, her tone brisk. She seemed to be quickly returning back to her 
old self. It was a nice change. Honchkrow pressed against Crobat- the warm feeling of her feathers was comforting. 
Crobat closed his eyes for a moment and smiled, before looking out at the moon. 

"Of course, we still have a game to win." 

"Of couse!" barked Honchkrow. "We can't let dis sappy stuff slow us down! We've got planning to do. Y'hear me?" 
"Got it, babe." 

Honchkrow blushed, but hid a smile. It was good. It was good to have him back. 

"No slacking. I expect more out of you, yer da bat who kicked out Alakazam." 



Crobat chuckled. "Okay, okay. We'll get to work in the morning." 
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Alakazam had seen the lights of the shoreline from far away, but he didn't expect the size of the entourage he 
received. His eyes stared at the crowd waiting for him. Cacturne, Gardevoir, Mismagius, Wooper, Diglett, 

Mamoswine, Dragonite, Lapras, and even players who didn't care for him too much, such as Seizor and Houndoom, 
were all there waiting. Gothitelle was at the head of the pack, beaming brightly at him. She hadn't cared that he 
couldn't save her, or that he didn't win. She was still here, waiting for him. But...why the others? Alakazam stepped 
onto the shore, a bit hesitant, looking at the crowd uncertainly. 

"Is...is there a reason for this gathering?" 

"Well...we'd heard that you sort of felt like you weren't a part of the gang," explained Wooper, smiling brightly. "And 
y'know, that's fine if you don't want it to be, but I mean...if you think you're ready to be a friend, we're ready to be your 
friends." 

Alakazam looked at every face awkwardly, and for a moment, the genius seemed to fade away. A shy boy took 
Alakazam's place for only a second, before he heaved a deep sigh and gave a nod. A small smile graced his 
features. 

"I...I would like that very much. Thank you my...friends." 

"Thank Gothitelle- she's been making quite a case for you ever since she arrived," said Gardevoir, smiling. 
"Gothitelle?" asked Alakazam, turning to face his girlfriend. 

"Oui, guilty as charged," said Gothitelle, shrugging. "I suppose you weren't getting around to eet, were you? Anyone 
eez willing to be your friend, Alakazam, but you can't jus wait around for zem to decide on zeir own. You need to take 
ze steps as well." 

"True, I suppose as usual, I waited too long to act," said Alakazam quietly. Alakazam...always looking, never leaping. 
Any move was calculated, any attempts had to be weighed before they were made. It was a logical and smart, but 
lonely existence...but...perhaps this time he could take a leap before analyzing the outcome. This time...he wouldn't 
wait to act. He cast a brief glance at Cacturne, who gave him the tiniest nod. The scarecrow was right. Now was as 
good a time as any. 

"Actually, Gothitelle...! wanted to talk to you about that." 

"Hmmm?" Gothitelle turned to see Alakazam on one knee. The scattered mutterings throughout the group hushed 
quickly at the sight. Alakazam took Gothitelle's hand into his own, smiling up at her...a bit nervously, in his mind. 

"I'm...I'm not the most forward person. I'm not the warmest or kindest person, and yet...somehow, someway, I 
managed to find you. And then I fell in love with you, and even more amazingly, you loved me back. I was always 
bitter and critical of myself, but when you're around me...the world becomes so much brighter. So much more colorful, 
so vivid and full of life. And...l know now, more than ever before, that I always want you at my side. You're the most 
beautiful woman I have ever known, both on the inside and out and that's why..." 

Gothitelle stared in utter shock as Alakazam pulled out a tiny black box. Flicking it open with his mind, a beautiful 
diamond ring was revealed. Gothitelle covered her mouth, her eyes welling up with tears. 

"...I don't ever want to lose you. I'm tired of waiting to ask you this question, because I know how I feel. I want you to 
be with me forever. Will you marry me?" 

"Oooooh!" whispered Froslass and Mismagius in hushed voices. 

Gothitelle wasn't able to speak for a moment, but she rubbed her eyes before nodding vigorously. "Yes! Yes!" 

Alakazam's eyes glowed as he lifted Gothitelle into his arms (though the smarter contestants saw the Psychic energy 
around Gothitelle- classy move Alakazam) before kissing her deeply, holding her tightly as if he would never let go. 
Gothitelle was still crying, but the smiles were clear on both Pokemon's faces. A loud applause erupted as everyone 
watched Alakazam and Gothitelle sway on the spot before he finally set her down. Alakazam's eyes were dry, but the 
raw love and emotion on his face was clear. The Psychic was blushing furiously, and despite all of his previous 
calculations, he didn't know if she'd actually say yes. 



Gardevoir smiled at the newly-engaged couple, before motioning everyone around her. "Alright, everyone, we got to 
see the proposal. Let's give these two some privacy." 

A low murmur of agreement rippled through the group as they walked away, heading back inside, leaving the two 
Psychics standing alone on the rocks. Alakazam let out a nervous chuckle, rubbing the back of his neck. He didn't 
really know what to do or say at this point. 

"So...they have parties here every evening?" 

"Oui, eet eez so much fun...but oh my gosh, I cannot believe eet!" said Gothitelle, jumping in excitement. "I am getting 
married!" 

"I still can't believe you said yes," admitted Alakazam. 

"Did you 'ave any doubts?" 

"No, but imagining and hearing are two different things. Still...we do have a wedding to plan now, so that should take 
our time and energy up quite a bit." 

"Leave zat to me, mon amour," said Gothitelle, grinning happily. "Oh, I can just imagine ze most beautiful gothic 
ceremony..." 

"Well, have at it," said Alakazam, chuckling. "It’s not like I really have anyone to invite other than the people from this 
show, so I suppose most of it will be your guests anyway. Feel free to do what you'd like." 

Gothitelle's smile faded away into an expression of uncertainty. She stopped for a moment, before reaching into the 
folds of her dress and pulling out an envelope. Alakazam's eyes glanced down at it and back to Gothitelle in 
confusion as he took the piece of paper into his hand. It had his name written on it. 

"What is this?" 


"I...eet came to zis address while you were still on ze show...but...eet eez from your father." 

Alakazam froze, looking at the envelope with a new sense of foreboding. "My father?" 

Gothitelle gave a nod. She eyed the envelope hesitantly. 

"You know, you do not 'ave to open eet eef you do not wish to-" 

"I might as well get it over with," said Alakazam, sighing. He carefully tore open the envelope and unfolded a long 
letter, with Gothitelle reading over his shoulder. The scrawl was messy and there were some words crossed out here 
and there, but Alakazam recognized his father's handwriting. 

Dear Son, 

I've been meaning to write this to you for a long time. I don't know if you're still on the show or not by the time this 
reaches you, but if you've won, congratulations. If not, congratulations anyway. Even if you didn't get first place, you 
have something that's worth a lot more. 

Gothitelle is a fine young lady. I could tell that from the moment I met her, even if the rest of the evening didn't go so 
well. More importantly, it seems she's the right kind of girl for you. I've been watching the show and I've seen the look 
in your eyes when you look at her, and I can see how she looks at you. She ‘II say yes, Alakazam. Don‘t wait a 
moment longer than you have to. 

But there's something else I've been meaning to tell you. I wanted to take the time and tell you that I'm sorry. I know I 
wasn't the greatest dad. I had a hard time even caring for you- sometimes I'd look at you and hear you and all I'd 
think of was your mother. I didn't know how to deal with my grief in the best way. I wanted to make you strong and 
successful, but I was too tough on you- and you still managed to turn out far better than I would've expected with a 
dad like me. I'm not asking for your forgiveness. It's up to you if I've earned that or not. But I want you to know that I'm 
sorry and that I'm proud of you. So proud of you. You've become a man that any father wishes that he could have. 

Not sure if I even deserve the honor. 


I know it's been a while since we've talked, but if you ever want to come by to Saffron City, my door is always open. If 
not, I hope you and Gothitelle live a happy life together. 



Love , 


Dad 

Gothitelle's eyes slowly moved over the page, and over time, her concerned look slowly relaxed into a warm smile as 
she read the words. She wrapped an arm around Alakazam, holding him close. He was completely silent. 

"I told you. He loves you." 

Alakazam didn't say a word, but he began to tremble. He bit his lip and the paper rustled as his hands began to 
shake. Gothitelle looked at him, a bit surprised but still smiling. Alakazam almost seemed surprised himself as the 
tears start to fall, sniffling quietly as he cried, his tears spattering onto the letter in his hand. Gothitelle wrapped her 
arms around and pulled him in. Alakazam continued to cry, shaking helplessly in her arms. 

"I...I never expected..." 

"I know," soothed Gothitelle, smiling. 

"I thought...I thought after this long...l shut him out for so long..." 

"Don't be upset with yourself. He isn't." 
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And that's all folks! Sorry it took so long to get out. 

A big maze from Vileplume. This challenge kind of evolved over time to make it a bit better, but I took a return to NOT 
EVERYTHING NEEDS TO HAPPEN ON SCREEN in this chapter. Which is nice. 

Alakazam and Honchkrow duke it out and actually...bond with one another in a sense? In addition, we have some 
good happen to both of them in this chapter- Honchkrow and Crobat are back together and Alakazam, though 
eliminated, gets what he's always wanted- friendship, Gothitelle to be his wife, and most importantly, the love of his 
father. I think it's been clear from the start that Alakazam didn't care so much about winning money or competitions, 
but I think with him finally receiving the affection and acknowledgement he craved for so long, he's in a much better 
place. If that's not a victory, what is? 

Fun Fact: Alakazam was originally going to have a crippling addiction to ice cream and cereal(even as a Kadabra), 
but it never panned out. He was just never in a lot of eating scenes prominently. 

Talking of character development, I'm really happy that we got an eye inside Toxicroak- he may be frantic and a bit 
scattered, but I always find it interesting to go in the mind of not the alliance leader, but the subordinate. Bisharp and 
Toxicroak took the competition by storm this episode. And on a secondary note, we get a bit more insight into 
Krookodile as well. Who knows what'll happen next? 

Well, I do, but still. 

Next Episode: It's an all out brawl as the players dive into an unknown environment and shoot for the top. With certain 
groups emerging as power teams, threatening players are at an all time. One contestant is confronted by another, 
while another contestant receives an entirely different confrontation. Tensions rise as one contestant continues to test 
their wits and strength against all odds. In the end, will it be the strongest contestant who is sent packing? 


Alakazam: Yes, yes...send a review, if you would be so kind. 



